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ADVERTISEMENT. 

IT  has  long  been  a  jud  complaint,  that  copiei  of 
Farces  and  Dramatic  Estertainmemts  are  dif- 
ficult to  be  procured,  even  at  the  exorbiunt  charge  of 
one  {hilling  each,  the  ufual  (hop-price  ;  and  that  many 
of  them  are  often  not  to  be  procured  for  any  price  :  A 
ciVcumftance  which  arifes  chiefly  from  Bookfellcr*  having 
little  inducement  to  keep  any  regular  affortment  of  picc-s 
of  this  kind,  the  demand  even  for  thofeof  the  firil  mtri:, 
in  a  detached  form,  being  inconfiderable  and  uncertain. 
Thefc  inconveniences  firfl  fuggefted  the  dcfign  of  the  pre- 
if.at  publication  :  And  as  no  Colleftion  of  the  fame  kini 
has  hitherto  appeared,  it  is  hoped  this  will  meet  with  a 
favourable  reception  from  the  Public;  and  will  be  pe- 
culiarly acceptable  to  thofe  wiio  are  poflefTcd  of  a  good 
Colleftion  of  Plays,  to  which  it  will  form  a  proper  Com- 
panion or  Supplement,  as  mcluding  the  principal  f>er- 
furmances  of  a  Garrick,  a  FooTt,  &c.  printed  in  a/i 
gant  and  uniform  manner,  and  attaiaablc  at  a  mode- 
rate expence. 

The  Volume  now  publiihed  Is  Intended  as  a  fpeclmcn ; 
and  will  be  followed  by  tliree,  four,  five,  or  more,  if 
the  Publilher  be  encouraged  to  complete  his  Plan,  which 
is  meant  to  comprehend  all  the  beft  /xiit  puces  of  the 
Stage  that  have  appeared. 

The  feveral  Pieces  are  printed  entire,  according  to  the 
I  editions  correded  by  their  refpcftive  authors ;  and, 
by  the  affillance  of  (bme  gentlemen  of  ufte  and  theatric^ 
knowledge,  thofe  pafTagea  ufually  omitted  In  the  repre- 
fentation  are  unifurmly  dUlfnguIlhed  by  Inverted  commas. 
It  may  be  proper  to  mention,  that  the  different  Vo- 
lumcs  are  meant  to  be  fold  feparately,  as  well  as  In  fets  ; 
bit  that  the  particular  Pieces  cannot  be  fold  in  the  fame 
ly,  as  the  manner  of  printing  prevcuts  their  feparatioa. 
AUGVSI  I.  1734. 
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A  C  t     I. 

Scene,  ^  Hall  in  Mr  Heartl)''/  Ihufi. 
JEntir  Sir  Charlcv  Clackit,  hij  Nephew,  and  Servant, 

Servant. 

PL  EASE  to  walk  this  way,  Sir. 
Sir  CI\J.  Where  is  your  maflcr,  friend  ? 
St-r.   In  his  drcfiing-room,   Sir. 
r.  Cla.  Let  him  know  then- 

Sir  Cha,  Prithee  be  quiet.  Jack  ;  when  I  am  in  cont* 
pany,  let  me  direft.     'Tis  proper  and  decent. 
T,  Cla.  I  am  dumb,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Tell  Mr  Heartly,  his  friend  and  ndghboui* 
Sir  Charles  Clackit  would  fay  three  vrorda  to  him. 

Scr.  I  ihall,  Sir ^Exit, 

A  Sir 
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Sir  Cha.  Now  nephew,  confidcr  once  again,  before 
I  open  the  matter  to  my  neighbour  Heartly,  what  1 
am  going  to  undertake  for  you.  ■  ,  Why  don't  yoit 
'fpeak? 

T.  Cla.  Is  it  proper  and  decent,  uncle  ? 

iS/>  Cha.  ,Vi\\di\y  !  don't  be  a  fqoi— but  anfwcr  mc — 
Don't  you  flatter  yourfelf — What  affurance  have  you" 
that  this  young  lady,  my  friend's  ward,  has  a  liking 
to  you  ?  The  young  fellows  of,  this  age  are  all  cox- 
combs, and  I  am  afraid  you  are  no  exception  to  the 
general  rule. 

T.  (7/^.  Thank  yon,  uncle— ^But  may  I  tliis  inftant 
be  ftruck  old  and  peevifh,  if  I  would  put  you  upon  a 
falfe  fcent  to  expofe  you,   for  all  the  fuie  women  in 

Chrillendom. 1  afTure   you   again  and  again,    and 

you  may  take  my  word,  uncle,  tliat  Mifs  Harriet  has 
no  kind  of  averfion  -to  your  nephew  and  moll  humble  ~ 
•fervant. 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay, -v&nity  ! vanity! but  I 

never  take  a  young  fellow's  word  about  women  ;  they'll 
lie  as  fall,  aa;id  with  as  little  confcience,  as  the  13ruf- 
fels  Gazette.— — Produce  your  proofs. 

7'.  Cla.  Can't  your  eyes  fee  'em,  xmcle,  without 
urging  me  to  the  indelicacy  of  repeating  'em  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Why,  I  fee  notliing  but  a  fool's  head  and 
a  fool's  coat,  fupported  by  a  pair  of  moll  UHpromifmg 
legs. — Have  you  no  better  proofs  ? 

T.  Cla.  Yes,  I  have,  ray  good  infidel  uncle,  half  a 
hundrecj. 

Sir  Cha.  Out  with  them  then. 

T'.  Cla.  Firll  then — Whenever' I  fee  her,  Ihe  never 
looks  at  me : — That's  a  fign  of  love. — Whenever  I  fpeak 
to  her,  {lie  never  anfvvers  me: — Another  fign  of  love. — 
And  whepever  I  fpeak  to  any  body  elfe,  Ihe  feems''4o 
be  perfeftly  eafy  : — That's  a  certain  fign  of  love. 

Sir  Cha.  The  devil  it  is  ! 

7'.  Cla.  When  I  am  with  her,.fhe'&  always  grave; 
ahd  the  moment  I  get  up  to  leave  her,  then  the  poor 
thing  begins — "Why  will  you  leave  me,  Mr  Clackit? 
*'  can't  you  facrifice  a  few  moments  to  my  bafhfulnefs? 
•**  — Stay,  you  agreeable  runaway,  ilay,  I  fhall  foo« 

,  <*  over- 
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"  ovcrcxjme  the  fears  your  prtfcnce  gives  me." 

Icould  fay  m<iro But  a  man  of  hoiiDur,  uncle- 


S/r  Cha.   What,  and  has  ftic  faid  all  thefc  things  to  ■ 

T.  Cia.  O  yes,  and  ten  times  more — witK  her  eyes. 

iVr  Cha.  With  her  eyes  ! — Eyes  arc  very  equivocal. 
Jack. — However,  if  the  young  lady  has  any  liking  to 
you,  Mr  Heartly  is  too  much  a  man  of  the  woHd,  and 
too  much  my  friend,  to  oppofe  the  match  ;  fo  do  you 
\¥alk  into  the  garden,  and  I  will  open  the  matter  to  him. 

T.  Cla.  Is  there  any  objection  tomyilaying,  uncle? 
The  bufiucfb  will  be  foon  ended. — You  will  propofe 
the  match,  he  will  give  his  confent,  I  (hall  give  mioe, 
Mif«  i»  fcot  for,  and/'  affair  eflfait. 

\^^Kapping  hit  fine er. 

Sir  Cha.  And  fo  you  think  that  a  young  beautiful 
^•^'Irefs,  with  forty  thoufand  pounds,  is  to  be  had  with 

(crap  of  French,  and  a  fnap  of  your  finger.  Pri- 

'  uic  get  away,  and  don't  provoke  me. 

T.  CI  J.  Nay,  but  my  dear  uncle-  ■   ■' 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  but  my  impertinent  nephew,  cither 

tire,  or  I'll  throw  up  the  game.       [^Putting  him  out. 

f.  CI  J.  Well,  well,  I  am  gone,  uncle. — ■ — When 
you  come  to  the  poiut,   I  ihall  be  ready  to  make  my 

pearance. — Do*t  voyage!  \_Exit. 

Sir  Cha.  The  devil's  in  thcfe  yoting  fellows,  I  think. 
-We  fend  'em  abroad  to  cure  thc-r  fhccpiftinefs,  and 
V  ./,♦  :K,.v^  r»roof  the  other  way.— 
[Er.trr  Mr  Heartly.) 
— (r.)tHi-iiiiirvt)\v  to  you,  ncighlxnir. 

Hra.  And  to  you.  Sir  Charles ;  I  am  glad  to  fee 

g  and  healthy. - 

I  can  return  you   the   compliment,    my 

friend  : — Without  flatter}',   you  don't  look  more  than 

thirty-five ;    and  between  ourfelves,    you  are  on  the 

aiig  fide  of  forty — But  mum  for  that. 

Hra.   Eafe  and  tranquillity  keep  me  as  you  fee. 

Sir  Cha.    Why  don't  you  marry,   neighbour  ?   A 
>'v^)d  wife  would  do  well  for  you. 

Hfa.  For  me  ?  You  arc  plcafed  to  be  merry,  Sir 

A   2  ^r* 
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Sir  Cha.  No  faith,  I  am  ferious  ;  and  had  I  a  daugh- 
ter to  recommend  to  you,  you  fhould  fay  me  nay  more 
than  once,  I  affure  you,  neighbour  Heartly,  before  I 
"would  quit  you. 

Hea.  I  am  -much  obliged  to  you. 

Sir  Cha.  But  indeed  you  are  a  little  too  much  of 
the  philofopher,  to  think  of  being  troubled  with  wo- 
men and  th«ir  concerns. 

Hea.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Charles — Tho*  there 
are  many  who  call  themfelves  philofopherS,  that  live 
fmgle,  and  perhaps  are  in  the  right  of  it,  yet  I  cari- 
not  think  that  mamagc  is  at  all  inconfiflcnt  with  true 
philofophy. — '  A  wife  man  will  refolve  to  live  like  the 
«  reft  of  the  world,  with  this  only  difference,  that  he- 
*  is  neither  a  flave  to  paflions  nor  events.' — It  is  not 
becaufe  I  have  a  little  philofophy,  but  becaufe  I  am  on 
the  wrong  fide  of  forty,  Sir  Charles,  that  I  defue  to 
be  excufed.     (fmiling. ) 

Sir  Cha.  As  you  pleafe,  Sir; — and  now  to  my  bufi- 
nefs. — You  have  no  objeAion,  I  fuppofe,  to  tie  up 
your  ward,  Mifs  Harriet,  though  you  have  flipped  the 
collar  yourfelf — Ha  !   ha  !   ha  ! 

Hea.  Quite  the  contrary.  Sir ;  I  have  taken  her 
.feme  time  from  the  boarding  fchool,  and  brought  her 
home,  in  order  to  difpofe  of  her  worthily,  with  her 
own  inclination. 

Sir  Cha.  Her  father,  I  have  heard  you  fay,  recom- 
mended that  particular  care  ta  you,  when  fhe  had 
reached  a  certain  age. 

Hea.  He  did  fo — and  I  am  the  more  defirous  to 
obey  him  fcrupuloufly  in  this  circumilance,  as  (he  will' 
be  a  moft  valuable  acquifition  to  the  perfon  who  fhaU 
gain  her — -for,  not  to  mention  her  fortune,  which  is 
the  leaft  confideration,  her  fentiments  are  worthy  her 
birth ;  fhe  is  gentle,  modeft,  and  obliging. — In  a 
word,  my  friend,  I  never  faw  youth  more  amiable  or 
difcreet — but  perhaps  I  am  a  little  partial  to  her. 

Sir  Cha.  No,  no,  (he  is  a  delicious  creature,  eveiy 
body  fays  fo.— But  I  believe,  neighbour,  fomething 
has  happened  that  you  little  think  of. 

Hea.  What,  pray,  Sir  Charles  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Cha.  My  ntpht-w,  Mr  Hcartly-     — 
Ei.fer  Young  Clackit. 

1*.  Clii.  Here  I  ain,  at  your  fcnicc,  Sir — My  uncle  • 
■   a  little  unhappy  in  his  manner;  but  I'll  clear  the 
.itter  in  amoment — Mil's  Harriet,  Sir,— your  ward— 

Sir  Chn.  Get  a\*ay,  you  pupp>  ! 

T,  CLi.  Mifs  IlaiTict,  Sir,  your  ward — a  moft  ac- 
-iinplifh'd  young  lady,  to  be  furc 

Sir  Cha.  Thou  art  a  moll  accomplifli'd  coxcomb,  . 
)  be  furc. 

Hea.  Pray,  Sir  Charles,   let  the  yOUng  geutlcman 

.  You'll  excufe  me,  Mr  Heartly- — ^My  uncle 
u>jt,.  Hot  fct  up  for  an  orator — a  little  confiiftd,  or  lo. 
Sir — You  fee  me  what  I  am — But  I  ought  to  aik 
pardon  for  the  young  lady  and  myfelf. — We  are  your.g. 
Sir — 1  niuit  confelg  we  were  wrong  to  conceal  il  from 
')ii — But  my  uncle,  I  fee,  is  plcafcd  to  be  angry, 
•  ad  therefore   1  (hall  fay  no  more  at  prefcnt. 

Sir  Cha.  If  you  don't  leave  the  room  this  moment, 

■.:jd  llay  in  the  garden  till  I  call  you 

i".  67/7.   I   am   forry   I  hav«  difpleafcd  you— I  did 

■t  think  it  was  w<it  a'pr^jpa^  but  you  miiil  have  your 

ly,  uncle — You  command — I  fubmit — Mr  Hcartly, 

jur'».  l_Exil  Young  Clackit. 

Sir  Cha»  Puppy  !  (afidc.)    My  nephew's  a  little  un-, 

lliinking,  Mr  Heartly,  as  you  fee  ;  and  therefore  I  have 

been  a  little  cautious  how  I  have  proceeded  in  this  affair  ; 

Eiit   indeed  he  has   in  a  manner  perfuadcd  me,  that 

\  our  ward  and  he  are  not  ill  together. 

Hea.  Indeed  !  This  is  the  firil  notice  I  have  had  of 
,  and   I   cannot  conceive  why  Mifs  Harriet  fhould 
vinceal  it  from  me  ;  for  I  have  often  aOured  her,  that 
;  would  never  oppofe  her  inclination,  though  I  might 
:ideavour  to  dirt£t  it. 
Sir  Cha.  'Tis  human  nature,  neighbour.-^\Ve  are 
1  afliamed  of  our  firll  pafllon,  that  we  would  willing- 
ly hide  it  from  ourfelves — But  will  you  mention  my 
nephew  to  her  ? 

Hia.  \  muft  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Charles. — The 
saanc  of  the  gcntltTnan   wliom  fhc  chutfc?,   muft  firfl 

^\   3  KK)\\lZ 


S  T  H  E   G  U  A  R  D  I  A  N. 

come  from  herfelf. — My  advice  or  importiniity  fliall 
never  influence  her :  If  guardians  would  be  Itfs  rigo- 
rous, young  people  would  be  more  rtalonabk  ;  and  I 
am  fo  unfafhionable  to  think,  that  happinefs  in  mar- 
riage can't  be  bought  too  dear. — I  am  ftill  on  the  wrong 
fide  of  forty,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  No,  no — You  are  right,  neighbour. — But 
here  fhe  is. — Don't  alarm  her  young  heart  too  much, 
I  beg  of  you. — Upon  my  word,  (he  is  a  fvveet  morftl. 
Enter  Mifs  Harriet  and  Lucy. 

Mifs  Har.  He  is  with  company- — I'll  fpeak  to  him 
another  time.  {Retiring. 

Luc.  Young,  handfome,  and  afraid  of  being  ieen  ! 

You  are  very  particular,  Mifa. 

Hea.  Mifs  Harriet,  you  muft  not  go. — {Harriet  re- 
turns.) Sir  Charles,  give  me  leave  to  introduce  you  to 
this  young  lady. — {ititroduccs  i}er.)  You  know,  I  fup- 
pofe,  the  reafon  of  this  gentleman's  viiit  to  me  ? 

['71?  Harriet. 

Mifs  Har.  Sir!    {onfujed.) 

Hea.  You  may  truft  me,  my  dear,  (fiiiiling.) — Don't, 
be  diflurb'd,  I  fhall  not  reproach  you  with  any  thing 
but  keeping  your  wifhes  a  fecret  from  me  fo  long. 

Mifs  Har.  — Upon  my  word.  Sir. — Lucy  ! 

Luc.  Well,  and  Lucy  !  I'll  lay  my  life  'tis  a  treaty 
of  marriage. — Is  that  fuch  a  dreadful  thing  ?  Oh,  for 
fliame,  Madam  !  Young  ladies  of  faftiion  are  not  fright- 
ened at  fuch  things  now  a-days. 

Hea.  to  Sir  Cha.  We  have  gone  too  far.  Sir  Charles. 
—•We  muft  excufe  her  delicacy,  and  give  her  time  to 
recover : — I  had  better  talk  with  her  alone  ;  we  will 
leave  her  now. — Be  perfuaded  that  no  endeavours  fhall 
be  wanting  on  my  part  to  bring  this  affair  to  a  happy 
and  a  fpeedy  conclulion. 

Sir  Cha.  I  fhall  be  obliged  to  you,  Mr  Heartly. — 
Young  lady,  your  fervant. — What  grace  and  modefty ! 
She  is  a  moft  engaging  creature,  and  I  (hall  be  proud 
to  make  her  one  of  my  family. 

Hea,  You  do  us  honour,  Sir  Charles. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Charles  and  Heartly. 

Luc.  Indeed,  Mifs  Harriet^  you  are  very  particular ; 

van 
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•  f.u  »»a=  ured  of  the  boarding-fchool,  and  yet  feem  to 

ave  no  inclination  to  be  married. — ^\Vhat  can  be  the 

p.eaning  of  all  this  ? — That  fmirking  old  gentleman  is 

oiclc  to  Mr  Clackit ;  and,  my  life  for  it,  he  has  made 

iome  propofaJ^  to  your  guardian* 

Mifs  Har.  Pritliee  don't  plague  TStt  abo«it  Mr  Clackit. 
Luc.  But  why  not,  Mifs  ?  Tlio'  he  is  a  little  fan- 
-illlcul,  loves  to  hear  liiaJl-lf  talk,  and  is  fomewhat 
fjlf-fuliicient ;  you  muft  conlidcr  he  is  young,  has  been 
;'broad,  and  keeps  good  company  : — T!ic  trade  will 
")on  be  at  an  end,  if  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  grow 
uvtT  nice  and  cxceptioui*. 

Miff  Hjr.  But  if  I  can  fisd  one  without  theft  faults, 
I  may  furely  plcafe  myfelf. 

Lu.:.  Without  thcfc  faults  I  and  is  he  young,  Mifs  ? 

AUj'i   Har.    He  is  fenuble,  modeft,  polite,  affable, 

aid  generous;  and  charms  from  the  natural  impulfet 

own  heart,  as  much  as  others-  dilgull  by  thcii 

-fs  airs  and  infolcnt  affeclation, 

Luc.  Upon  my  word  ! — But  why  have  you  kept  this 

fccret  fo  long  ? — Your  guandian  is  kind  to  you  beyond 

)nception. — What  difficulties  can  you  have  to  ovcr- 

i-ome  I 

Mtfi  Har.  Why,  the  difficulty  of  declaring  iny  fen- 

iments. 

Liic.  Leave  that  to  me,  Mifs. — But  your  fpark,  witk 

1  his  accomplillimentd,  muil  have  very  little  penctra- 

on,  not  to  have  difcovcred  his  good  fortune  in  your 

}'CS.  * 

Mifs  Har.   I  take  care  that  my  eyes  don't  tell  too 

ujch  ;  and  he  has  too  much  delicacy  to  interpret  looks 

)  his  advantage.     Bchdts,  1m:  would  certaiidy  difap- 

jve  my  pafhon  ;  and  if  I  (hould  ever  make  the  de- 

idration,  and  meet  with  a  denial,   I  (hould  abfolutely 

.:c  with  fhame. 

Luc.  I'll  infm-e  your  life  for  a  Giver  thimble.— «But 

what  can  polLbly  hinder  your  coining  togi:thcr  ? 

Mifi  Har,  His  exccfs  of  merit. 

Luc.  His  exccfs  of  a  fiddleftick  I — But  come,_  PU 

put  you  in  the  vny : — You  fhall  trult  me  with  the  fe- 

cret  J — I'll  entrufi  it  sp^aio   to  Kr.lf  a  cloze.i  friends  ; 

thty 
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they  Ciall  entrull  it  to  half  a  dozsen  move,  by  whicij, 
means  it  will  travel  half  the  town  over  in  a  week's 
time  :  the  gentleman  will  certainly  hear  of  it ;  and  then 
if  he  is  not  at  your  feet  in  the  f-^tching  of  a  figh,  I'll 
give  up  all  my  perquilites  at  your  weddijig. — What  i&- 
his  n'jme,  Mifs  i' 

Mijs  Har.  I  cannot  tell  you  his  name,-^— Indeed  I 
cannot ;  I  am  afraid  of  being  thought  too  fingular. — 
But  why  flionld  I  be  alhamed  of  my  paffion  :  Is  the- 
impreflion  which  a  virtuous-  character  makes  upon  our 
hearts  fuch  a  weaknefs  tliat  it  may  not  be  excufed  ? 

Luc.  By  my  faith,  Mifs,  I  can't  underlland  yoa: 
You  are  afraid  of  being  thought  fingular, ,  and  you 
really  are  fo ;  —  I  would  fooner  renounce  all  the  paf* 
fions  in  the  univerfe,  than  have  one  in  my  bofom  beat- 
ing and  fluttering  itfelf  to  pieces. — Come,  come,  Mifs, 
open  the  window  and  let  the  poor  devil  out. 
Enter  Heartly. 

Hea.  Leave  us,  L-ucy. 

Luc.  There's  fomething  going  forward — 'tia  very 
hard  I  can't  be  of  the  party.  \_Exit. 

Hea.  She  certainly  thinks,  from  the  charadler  of 
the  young  man,  that  I  Ihall  difapprove  of  her  choice. 

{Ajide, 

Mifs  Har.  What  can  I  poflibly  liiy  to  him?  I  am 
as  much  afhamed  to  make  the  declaration,  as  he  would 
be  to  underftand  it. 

Hea.  Don't  imagine,  my  dear,  that  "I  would  know- 
more  of  your  thoughts  than  you  defire  I  fnould  ;  but 
the  tender  care  which  1  have  ever  fhovv'n,  and  the  fin- 
cere  fiiendftiip  which  I  fliall  always  have  for  you,  give 
me  a  fort  of  right  to  inquire  into  every  thing  that  con- 
G<^rns  you. — Some  friends  have  fpoken  to  me  in  parti- 
cular.— But  that  is  not  all — I  have  lately  found  you 
thoughtful,  abfent,  and  dlllurbed : — Be  plain  with 
me — Has  not  fomebody  been  happy  enough  to  pkafe 
you  ? 

Mifs  Har.     I  cannot  deny  it,  .  Sir  : — Yes-^fome-  ■ 
body  indeed  has  pleafed  me — But  I  muft  intreat  you 
not  to  give  credit  to  any  idle  ftories,  or  inquire  farther 
into  the  particulars  of  my  inclination  ;  for  I  cannot 
polObly  have  refokition  enough  to  fay  more  to  you. 

Hea, 
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H:a.  But  have  you  made  a  choice,  my  dear  ? 

Mtfi  Har.  I  havf,  in  my  own  mind,  Sir ;  and  'tis 
iwipoflible  to  make  a  better — Reafon,  honour,  every 
thing  muft  approve  it^ 

Hea.  And  how  long  have  you  conceived  this  paflion  ? 

Mifi  Har.  Ever  hnce  T  In  tin-  .-Munfrv — to  live 
t^itli  you.  i^'S^^' 

Hea.  I  fee  your  coiifaiicin,  ,ny  ui.w,  ..p.d  will  rc- 
Hcve  you  from  it  immediately — 1  am  informed  0^  the 
whole 

Mifs  Har,  Sir  ! 

Hca.  Don't  be  unenfy;  for  I  can  vith  pUafure  aT- 
fure  you,  that  four  palTion  13  return'd  with  equal  tei;- 
derncfs. 

Mifs  Har,  If  you  are  not  decciv'd — I  cannot  be 
more  happy. 

Hea,  1  think  I  am  not  deceiv'd. — But,  after  the 
declaration  you  have  made,  and  the  afTuranccs  which  I 
have  given  you,  why  will  you  conceal  it  any  longer  ? 
Have  I  not  dcfcrv'd  a  little  more  confidence  from  you  ? 

"hllfs  Har.  You  have  indeed  deferv'd  it,  and  ihould 
certainly  Jvave  it,  were  I  not  well  affur'd  that  you  would 
oppofe  my  inclinations. 

Hea,  I  oppofe  'cm!  Am  I  then  fo  unklnd-io  you,, 
my  dear  ? — Can  \x)u  in  the  lead  doubt  of  my  affection 
for  you  ?  1   promife  you  that   I  Iravo  in  w-illmt 

;!r's. 

Mifi  Har.   Sirr 1.^-,.  :.  ,i,,.^^  T  uui  .nv...>..wi 

U)  expl;»in  myfcll. 

Hca.   I  am  all  attention — ^piak,  mv  dear. 

Mifs  Har.  And  if  I  do,  1  feel  I  fhall  never  be  able 
■  fpeak  to  you  again. 

Hca.  How  can  that  be,  when  I  ftiall  agree  with  you 

ever)'  thing  ? 

yiifi  H:!r.   Indeed  you  won't :- — Pray  let  me  retire 

my  own  chamber — I  am  not  well,  Sir. 

Hca.   I  fee  your  delicacy  is  hurt,  my  dear  :   But  let 

me  intreat  you  once  moix-  to  confide  in  me. Ttll 

mc  his  name,  and  the  next  moment  I  will  go  to  hini 
and  alFure  him  that  my  oonfent  (hall  coivSrm  both  you». 
Itttppinefs.. 

Mi!) 
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Mifs  Har.  You  will  eafily  find  him — And  whan 
you  have,  psay  tell  him  how  impioper  it  is  for  a  young 
woman  to  fpeak  firft  : — Perfuade  him  to  fpare  my. 
blufhes,  and  to  releafe  me  from  fo  terrible  a  fituatiun. 
— I  fliall  leave  him  with  you — And  hope  that  this  de- 
claration will  make  it  impofilble  for  you  to  millake  mc 
any  longer. 

(Harriet  is  going,  but,  upon  feeing  Y.  Clackit, 
remains  upon  the  Jtiige. ) 
Hca.  Are  we  not  alone  ?  What  can  this  mean  ?  (JJide.) 
T.  Ck.   Apropos  faith  !  here  they  are  together. 
Hea.   I  did  not  fee  him ;  but  now  the  riddle's  ex- 
plain'd.     (//Jide\) 

Mifs  Har.  What  can  he   want   now  ?    This  is  th*. 
mofl  fpiteful  interruption.     ( /I fide.) 

T.  Cla.  By  your  leave,  Mr  Heartly. 

(  Croffes  him  to  go  to  Harriet. ) 
— Have  I  canglit  you  at  laff,  my  divine  Harriet? — • 

Well,  Mr  Heartly,  fans  fagon But  what's  the 

matter,   ho ! — Things  look  a  little  gloomy  here  : — 
One  mutters  to  himfelf,  and  gives  me  no  anfwer ;  and 
the  other  turns  the  head,  and  winks  at  me. — How  the- 
devil  am  I  to  interpret  all  this  ? 

A'lifs  Har.   I  wink  at  you.  Sir  !   Did  T,  Sir  ? 

T.Cla.    Yes,    you,    my  angel But   mum Mr- 

Heartly,   for  Heaven's  fake,  what  is  all  this  ?  Speak, 
1  conjure  you,  is  it  life  or  death  with  mc  ? 

Mifs  Har.  What  a  dreadful  fituation  I  am  in  ! 
T.  Cla.  Hope  for  the  bell ; — I'll  bring  matters  aboHt, 
I  warrant  you. 

Hea.  You  have  both  o£  you  great  reafon  to  be  fatif- 
ficd — Nothing  fliall  oppofe  your  liappinefs. 
r.  Cla.   Bravo,  Mr  Heartly  ! 

Hca.  Mifs  Harriet's  will  is  a  law  to  me  ;  and  for  " 
y-ou.    Sir — the  friendfhip  which   I  have  ever  profefs'd 
for  your   uncle   is   too   fincere  not  to  exert  fome  of  it 
upon  this  occafion* 

Mifs  Har.   I  fhall  die  with  confufion  !      {Afule.) 
T.  Cla.   I  am  alive  again. — Dear  Mr  Heartly,  thou 
art  a  moft  adorable  creature !  What  a  happinefs  it  is 
to  have  to  do  with  a  man  of  fenfe,  who  has  no  foolifli 

pre- 
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•prejudices,  and  can  fee  when  a  young  fellow  has  fome- 

thing  tolerable  about  him  ! 

//(•<?.  Sir,  not  to  flatter  you,   I  muft  declare,  that  ft 

-i»  from  a  knowledge  of  your  friends  and  family  that 

1  have  hopes  of  feeing  you  and  this  young  lady  happy. 

I  will  go  dire^ly  to  your  uncle,  and  aflure  him  that 

i.\cry  thing  goes  on  to  our  wifhes.  -       —        (^'^X?') 

Mifs  Har.  Mr  Hcartly— Pray,  Sir ! 

H:a.   Poor   Mifs   Harriet,   1    fee  your  dift-refft,  and 

am   forry  for  it;    but  it  muft  be  got  over,  and  the 

fooncr  the  better. — Mr  Clackit,  my  dear,  will  be  glad 

.of  an  opjwrtunity  to  entertain  you  for  the  little  time 

1  fliall  be  abfcnt  \ — Pour  Mifs  Harriet !      {Smiling,) 

{Exit  Heartly. 

r.  Cla.   AlUz,   dilf^,    Alvijlcur  /— Pll    anfwer   for 

'i;it. — Well,   Ma'am,    1  think  every  thing  fuccccds  to 

uiir  wifhes. — Be  fincere,  my  adorabk* Don't  yo*i 

•  tliink  yourfelf  a  very  happy  young  lady  ? 

Mijs  Hur.    I   (hall   he   mud   particularly  obliged  to 
-u,  tJir,  if  you   would  iiifoiiu  me  what  is  the  mean- 
ly of  all  this. 
T,  Cla.   Inform  you,  Mifs! — ^I'hc  matter,  I  believe, 
is  pretty  clear  : — Our  friends  have    underflanding — 

we    have    afie«£lions ^-and    a    ruarriage    ful'.iu^    ..^ 

courfe. 

Mifi  Har,   Marriage,   ii..  .     i  zay   what   rvianun   u; 

.rticidar  connection  is  there  between  you  and  me.  Sir  : 

T.  Cla.  I   may  be  dccciv'd  faith  ; — but   upon   my 

honour,  I  always  fuppofcd  that  there  was  a  little  fmat- 

-  ling  of  inclination  between  us. 

Mijs  Hur.  And  have  you  fpoke  to  my  guardian  up- 
n  this  fuppofition.  Sir  ? 
T.  Cla.  And  are  you  angry  at  it  ?  I  believe,  not — 
[Sifiiling.)     Come,  come,    1   Ixlieve  not. — 'Tis  deli- 
cate in  you  to  be  upon  tlie  referve. — 

Alifs  Har.   Indeed,  Sir,  this  behaviour  of  jrour's  is 
moft  cxtraordinar)'. 

T.  Cla.    Come,    come,    my  dear,    doiv't  carry  thit 

jeft  too  far,  e  Irofypo^  e  troppo  viia   Cnrijfivia What 

the  devil,  when  every  thing  is  "agreed  npon,  and  uucle* 
Mid  guardians  aud  fuch  folks  have  given  their  confent, 
liy  continue  the  l>ypocrify  ? 

Mifs 
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Mi/s  Har.  They  may  have  confented  for  you  ;  but 
I  am  miftrefs  of  my  affedlions,  and  will  never  difpofe 
of  'em  by  proxy. 

T.  Cla.  Upon  my  foul,  this  is  very  droll : — What  1 
has  not  your  guardian  been  here  tliis  moment,  and 
exprefied  all  imaginable  pleaHire  at  pur  intended  union  f 

Mifs  Har.  He  is  in  an  error,  Sir :  — And  had  I  not 
been  too  much  aftonifhed  at  your  behaviour,  I  had  unr 
deceiv'd  him  long  before  now. 

T.  Cla.  {Hunmiing  a  tune.)  But,  pray,  Mifs,  to 
return  to  bufmefs — What  can  be  your  intention  ija 
raifmg  all  this  confufion  in  the  family,  and  oppofmg 
your  own  inclinations  ? 

Mifi  Har.  Oppofing  my  own  inclinations,  Sir  ? 

T.  Cla.  Ay,  oppofing  your  own  inclinations,  Ma- 
dam.  Do  you  know,   child,  if  you  carry  on  this 

farce  any  longer,  I  fhall  begin  to  be  a  little  angry  ? 

Mifs  Har.  I  would  wiih  it.   Sir; for  be  aflur'd, 

that  I  never  in  my  life  had  the  leaft  thought  about 
you. 

T.  Cla.  Words,  words,  words 

Mifs  Har.  'Tis  moil  fmcerely  and  literally  true, 

T.  Cla.  Come,  come,  I  know  what  I  know- 


Mifs  Har,    Don't   make   yourfelf    ridiculous,    Mr 
Clackit. 

T.  Cla.  Don't  make  yourfelf  miferable,  Mifs  Har- 
riet. 

Mifs  Har.  I  am  only  fo  when  you  perflft  to  tor- 
ment me. 

T.  Cla.  [Smiling.)  And  you  really  believe  that  you 
don't  love  me  ? 

Mifs  Har.  Pofitively  not. 

T.  Cla.  ( Conceitedly. )    And  you  are  very  fure  now, 
that  you  hate  me? 

Mifs  Har.  Oh  !  moft  cordially. 

T.  Cla.  Poor  young  lady !  I  do  pity  you  from  my 
foul. 

Mifs  Har.  Then  why  won't  you  leave  me  ? 

T.  Cla.   **  She  never  told  her  love^ 

'•  Hut  let  concealmenty  like  a  'worm  ;'  th^  budt 

"  Feed  on  her  damajk  cheek.'^ 

Take  warning,  Mifs,  when  you  ®nce  begin  to  pine  in 

thoughtf 
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tJ^oughtt  *tis  all  over  with  you ;  and  be  affured,  fince 
you  are  obftinatcly  bent  to  give  yourftif  airs,  that,  if 
you  once  fufFer  me  to  leave  this  houfe  in  a  pet — Do 
you  mind  mc  ? — Not  all  your  fighlng,  whining,  fits, 
vapours,  and  hyfterics,  fhall  ever  move  mc  to  take  the 
leaft  compaflion  on  xo\i^——Ccutf  qui  coute. 
Enter  Heartly  ard  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  I  am  oveijoy'd  to  hear  it : — TTierc  tliey 
are,  the  pretty  doves  !  That  is  the  age,  neighbour 
Heartly,  for  happinefs  and  pleafure. 

Hea.  I  am  willing,  you  fee,  to  lofe  no  time ;  which 
may  convince  you.  Sir  Charles,  how  proud  I  am  <A 
this  alliance  in  our  families. 

Sir  Cha.  The  thought  of  it  rejoices  cie:— — Gad, 
I  will  fend  for  the  fiddles,  and  take  a  dance  m^-ftlf, 

and  a  fig  for  the  gout  and  rheumatifm. But   hold, 

hold  .  The  lovciTi,  methinks,  are  a  little  out  of  hu- 
mour with  each  other — What  is  the  matter,  Jack  \ 
Not  pouting,  fare,  before  your  time. 

T.  C(a.  A  trifle.  Sir ^thelady  will  tell  you 

{Hum J  a  tune.) 

Hea.  You  feem  to  be  trouljltd,  Harriet  ? — What  catt 
this  mean  ? 

Mifs  Har.  You  ha.^  wv^..  in  in  error.  Sir,  about 
me—— I  did  not  undeceive  you,  becaufe  I  could  not 
imagine  that  the  confequcnccs  could  have  been  fo  fc- 
rious  and  fo  fudden  : — But  I  am  now  forced  to  tell 
you,  that  you  have  mifunderftood  me — That  you  have 
dillrcfled  me. 

Hea.  How,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Cha.  \y\\->X  do  you  fay,  Mifs  ? 

V.  Cla.  M  !.■  is  pleafcd  to  be  out  of  humour, 

but  I  can't  b. ....  ;  for,  upon  my  honour,   I  think 

a  little  coquetry  becomes  her. 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay,  ay— Oh,  ho  !— Is  that  all  ?  Thefe 
little  fqualls  feldom  overfet  the  lover's  boat,  but  drive 
it  the  farter  to  port — Ay,  ay,  ay 

Hca.  Don't  be  uneafy,  my  dear,  that  you  have  ^dc- 
clared  your  paff.on. — Be  confiflent  now,  Idl  you  fliould 
fee  thought  capriciouR. 

T.  Cla.  Talk  to  her  a  little,  Mr  Hcartlv ;  (he  is  a 
Vol.  L  B  fi.-e 


14  THE     GUARDIAN. 

fine  lady,  and  has  many  virtues,  but  fhe  does  not  know 
the  world. 

Sir  Cha.  Come,  come,  you  mufl  be  friends  again,  my 
children. 

Mifs  Har.  I  beg  you  will  let  me  alone,  Sir. 

Hea.  For  heaven's  fake,  Mifs  Harriet,  explain  this 
riddle  to  me. 

Mifs  Har.  I  cannot,  Sir. — I  have  difcovered  the 
weaknefs  of  my  heart — I  have  difcovered  it  to  you, 
Sir. — But  your  unkind  interpretations,  and  reproach- 
ful looks,  convince  me,  that  1  have  already  faid  but 
too  much.  {^Exit.     (Heartly  iniifes.) 

Sir  Cha.  Well  but  hark'ye,  nephew — This  is  going 
a  little  too  far, What  have  you  done  to  her? 

Hea.  I  never  faw  her  fo  much  moved  before  ! 

T.  Cla.   Upon  my  foul,  Gentlemen,  I  am  as  much 

furprifed  at  it  as  you  can  be ; The  little  bronillerie 

between  us  arofe  upon  her  perfiiling  that  there  was 
HO  palhon,  no  peticheintt  between  us. 

Sir  Cha.    I'll  tell   you   what,   Jack There   is  a 

certain  kind  of  impudence  about  you,  that  I  don't  ap- 
prove of;  and  were  I  a  young  girl,  thofe  coxcomical 
airs  of  your's  would  furfeit  me^ 

T.  Cla.  But  as  the  young  ladies  are  not  quite  fo  fqueam- 
iih  as  you,  uncle,  I  fancy  they  will  choofe  me  as  I  am. 
Ha !  ha ! — But  w4iat  can  the  lady  objedl  to  ?  I  have 
offered  to  marry  her  ;  is  not  that  a  proof  fufficient  that 
I  like  her  ?  A  young  fellow  muft  have  fome  affeclion 
that  will  go  fuch  lengths  to  indulge  it.      Ha  !   ha  ! 

Sir  Cha.  Why  really,  friend  Heartly,  I  don't  fee 
how  a  young  man  can  well  do  more,  or  a  lady  dcfire 
more. ^IkVhat  fay  you,  neighbour  ? 

Hea.  Upon  my  word,   I  am  puzzled  about  it. 
My  thoughts  upon  the  matter  are  fo  various,  and  fo 
confufed — Every  thing  I  fee  and  hear  is  fo  contradic- 
tory  is  fo She  certainly  cannot  like  any  body' 

elfe  ? 

T.  Cla.  No,  no,  I'll  anfwer  for  tliat— — 

Hea.  Or  fhe  may  be  fearful  then,  that  your  pafiioii 
for  her  is  not  fiiicere,  or,  like  other  young  men  of  the 
times,  you  may  gi-ow  carekfs  upon  marriage  and  ne- 
gkd  her. 

7\  QU. 
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T".  Cla.  Ha !  Egad  you  have  hit  it ;  nothing  but  a 
little  natural  delicate  fenfibility [Huf/is  a  tun?.) 

Hea.   If  fo,   perhaps  the  violence  of  her  ;  - 

may  proceed  from  the  lukewannncfs  of  your  p- 

T.  Cla.  Je  vciu  detnande  pardon 1  have  fwom  to 

her  a  hundred  and  a  hundred  times,  that  fhe  Ihould  be 
the  happicil  of  her  fex. — But  there  is  nothing  furpri- 
fing  in  all  this;  it  is  the  mifery  of  an  ovcrfond  heart,  to 
be  always  doubtful  of  its  happincfs. 

Hea.  And  if  (he  niarries  tlice,  I  fear  that  (he '11  be 
kept  in  a  ftate  of  doubt  as  long  as  ftjc  lives.  {^Hal/ajide.) 
Enter  Lucy. 

Lttc.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  wliat  is  tlie  matter  amon^ 
you  ?  And  which  of  you  has  affronted  my  millrefs  :  S'  ■ 
is  in  a  molt  prodigious  taking  yonder,  and  (he  vow^  t  > 
return  into  the  country  again  -  I  can  get  nothing 
but  fighs  from  her. 

r.  Cia.  Poor  thing  ! 

Lui:  Poor  thing  !  The  devil  take  this  love,  I  r.;  — 
There's  tnore  rout  about  it  than  'tis  worth. 

1".  Cla.  I  beg  your  pardon  for  that,  Mrs  Abigail. 

Hfa.  I  muft  inquire  further  into  this ;  her  behaviour 

oo  particular  for  me  not  to  be  diilurbedat  it. 

J.uc.  She  delires,  with  the  leave  of  theic  gentlemen, 
that,  when  ihe  has  rccover'd  herfclf,  (he  may  talk  with 
vou  alone,  Sir.     (To  Hearlly). 

Hea.  I  fhall  with  pleafurc  attend  her.      [jE.v//  Lucy. 

r.  Cla.   D  h  in  Bacchus  :  La,  la,  la!  {^'"g^') 

Sir  eta.  I  would  give,  old  as  I  am,  a  leg  or  an  arm 
to  be  bclov'd  by  that  fwcct  creature  as  vou  are. 
Jack  ! 

T.  Cla.  And  throw  yoar  gout  and  rhfumatifm  into 

the  bargain,  uncle  ? Ha,  ha  !   Divin  Bacchus.     La, 

la,   &c.  [Sings.") 

Sir  Cka.  Wliat  the  plague  are  you  quavering  at  ? 
I'hou  hall  no  more  feeling  for  thy  happinelk  than  my 
ilick  here. 

y.  Cla.  I  heg  your  pardon  for  that,  my  dear  uncle. 
(  "fiikes  cut  a  pocket  looking-glajs. ) 

Sir  Cha.  I  wonder  what  the  devil  is  come  to  the 

young  fellows  of  this  age,  neighbour  Heartly  ? — Why, 

a  fine  woman  has  no  effe<ft  upon  *em.— — 1$  there  r.o 
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method  to  make  'em  lefs  fond  of  themfelves,  and  more 
mindful  of  the  ladies  ? 

Hea,  I  know  but  of  one,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cka.  Ay,  what's  tliat  ? 

Hca.  Why  to  break  all  the  looking-glafles  in  the 
kingdom.  [Pohiting  to  Y.  Clackit.) 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay,  they  are  fuch  fops,  fo  taken  up 

with  themfelves  ! Zounds,  when  I  was  young,   and 

IE  love 

T.  Cla.  Yon  were  a  prodigious  fine  fight,  to  be  furc. 

Hea.  Lcok'ye,  Mr  Clackit,  if  Mifs  Harriet's  affeo 
tions  declare  for  you,  fhe  muft  not  be  treated  with  ne- 

gle£l  or  difdain Nor  could   I  bear  it.  Sir. 

Any  man  mull  be  proud  of  her  partiality  to  him  ;  and 
he  mull  be  fafhionably  infenfibie  indeed,  who  wou'd  not 
make  it  his  darling  care  to  defend  from  every  inquietude 
the  moil  delicate  and  tender  of  her  fcx. 

Sir  Cha.  Moil  nobly  and  warmly  faid,  Mr  Heartly. 

Go  to  her,  nephew,   dire£tly. Throw  yourfelf 

at  her  feet,  and  fwear  how.  much  her  beauty  and  virtue 
have  captivated  you,  and  don't  let  her  go  till  you  have 
fet  her  dear  little  heart  at  reft. 

T.  Cla.    I  muft  defire   to  be   excus'd. Wou'd 

you  have  me  fay  the  fame  thing  over  and  over  again  ? — 
i  can't  do  it,  pofitively. It  ismy  turn  to  bepiqud 

BOW. 

Sir  Cha.  Damn  your  conceit,  Jack,  I  can  bear  it  no 
longer. 

Hea.  I  am  very  forry  to  find  that  any  young  lady, 
fo  near  and  dear  to  me,  fiiou'd  beftow  her  heart  where 
there  is  fo  little  profpeft  of  its  being  valued  as  it  ought. 

However,  I  ftiall  not  oppofe  ray  authority  to  her 

inclinations;    and  fo Who  waits  there?   {Enter 

Servant.)  Let  the  young  lady  know  that  I  ftiall  attend 
her  commands  in  the  library.  {^Exit  Servant.)  Will 
you  excufe  me,  Gentlemen  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay — We'll  leave  you  to  yourfelves ; 
and  pray  convince  her,  that  I  and  my  nephew  are  moll 
isncerely  her  very  humble  fei-wmts. 

T.  Cla.  O  yes,  you  may  depend  upon  me. 

Hea.  A  very  flender  dependence  truly.  {^Aftde.)  ^Exit. 

%',  Cla,  We'U  be  with  you  again  to  know  what  your 

ti.'te 
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tete  a  ttte  produces ;  and  in  the  mean  time  I  am  her*s» 

and    your's Adieu.       Come,    uncle,— —Fal, 

lal,  la,  la! 

Sir  Cka.  I  cou'd  knock  him  dow-n  with  pleafurc. 

[^Exetwt  Sir  Charles  and  Y.  Clackit. 


ACT     II. 
Scene,    A  Library. 

Heaktly,  (f peaking  to  a  Servant.) 

TELL  Mils  Harriet,  that  I  am  here. It  (h*- 
\i  indil'pofed,   I  will   wait  upon  her  in  her  own 
room. —                                                          {Exit  Servant*- 

However  myfterious  her  conduft  appears  to  mc,  yel 

ftill  it  is  to  be  dccyphercd This  younjj  gentleman 

has  certainly  touch'd  her — There  are  fome  objcclion* 
to  him,  and  among  fo  many  young  men  of  fafhion  that 
fill  in  her  way  (he  certainly  might  have  made  a  bcttes 
lioice  :  She  has  an  undtrftanding  to  be  fcnlible  of  this; 
and,  if  I  am  not  millakcn,  it  is  a  druggie  between  her 
rcal'on  and  her  pafhon,  that  occafions  all  this  confuiioo* 
— Cut  here  fhe  is. 

Enter  Mifs  Harriet. 

Mijs  Har.  I  hope  you  are  not  angry,  Sir,  that  I  Urft 
you  (o  abruptly,  without  making  any  apology  ? 

Hai^  I  am  angry  that  you  think  an  apology  nccef- 
fary. — The  matter  we  were  upon  was  of  fuch  a  dehcate 
nature,  that  I  was  more  pleafed  with  your  confufioii, 
than  I  (hould  have  been  with  your  excufes.*— You'll  par- 
don me,  my  dear. 

Mifj  Har.    I  have  rcfle^ed,  that  the  perfon  for  whom 

I  have  conceived  a  moll  tender  regiurd,  may,   from  the 

wileft  motives,  doubt   of  my  pafllon  ;  and  therefore  ( 

would  endeavour  to  anfwer  all  his  objc^ions,  and  con»- 

nce  him  how  deferving  he  is  of  my  higheil  elleem. 

Hea.    I  have  not  yet  apprehended  what  kind  of  dif- 

pute  could  arife  between  you  and  Mr  Clackit :— I  would 

advife  you  both  to  come  to  a  reconciliation  as  foon  as 

poflibk."— The  law  of  nature  it  aa  imperious  o;ie,  and' 
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cannot,  like  thofe  of  our  country,  be  €afily  evaded ; 
and  though  reafon  may  fuggeft  fome  difagreeable  reflec- 
tions, yet  when  the  ftroke  is  to  be  given,  we  muft  fub- 
mit  to  it. 

Mifs  Har.  He  ftill  continues  in  his  error,  and  I  can- 
not undeceive  him.         {AJidc.) 

Hea.  Shall  I  take  the  liberty  of  telling  you,  my  dear 

{Taking  her  hand.) — You  tremble,  Harriet  \ What 

is  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Mifs  Har.  Nothing,  Sir. — Pray  go  on. — 

Hea.  1  guefs  whence  proceeds  all  your  uneafinefs. — 
You  fear  that  the  world  will  not  be  fo  readily  convinced 
of  this  young  gentleman's  merit  as  you  are  :  And,  in- 
deed, I  could  wiih  him  more  deferving  of  you ;  but 
your  regard  for  him  gives  him  a  merit  he  otherwife 
would  have  wanted,  and  almofk  makes  me  blind  to  his 
jTailings. 

Mifs  Har.  And  would  you  advife  me,  Sir,  to  make 
choice  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Hea.  I  would  advife  you,  as  I  always  have  done,  to 
Confult  your  own  heart  upon  fuch  an  occafion. 

Mifs  Har.  If  that  is  your  advice,  I  will  moft  reli- 
gioufly  follow  it  ;  and,  for  the  lail  time,  I  am  refolved 
to  difcover  my  real  fentiments  \  but  as  a  confeffion  of 
this  kind  will  not  become  me,  1  have  been  thinking  oi 
fome  innocent  ftratagem  to  fpare  my  blufhes,  and  in 
part  to  relieve  me  from  the  ftiame  of  a  declaration. — 
Might  I  be  permitted  to  write  to  him  ? — 

Hea.  I  think  you  may,  my  dear,  without  the  leaft 
offence  to  your  delicacy :  A  nd  indeed  you  ought  to  ex- 
plain yourfelf ;  yoiu*  late  mifunderftanding  makes  it  ab- 
folutely  neccflary. 

IVlifs  Har.  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  afllfl  me  ? — 
Will  you  write  it  for  me,   Sir  ? 

Hea.  Oh  moft  willingly  ! — And  as^  I  am  made  a  par- 
ty, it  will  remove  all  objeftions. 

Mifs  Har.  1  will  diftate  to  you  in  the  bell  manner  f 
am  able.  ( Sigl^ing. ) 

Hea.  And  here  is  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  obey  your 
commands.  (  Draivs  the  table, ) 

Mifs  Har.  Lord,  how  my  heart  beats !  I  fear  I  cafi- 
!»ot  go  thro'  it.         i^^/'di') 

Hea.. 
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flea.  Now,  my  dear,  I  am  ready. — Don't  be  difturb'c'. 
— He  IS  certainly  a  man  of  family;  and  tho'  he  ha» 
iboie  little  faults,  time  and  your  virtues  ^ill  correct 
them. — Come,  wliat  fliall  I  write  ?  {^Pn:f>arin^^  to  ivriff.) 
Mifi  Har.  Pray  ^ivc  me  a  moment's  thought — 'Tis 
a  terrible  tafk,   Mr  Heartly. 

Hci.1.   I  know  it  is Don't  hurry  yourfclf : — I  (hall 

wait  with  patience. — Come,  Mifs  Harriet. 

Mifs  Har.  (diclating.)  "  //  //  in  vain  for  me  tocvn- 
'•  ceal,  from  one  cf  your  underjianding^  tht  fecrets  ^f  tuy 
"  heart. 

Hea.   The  fecrets  of  my  heart — {^Writing.') 
Mifs  Har.   •*  Tho*  your  humili:^  and  ntodefty  nv'iU  not 
**■  fuffer  you  to  perceive  it.  — 

Hea.  Do  you  think,  i..,  v....:,  that  lie  is  much 
troubled  with  thofc  qualities  ? 

Mtfs  Har.  Pray  indulge  me,  Sir. 
Hfa.   I  beg  your  ])ardo!). — T<jur  huntility  mitd  modtfhf 
nx    '  ~.r you  to  ■  (fi^rifej).      So. 

>r.  **  Avr- .  :/i  ycu,  that  it  is  y^u  that 

I  kve. 

Hea.  Very  well.     {Write,.) 

Mifs  Har.  Ye« :— Yoo  that  I  )!nv;— do  you  under- 
ftand  me  ? 

Hea.  O  !  yes,  yc« — I  underftand  you — that  it  is 
You  that  I  love — This  is  very  plain,  my  dear. 

Mifs  Har.    I  would  have  il  fo. — ♦•  And  tho*  I  am  at- 
•'  ready  bound  i»  gratitude  t»  \cu — 
Hea.   In  gratitude  to  Mr  Clackit  ? 
Mifs  Hart  Pray  write,  Sir. 

Hea.  Well — h:  j^ratituie  to y*u  ;  {ffrites.) — I  mull 
write  what  fhe  would  have  me.     ( j^de. ) 

Mifs  Har.  *•  2>/  my  palion  is  a  tnifi  difsntereficd 
«<  g»i<r.  ■    ■ 

Hea.  Mofi  difnterejied  one.     (IVrites.) 
Mifs  Har.  "  y^rjJ  it  convince  ycu,  that  you  onve  much 
**  more  to  my  affe Dions — 
Hea.   And  then? 

Mifs  Har.   "  /  could  'wifJy  that  I  had  not  experienced—^ 
Hea.  Stay,   Stay:  tad  not  experienced. — {^IVrites.) 
Mils  Har,  ••  T^ur  tender  care  of  me  in  my  infancy  — 


t(y  THE    GUARDIAN. 

ffea.  {Diflurbed.)  What  did  you  fay  ? -Did  I  hear 

right,  or  am  I  in  a  dream  !     ( y4jide. ) 

Mifs  Har.  Why  have  I  declared  myfelf? — He'll  hate 
me  for  my  folly.     [/IJida.) 

Hea.  Harriet ! 

Mifs  Har.  Sir ! 

Hea.  To  whom  do  you  write  this  letter  ? 

Mifs  Har.  To — to — Mr  Clackit — is  it  not  ? 

Hea.  You  muft  not  mention  then  the  care  of  your 
infancy  ;  it  would  be  ridiculous. 

Mifs  Har.  It  would   indeed — I  own  it — It  is  im- 
proper.— 

Hea.  What,  did  it  efcape  you  in  your  confufion  ? 

Mifs  Har.  It  did  indeed. 

H^a,  What  muft  I  put  in  its  place  ? 

Mifs  Har.   Indeed  I  don't  know. — I  have  faid  morff 
than  enough  to  make  myfelf  underftood. 

Hea.  Then   I'll  only  finifh  your  letter  with  the  ufual 
compliment,  and  fend  it  away.. 

Mifs  Har.  Yes — fend  it  away — if  you  think  I  ought 
to  fend  it. 

Hea.  ( Troulled, )  Ought  to  fend  it ! — Who's  there  ? 
"I       ^Entcr  a  Servant).     Carry  this  letter. 

{An  aSiion  efcapes  from  Harriet,  as  if  to  hinder 
the  fending  the  letter*) 
*— Is  it  not  for  Mr  Clackit  ?■ 

Mifs  Har.   {Peevijhly.)  Who  can  it  be  for  ? 

Hea.  (To  the  Servant.)  Here,  take  this  letter  to  Mr 
Clackit.  ( Gives  the  letter. )       Exit  Servant. 

Mifs  Har.  What  a  terrible  fituation  !      {Afide.) 

Hea.  I  am  thunderftruck  !      i^Jfide.) 

Mifs  Har.   I  camiot  fpeak  another  word.     {Ajlde.) 

Hea^  My  prudence  fails  me  !     {AJtde. ) 
■^  Mifs  Har.   He  difapproves  my  pafiion,  and  I  fhall 
die  with  confufion..     (Jjide.). 

Enter  Lucy. 

Luc.  The  converfation  is  over,  and  I  may  appear. 

{AJide) Sir  Charles  is  without,  Sir,  and  is  impatient 

to  know  your   determination. May  he   be   per- 
mitted to  fee  you  ? 

Hea.  {Ajide.)  I  muft  retire  to  conce^  my  weakaefs. 

lExit, 
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Luc>  Upon  my  word  this  is  very  whimfical. — "What 
the  rcuion,  Mifsj  that  your  guinrdian  is  gone  away 
ithout  giving  mc  an  anlwer  ? 

ivlifs  Har.  What  a  contempt  he  mud  have  for  me,  to 
have  in  this  manner  !  \^Exit. 

Luc.    Extremely  well    this,    and  equally  foolifti  on 

)th  fides  ! But  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  it  :— 

io,  ho — I  think  1  have  a  glimmering  at  laft. — Sup- 
ne  the  (hou'd  not  like  youn^  Shatter-brains  after  all ; 
and  indeed  (he  has  never  abfolutely  faid  (he  did ;  who 
knows  but  (he  has  at  lait  opened  her  mind  to  my  good 
mailer,  and  he  finding  her  tatle  (like  that  of  other  girls 
at  her  age)  moft  particularly  ridiculous,  has  not  been 

fo  complaifant  as  he  ufed  to  be. What  a  ihame  it 

is  that  1  don't  know  more  of  this  matter,  a  wench  of 

>'rit  as  I  am,  a  favourite  of  my  miilrtfs,  and  as  in- 

iiilitive  as  I  ought  to  be !   It  is  an  affront  to  my  cha- 

:.i<:ter,    and    I   mult   have   fatisfat^ion    immediately.- — 

GoingJ)   I  will  go  dircAly  to  my  young  miilrefs;  teafe 

.  r  to  death,  till  I  am  at  the  bottom  of  this ;  and  if 

threatening,  foothing,  fcolding,  whifpering,  crying,  and 

lying,  will  not  prevail,   I  will  c'tn  give  her  warning — 

and  go  upon  the  ftage.  \_Exit» 

Enter  Heartly. 

H:a,  Tlic  more   I  refleft  upon  what  has  pafs'd,  the 

more  I  am  convinc'd  tliat  (he  did  net  intend  writing  to 

this  young  fellow. What  am  I  to  think  of  it  then  ? 

Let  a  man  be  ever  io  much  upon  his  guard  againft 

the  approaches  of  vanity,  yet  he  will  find  himfelf  weak 

in  that  quarter. Had  not  my  reafon  made  a  little 

Hand  againft  my  prefumption,  I  might  have  interpreted 

fome  of  Harriet's  words  in  my  ov.n  favour;  but 1 

may  well  blufh,  tho'  alone,    at  my  extravagant  folly  ! 

*  Can  it  be  poffible  that  fo  young  a  creature  fhou'd 

'  even  call  a  thought  of  that  kind  upon  me  ? Upoo 

*  me  !    Prefumptuous  vanity  !' No,    no,— —I  will 

do  her  and  myfelf  the  juftice  to  acknowledge,  that,  for 
a  very  few  flight  appearances,  there  are  a  thoufand  rea- 
fons  that  dcllroy  fo  ridiculous  a  fuppofition. 
Ev.ttr  Sir  Charles. 
Sir  Cha.  Well,   Mr  Heartly,  what  are  we  to  hope 

Hea, 
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Hea.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  am  ftill  in  the  dark ;  we 
puzzle  about,  indeed,  but  we  don't  get  forward. 

Sir  Cha.  What  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 
There  never  fure  were  lovers  fo  difficult  to  bring  toge- 
ther. But  have  you  not  been  a  little  too  rough  with 
the  lady  ?  For  as  I  pafs'd  by  her  but  now,  fhe  feem'd 

a  little  out  of  humour and,   upon   my   faith,    not 

the  lefs  beautiful  for  a  little  pouting. 

Hea.  Upon  my  word.  Sir  Charles,  what  I  can  col- 
\cdi  from  her  behaviour  is,  that  your  nephew  is  not  fo 
much  in  her  good  graces  as  he  made  you  believe. 

Sir  Cha.    'Egad,    like  enough.— But  hold,    holdy 

this  muft  be  look'd  a  little  into: if  it  is  fo,   I 

wou'd  be  glad  to  know,  why,  and  wherefore,   I  have 

been  made  fo  ridiculous. Eh,  Mr  Heartly,  dots 

he  take  me  for  his  fool,  his  beaft,  his  Merry  Andrew  ? 
By  the  Lord  Harry — 

Hea.  In  him  a  little  vanity  is  excufeable. 

iS/>  Cha.  I  am  his  vanity's  humble  fervant  for  that 
tho\— 

Hea.  He  is  of  an  age.  Sir  Charles 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  of  an  age  to  be  very  impertinent ;  but 
I  fhall  deure  him  to  be  lefs  free  with  his  uncle  fot  the 
future,  I  affure  him. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Luc.  I  have  it,  I  have  it.  Gentlemen  !  You  need  not 
puzzle  any  more  about  the  matter. — I  have  got  the  fe- 

cret. 1  know  the  knight-errant  that  has  wounded 

our  diftrefs'd  lady. 

Sir  Cha.  Well,  and  who  ?  And  what,  child  ? 

Luc.  What,  has  not  fhe  told  you.  Sir?  [To  Heartly.) 

Hea.  Not  diredly. 

Luc.  So  much  the  better. — What  pleafure  it  is  to 
difcover  a  fecfet,  and  then  tell  it  to  all  the  world  ! — I 
prefs'd  her  fo  much,  that  fhe  at  lafl  confefs'd. 

Sir  Cha.  Well,  what  ? 

Luc.  That,  in  the  firfl  place,  flie  did  not  like  your 
nephew. 

Sir  Cha.  And  I  told  the  puppy  fo. 

Luc.  That  fhe  had  a  mofl  mortal  antipathy  for  the 
young  men  of  this  age  ;  and  tliat  fhe  had  fettled  her  af- 
iedions  upon  one  of  riper  years,  and  riper  underflanding.. 

Sir 
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Sir  Cha.   Indeed ! 

Luc.  And  that  flic  expcAcd  from  a  lover  in  his  au- 
tumn, more  affcclion,  more  complaifance,  more  con- 
ftancy,  and  more  difcretion  of  courfe. 

Hea.  This  is  very  particular. 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  but  it  is  very  prudent  for  all  that. 

Luc.  In  fhort,  as  flie  had  openly  declared  againil  the 
nephew,  I  took  upon  me  to  fpeak  of  his  uncle. 

Sir  Cha.  Of  me.  Child  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  of  you.  Sir And  (he  did  not  fay  me 

nay but  call  fuch  a  look,  and  fctch'd  fuch  a  figh, 

that  if  ever  I  look'd  and  figh'd  in  my  life,  I  know 

how  it  is  with  her. 

Sir  Cha.  What  the  devil! Why  furcly F.h, 

Lucy  !  You  joke  for  certain. Mr  Heartly  ! Eh  t 

Luc.  Indeed  I  do  not.  Sir. 'Twas  in  vain  for  mc 

to  fay  that  nothing  cou'd  be  fo  ridiculous  as  fuch  a 
choice. — Nay,  Sir,   I  went  a  little  further,  (you'll  ex- 

ciife  me),  and  told  her Good  God,  Madam,  faid  I, 

\shv,  is  he  old  and  gouty,  allhmatic,  rheumatic,  fciatic, 
fpleen-atic. — It  fignilied  nothing,  flie  had  determined.-— 

Sir  Coa.  But  you  need  not  have  told  her  all  that. 

Hifa.  I  am  pcrfuadcd.  Sir  Charles,  that  a  good  heart 
.''lid  a  good  mind  will  prevail  more  wit!>  that  young  lady, 
than  the  more  fafhionable  accomplilhmcnts. 

Sir  Cha.  I'll  tell  you  what,  neighbour,  I  hare  had 
my  days,  and  have  been  well  receiv'd  among  the  ladies, 

I  have But  in  truth,  I  am  rather  in  my  winter  than 

my  autumn  ;    (he  mull  mean  fomtbody  clfe.     Now   I 
think  again — it  can't  be  me. — No,  no,  it  can't  be  me. 

Luc.  But  I  tell  you  it  is,  Sir. — You  are  the  man— 
Her  liars  have  decreed  it ;  and  what  they  decree,  tho* 
ever  fa  ridiculous,  mull  come  to  pafs. 

Sir  Cha.  Say  you  fo  ? Why  then,  Monfitur  ne- 
phew,  I   Ihall  have  a  little  laugh  with  you Ha, 

lia,  ha  !   The  tid-bit  is  not  for  you,    my  nice  Sir 

Your  betters  mull  be  fer\'d  before  you. — But  here  he 

comes Not  a  word  for  ytjur  life. We'll  laugh  at 

bim  moil  triuaiphantly Ha,  ha  !  but  mum,  mum* 

Enter  Y.  Clackit.     {Mtijic  f>luyi  'without.) 

7".  Cla.    That  will  do   moft  divinely  well. — Bra\-o, 

bravo,    Mtflicaia  Vocal  aiid  InHrumcntal ! Suy 

in 
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in  that  chamber,  and  I  will  let  you  know  the  time  for 
your  appearance.   {To  the  mufidans.)     Meeting  by  ac- 
cident with  fome  artifts  of  the  ftring,  and  my  particular 
friends,   I  have  brought  'em  to  celebrate  Mifs  Harriet's 
and  my  approaching  happinefs.     {To  Heartly.) 
Sir  Cha.  Do  you  hear  the  puppy  ?  {To  Lucy.) 
Hea.  It  is  time  to  clear  up  all  miftakes. 
Sir  Cka.  Now  for  it. 

Hea.  Mifs  Harriet,  Sir,  was  not  deftin'd  for  you. 
2".  Cla.  What  do  you  fay.  Sir  ? 

Hea.  That  the  young  lady  has  fix'd  her  afFeftions  up- 
on another. 

T.  Cla.  Upon  another  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  another  : That  is  Englifh,  Sir, 

and  you  may  tranflate  it  into  French,  if  you  like  it  better. 

T.  cla.   Vous  etes  bien  drohy  nion  oncle. Ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay,  fhow  your  teeth,  you  have  nothing 
eKe  for  it — ^JBut  ftie  has  fix'd  her  heart  upon  another, 
I  tell  you. 

T.  Cla.  Very  well,  Sir^  extremely  well. 
Sir  Cha.  And  that  other,  Sir,  is  one  to  whom  you 
owe  great  refpeft. 

T.  Cla.  I  am  his  moil  refpe6lful  humble  fervant. 
Sir  Cha.  You  are  a  fine  youth,  my  fweet  nephew, 
to  tell  me  a  Itory  of  a  cock  and  a  bull,  of  you  and 
the  young  lady,  when  you  have  no  more  rntereit  in  her 
than  the  Czar  of  Mufcovy. 
'     T.  Cla.  (fmiling.)    But  my  dear  uncle,  don't  carry 

this  jell  too  far 1  fhall  begin  to  be  uneafy. 

Sir  Cha.  Ay,  ay,  I  know  your  vanity :  You  think 
now  that  the  women  are  all  for  you  young  fellows. — 

Y.  Cla.  Nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  in  a  thoufand, 
I  believe,  uncle  :   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  Cha,  You'll  make  a  damn'd  foolifli  figure  by  and 
by.  Jack. 

-     2".  Cla.  Whoever  my  precious  rival  is,  he  mufl  pre- 
pare himfelf  for  a  little  humility ;   for  be  he  ever  fo 
mighty,  my  dear  uncle,   I  have  that  in  my  pocket  will 
lower  his  top-fails  for  him.     (Searching  his  pocket.) 
Sir  Cha.  Well,  what's  that  ? 

Y.  Cla.  A  fourteen  pounder  only,  my  good  vmcle— • 
A  letter  from  the  lad  v.     [Takes  it  cut  of  his  tocket.) 

Sir 
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Sir  Cha.  What,  to  you  ? 

T.  Cla.    To  me,   Sir This  moment  receiT'd, 

and  overflowing  with  the  tendereft  fcntimcnts. 

Sir  Cha.  To  you  ? 

T.  Cla.    Moil  undoubtedly. She  reproaches  me 

with  my  exceflive  modcfty. There  can  be  no  miilakc 

Sir  Cha.  What  letter  is  this  he  chatters  about  ? 

(ToHeartly.) 

Hca.  One  written  by  me,  »nd  dilated  by  the  young 
bdy. 

Sir  Cha.  What !  fcnt  by  her  to  him  ? 

Hea.   I  believe  fo. 

Sir  Cha.    Well,    but  then How  the   devil 

Mrs  Lucy ! Eh  ! What  becomes  of  your  line 

ftor>'? 

Lxic.   I  don't  underftand  it. 

Str  Cha.  —Nor  I  ! 

Hea.  {hejitating.)  Nor 1— — 

T.  Cla.  But  1  do, — and  fb  you  will  all  prefently.— 
Well,  my  dear  uncle,  what!  are  you  ailoniflied,  pctrify'd, 
annihilated  i 

Sir  Cha.  With  your  impudence.  Jack  I But  I'U 

fee  it  out. 

Enter  Mifs  Harriet. 

Miff  Har.  Blcfs  me,  Mr  Heartly,  what  is  all  dii« 
mufic  for  in  the  next  room  ? 

f.  Cla.  I  brought  the  gentlemen  of  the  ftring* 
Mademoifelle,  to  convince  you,  that  I  feel,  as  I  ought, 
the  honour  you  have  done  t(ic———(Jlyo^ng  the  letter.y 
But  for  Heaven's  fake,  be  fincere  a  little  with  thefe  good 
folks :  they  tell  me  here  that  I  am  nobody,  and  there  i» 
another  happier  than  myfelf ;  and  for  the  foul  of  me,  I 
don't  know  how  to  believe  them.^Ha,  ha,  ha  '. 

Sir  Cha,  Let  us  hear  Mifs  fpeak. 

Mifs  Har.  It  is  a  moft  terrible  taflc ;  but  I  am  cora- 
pcll'd  to  it,  and  to  hefitate  any  longer  wou'd  be  inju- 
rious to  my  guardian,  his  friend,  this  young  gentleman^ 
and  my  own  charadcr. 

7".  Cla.  Moft  judicious,  upon  my  foul. 

iS/>  Cha.  Hold  your  tongue.  Jack. 

T.  Cla.   I  am  dumb. 

J^liJ'i  Har,     You  have  all  been  in  en   error.— My 

Vol,  I.  C  Miji 
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baflifulnefs  may  have  deceived  you — My  heart  never 
did 

r.  C/a.   Ceft  vrai. 

Mifs  Har.  Therefore,  before  I  declare  my  fentimcnts, 
it  is  proper  that  I  difavow  any  engagement : — But  at 
the  fame  time  mull  confefs — 

r.  Cla.  Ho— ho  !— 

Mifs  Ear.  With  fear  and  {hame  confefs 

T>  eta.   Ccurage^  Madevwifulle  ! 

Mifs  Bar.  That  another,  not  you,  Sir,  has  gain'd  a 
power  over  my  heait. [To  Y.  Clackit.) 

Sir  Cha.  A'lwther,  not  you;  mind  that,  Jack.   Ha!  ha! 

Mifs  Har.  It  is  a  power  indeed  which  he  defpifes.' — 
I  cannot  be  deceived  in  his  conduft. — Modefly  may  tie 
the  tongue  of  our  fcx,  but  filence  in  him  could  proceed 
only  from  contempt. 

Sir  Cha.  How  prettily  flie  reproaches  me ! — But  I'll 
foon  make  it  up  with  her. 

Mifs  Har.  As  to  that  letter.  Sir,  your  error  there  is 
excufeable  ;  and  I  own  myfelf  in  that  particular  a  little 

blameable. But  it  was  not  my  fault  that  it  was  fent 

'  to  you ;  and  the  contents  muft  have  told  you,  that  it 
could  not  pofTibly  be  meant  for  you.      ( To  Y.  Clackit. ) 

Sir  Cha.  Proof  pofitivc,  Jack  : — Say  no  more. — Now 
is  my  time  to  begin. — Hem! — hem! — Sweet  young 
lady  ! — hem  ! — whofe  charms  are  fo  mighty,  fo  far 
tranfcending  every  thing  that  we  read  of  in  hiftory  or 
fable,  how  could  you  pofllbly  think  that  my  filence  pro- 
«eeded  from  contempt  ?  Was  it  natural  or  prudent,  think 
you,  for  a  man  of  fixty-five,  nay,  jull  entering  into  his 
fixty-fixth  year — 

T.  Cla.  0  Mifcricorde !  What,  is  my  uncle  my  rival! 
Nay  then  I  fhall  burll,  by  Jupiter  !— Ha  !  ha  !  ha  I 

Mifs  Har.  Don't  imagine,  Sir,  that  to  me  your  age 
IS  any  fault. 

Sir  Cha.  [Boiving.)  You  are  very  obliging.  Madam. 

Mifs  Har.  Neither  is  it.  Sir,  a  merit  of  that  extraor- 
dinary nature,  that  I  ftiouid  facrifice  to  it  an  inclinatioa 
which  I  have  conceived  for  another. 

Sir  Cha.    How  is  this  ? 

T.  Cla.  Another  !   not  you — mind  that,  uncle. 

JLuc.  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this ! 

r. 


T  H  E    G  U  A  R  D  I  A  N.  37 

T.  Cla.  Proof  pofitive,  uncle — and  very  pofitivc. 

Sir  Cha.  I  have  been  led  into  a  millake,  Madam, 
whicli  I  hope  you  will  excufc  ;  and  I  have  made  myfelf 
vcrj'  ridiculous,  which  I  hope  I  (hall  forget : — And  fo 

Madam,    I   am   your   humble   fervant. This  young 

lady  has  fomething  very  extraordinary  about  her. 

Hfa.  What  I  now  fee,  and  the  remembrance  of  what 
is  palt,  force  me  to  break  filence. 

T.  Cla.  Ay,  now  for  it. — Hear  him — hear  him. — 

Hea.  O  my  Harriet ! — I  too  muft  be  dllgraced  In  my 
turn. — Can  you  think  that  I  have  fcen  and  convers'd 
with  you  unmov'd  ? — Indeed  I  have  not. — The  more  I 
was  fenfible  of  your  merit,  the  ftronger  were  my  motives 
to  (llile  the  ambition  of  my  heart. — But  now  1  can  no 
longer  refill  the  violence  of  my  paflion,  which  cafta  me 
at  your  feet,  the  moft  unworthy  indeed  of  all  your  ad- 
mirers, but  of  all  the  mofl  affcdionate. 

T.  Cla.  So,  fo,  the  moon  has  changed,  and  the  grown 
gentlemen  begin  to  be  friflty. 

Luc.  What,  my  mailer  in  love  too  !— ITl  never  truft 
ihefc  tye-wigs  again,      (yf^.l^.) 

Mifs  Har.  I  have  refufed  my  hand  to  Sir  Charles  and 
this  young  gentleman  :  The  one  accufes  me  of  caprice» 
the  other  of  fingularity. — Should  I  refufc  my  hand  a 
third  time  (fviiling).,  I  might  draw  upon  myfelf  a  more 
fevere  reproach  ; — and  therefore  I  accept  your  favour. 
Sir,  and  will  endeavour  to  dcferve  It. 

Hea.  And  thus  I  feal  my  acknowledgments,  and  from 
henceforth  devote  my  every  thought,  and  all  my  fervices, 
to  the  author  of  my  liappinefs.     {^Ki^cs  her  har, J.) 

*  Luc.    Since    matters  arc  fo  well  fettled,    give  me 

*  leave.  Sir,  to  congratulate  you  on  your  fuccefs, . 

*  and  my  young  lady  on  her  judgement. — You  have  my 

*  tafte  exadlly,  Mifs ;  ripe  fruit  for  my  money :  whea 

*  it  Is  too  green,  it  fets  one's  teeth  on  edge  j  and  whea 

*  too  mellow.  It  has  no  flavour  at  all.* 

^/>  Cha.   *  Hold   your  tongue,    you  baggage,    (TV 

*  Lucy.)' — ^Well,  my  dear  difcreet  nephew,  are  you  fa- 
tlsfied  with  the  fool's  part  you  have  given  me,  and  play'd 
yourfelf,  in  the  farce  ? 

T.  Cla.  What  would  you  have  me  fay.  Sir  ?  I  am  too 

much  a  philofopher  to  fret  myfelf  becaufc  the   wind 

C  2  which 
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which  was  eaft  this  morning  is  now  weft. — The  poor 
girl  in  pique  has  kill'd  herfelf,  to  be  reveng'd  on  m€  ; 
but  hark'ye,  Sir,  I  believe  Heartly  will  be  curfed  mad 
to  liave  me  live  in  his  neighbourhood. — A  word  to  the 
wifcp— 

Sir  Cha.  Thou  haft  a  moft  incorrigible  vanity,  Jack, 
and  nothing  can  cure  thee. — Mr  Heartly,  I  have  fenfe 
enough,  and  friendfhip  enough,  not  to  be  uneafy  at  your 
happinefs. 

Hea.  I  hope,  Sir  Charles,  that  we  ftiall  ftill  continue 
to  live  as  neighbours  and  friends.  For  you,  my  Har- 
riet, words  cannot  exprefs  my  wonder  or  my  joy ;  my 
future  condud:  muft  tell  you  what  a  fenfe  I  have  of  my 
happinefs,  and  how  much  I  ftiall  endeavour  to  deferve  it. 

For  ev'ry  charm  that  ever  yet  blefs'd  youth, 
Accept  compliance,  tendernefs,  and  truth  ; 
My  friendly  care  (hall  change  to  grateful  love> 
And  the  fond  huftjand  ftill  the  Guardian  prove. 
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IN    TWO    ACTS. 
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I>RAMATis  Persons. 


'Mr  Yates. 


WiiigaU,   a  pa(Ti'>nate  oldl 

man,     particuladf   fond 

of  moncyand  tigures,  and 

involuntarily   uiicaly    a- 

boiK  his  fon, 
Dhk,  his  ton,  bound  to  an 

apothecary,  and  fund  of 

g>ing  on  the  '^igs. 
Gargle,  au  apothecary,  Mr  Burton. 

Charlctif,  daugJucr  to  Gargle, Mils  Minors. 
SinuM,  fcrvaoc  to  Gargle,       Mr  H.  Vaughan 
Sntchman,  Mr  Bbkis. 

Irijbmaay  Mr  JctTerton. 

L'juhftle,  a  bailtfT,  Mr  Vaugtian. 

Sfsut'tng-Cluh,  IVaUbmtn,  &c 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr   G  A  R  R  I  C  K, 
And  fpoken  by  Mr  Wooowa&d. 

PROLOGUE  S  precede  the  fiKe—in  mournful  verfe; 
As  undertakers walk  before  rhe  hcrfe  ; 

Whofe  doleful  march  m;:y  Itrikc  the  hardenM  mind,  , 

And  wake  its  fcelinjjs for  the  dead        .bthinj. 

To  night  no  Imu^gled  t'cenes  from  France  we  ihow, 

M  is  Engiiil) Ei^lilh,  Sirs! from  top  to  xoc. 

Tho'  costfe  the  colours,  and  ihe  hand  unfltili'd. 
From  real  life  our  little  cloth  is  fili'd. 
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The  hero  is  a  youth, — hy  fate  defign'd 

For  culling  Jimples  ; — but  who(e  ftage- (truck  mind, 

J^or  fate  could  rule,  nor  his  indentures  bind. 

A  place  there  is  where  fuch  young  Quixotes  meet ; 

'Tis  cali'd  the  SPOUTING-CLVB^—i  glorious  treat ! 

Where  'prentic'd  kii  g< — alarm  the  gaping  ftrcct ! 

There  Brutus  ftarts  and  ftares  by  midnight  taper ; 

Who  all  the  day  enafts a  woollen-draper. 

There  Hamlet's  ghoft  ftalks  forth  with  doublM  fift, 
Cries  out  with  hollow  voice, — "  Lift,  Lijl,  0  Liji .'" 
And  frightens  Denmark's  prince — a  yoving  tobacconift. 
The  fpirit  too,  clear'd  from  his  deadly  white, 
Rifes         a  halierdafher  to  the  fight ! 

Not  young  attorneys have  this  rage  withftood, 

33ut  change  their  pens  for  truncheons,  iwi^forBLO 
And  (ftrange  reverfe  !) — die  for  their  country's  good. 
To  check  thefe  heroes,  and  their  laurels  crop, 

To  bring  'cm  back  to  rcafon and  their  shop, 

Our  author  wrote. — O  you  Tom,  Dick,  Jack,  Will ! 

Who  hold  the  balance,  or  who  gild  the  pill; 

Who  wield  the  yard,  and  fimp'ring  pay  your  court, 
And  at  each  flourilh  fnip  an  inch  too  rfiort ! 
<^it  not  your  fhops;  there  thrift  and  profit  call, 
Whilfl  here  young  gentlemen  are  apt  to  fall  I        [Bell  rhigi.1 
But  foft !  the  prompter  calls ! — brief  let  me  be- 
Here  groans  you'll  hear,  and  flying  apples  fee, 
Be  damn'd,  perhaps. — Farewell  .'——Remember  me. 


od;   i 


ACT      I. 

ScEKE  I.     £f2ler  WiNGATE  and  Simon. 

WiNGATE. 

NAY  nay,  but  I  tell  you  I  am  convinced — I  know 
it  is  fo — And  fo,  friend,  don't  you  think  to  trifle 
•with  me: — I  know  you're  in  the  plot,  you  fcoundrel; 
and  if  you  don't  difcover  all,   I'll — 

Sim.  Dear  heart,  Sir,  you  won't  give  a  body  time. 

ff^i/i.  Zookers !  a  Avhole  month  miffing,  and  no  ac- 
count of  him  far  or  near — ^Wounds  !  'tis  unaccountable 
Look  ye,  frisnd don't  you  pretend 

Sh».  Lord,  Sir, — you're  fo  main  paflionate,  you  won't 
let  a  body  fpeak. 

/r//;.  Speak  out  then,~and  don't  Hand  muttering, 
r  •  — *  What 
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*  What  a  lubberly  fellow  you  are  !  Ha  !  ha  !*  ■     . 
Why  don't  you  fpeak  out,  you  blockhead  ? 

Sttn.  Lord,  Sir,  to  be  fure  the  gentleman  is  a  fine 
young  gentleman,  and  a  fweet  young  gentleman — but, 
lack-a-day,  Sir, — how  fliould  I  know  any  thing  of  him  i 

tVin.  Sirrah,  I  fay  he  could  not  be  'prentice  to  your 
mailer  fo  long,  and  you  live  fo  long  in  one  houfe  with 
him,  without  knowing  his  haunts  and  all  his  way»— ~ 
And  then,  varlct,  what  brings  you  here  to  my  houfe  fa 
often  ? 

Sim.  My  matter  Gargle  and  I,  Sir,  are  fo  uncafjr 
about  un,  that  I  have  been  running  all  over  the  town 
fince  morning  to  inquire  for  un  ; — and  fo  in  my  way,  I 
thought  I  might  as  well  call  here. — 

li^in.  A  villain,  to  give  his  father  all  this  trouble 
And  fo  you  have  not  heard  any  thing  of  him,  friend  ? 

Sim.  Not  a  word.  Sir,  as  I  hope  for  marcy  ;  tho% 
as  fure  as  you  are  tl»ere,  I  believe  I  can  guefs  what'* 
come  on  un.  As  fure  as  any  thing,  Mafter,  the  gvp- 
fies  have  gotten  hold  on  un  ; — *  and  we  (hall  have  un 

*  come  home  as  thin  as  a  rake, — like  the  young  girl  in 
♦the  city, — with  living  upon   notlnng  but   -••-■hI     r^n^ 

*  water  for  fix-and-twcnty  days.' 

({''in.  The  gypfies  have  got  hold  of  liim,  \t  uiock- 
hcad  ! — Get  out  of  the  room— —Here  you,  Simon 

Sim.   Sir 

fVir;.  Where  are  you  going  ia  fnch  a  h»»rry  ? Let 

me  fee  ;  what  muft  be  done  ? A  .s  numfltull, 

with  his  damned  Cajfandfrs  and  i  and  trum- 

pery ;  with  his  Rjmancesy  and  his  Odyirey  Po^es^  and 

a  parcel  of  rafcals  not  worth  a  groat : wearing  ftone 

buckles,  and  cocking  his  hat : — I  never  wear  fton« 
buckles — never  cock  my  hat — But,  zookers,  I'll  not 
put  myfelf  in  a  paffion. — Simon,  do  you  ftep  back  to 
your  mafter,  my  friend  Gargle,  and  tell  him  1  want  to 
{peak  with  him — Though  1  don't  know  what   I  (hould 

fend  for  him  for a  fly,  flow,  hefitating  blockhead  ! 

he'll  only  plague  me  with  his  phylical  cant  and  hi» 

nonfenfe Why  don't  you  go,  you  booby>  when  I 

bid  you  ? 

Sitn.  Yes,  Sir [-£x//. 

Win,  This  f<;llow  will  be  the  death  of  me  at  lail 
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I  can't  fleep  in  my  bed  fometimes  for  him. An  ab* 

furd  infigniticant  rafcal to   ftand   in  his  own  light  f 

——Death  and  fury,  that  we  can't  get  children,  with- 
out having  a  love  for  'em  ! — I  have  been  turmoiling  for 
the  fellow  all  the  days  of  my  life,  and  now  the  fcoun- 

drel's  run  away Suppofe    I  advertife  the  dog,  and 

promife  a  reward  to  any  one  that  can  give  an  account  of 

him Well,  but, why  fhould  I   throw  away  my 

money  after  him? why,  as  I  don't  fay  what  reward, 

I  may  give  what  I  pleafe  when  they  come Ay,  but 

if  the  villain  fhould  deceive  me,  and  happen  to  be  dead, 

——why  then  he  tricks  me  out  of  two  fhillings my 

money's  flung  into  the  fire Zookoi-s,    I'll  not  put 

myfelf  in  a  paffion let  him  follow  his  nofe 'tis 

nothing  at  all  to  me what  care  I  ? What  do  you 

come  back  for,  friend  ? 

Re-enter  Simon. 

Shf!.  As  I  was  going  out.  Sir,  the  poll  came  to  the 
door,  and  brought  this  letter. 

Win.  Let  me  fee  it The  gypfies  have  got  hold  of 

him  !  ha  !  ha  !  what  a  pretty  fellow  you  are  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
Why  d®n't  you  ftep  where  I  bid  you.  Sirrah  ? — 

Shfi,  Yes,   Sir.  (_£xiL 

Win.  Well,  well, — I'm  refolved,  and  it  fhall  be  fo 
—I'll  advertife  him  to-morrow  morning,  and  promife, 
if  he  comes  home,  all  {hall  be  forgiven  ? — And  when  the. 
blockhead  comes,  I  may  do  as  I  pleafe — ha  !  ha  !  I  may 
do  as  I  pleafe  ! — Let  me  fee  : — He  had  on — a  filver- 
loop'd  hat ; — I  never  liked  thofe  vile  filvei:  loops  : — A 
filver-loop'd  hat ; — and — and — Slidikins,  what  fignifies 

what  he  had  on  ? I'll  read  my  letter,  and  think  no 

more  about  him. Hey  !  what  a  plague  have  we  here  ? 

\jnutters  tohimfelf.']  Brijiol a what's  all  this? — 

"  EJieemed  Friend^ 

"  Lail  was  20th  ultimo,  fince  none  of  thine  ;  which 
**  wiU  occafion  brevity.  The  reafon  of  my  writing  to 
"  thee  at  prefent,  is  to  inform  thee,  that  thy  fon  camo 
**  to  our  place  with  a  company  of  ftrollers,  who  were 
"  taken  up  by  the  magiftrate,  and  committed  as  vaga- 
**  bonds  to  jalL 

Zookers !  I'm  glad  of  it'-a  villain  of  a  fellow  !  Let. 
kim  lie  there*-* 

M    I 
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.,  I  am  forry  thy  lad  fhould  follow  fuch  profane  cour- 
,  fcs ;  but  out  of  the  elleem  I  bear  unto  thee,  I  have 
,  taken  thy  boy  out  of  confinemeut,  aiul  f«rnt  him  off 

for  your  city  in  the  waggon,  which  left  this  four  days 
"  ago.  He  i»  configned  to  tliy  addrcfs ;  being  tue 
'*  needful  from  thy  friend  and  fervant, 

•*  Ebeeneezor  Broadbriw.** 

Wounds !  what  did  he  take  the  fellow  out  for  ? — a 
fcoundrcl,  rafcal — turn'd  ftage-player  ! — I'll  never  fee 

ihe  villain's  face. — Who  comes  there  ? 

Enter  Simon. 

Sim.  I  met  my  mailer  on  the  way.  Sir ;— our  cares 
are  over: Here  he  is.  Sir. 

JVirj.  Let  him  come  in — and  do  you  go  "  "   *rs, 

jou  blockhead.-—  [^  .on. 

Er.ter  Gargle. 

JVin.  So,  friend  Gargle Here'*  a  fine  piece  of 

work— —Dick's  turned  vagabond.— 

Gar.  He  muft  be  put  under  a  proper  regimen  dl- 
reftly.  Sir — He  arrived  at  my  houfe  within  thefc  teo 
minutes ;  but  in  fuch  a  trim — He's  now  below  (lairs— 
I  judged  it  proper  to  leave  him  there  till  I  had  prepared 
you  for  his  reception.. 

Win.  Death  and  fire !  what  could  put  it  into  the  til- 
Iain's  head  to  turn  buffoon  ? 

Car.  Nothing  fo  eafily  accounted  for  : — Why,  wiien 
he  ought  to  be  reading  the  Difpenfatory,  there  was  he 
conftantly  reading  over  plays,  and  farcts,  and  Skakc 
fpeare.  • 

JVin.  Ay,  that  damn*d  S.haiefi.\.; .  .  1  hear  the  fel- 
low was  nothing  but  a  deer-ftealer  in  Ji^anwickJ)}ire.—» 
Zookers,  if  they  had  hanged  him  out  of  the  way,  he 
would  not  now  be  the  ruin  of  honell  mens  children. — 
But  what  right  had  he  to  read  Shjkefpeare? — I  never 
read  Sbakifpeare! — Wounds !  I  caught  the  rafcal  my- 
fclf  reading  that  nonfenfical  play  of  HambUty  where  the 
prince  is  keeping  company  with  llroUers  and  vagabonds  : 
A  fine  example,  Mr  Gargle  ! 

Gar.  His  diforder  is  of  the  malignant  kind,  and  my 
daughter  has  taken  the  infection  from  him — Blefs  my 
heart ! — (he  was  as  innocent  as  water-gruel  till  he  fpoilt 
fccr :  —  I  found  her  the  other  night  in  the  very  fad. 

mn. 
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Whi.  Zookers  !  you  don't  fay  fo  ! caught  her  in 

the  fad  ?— 

Gar.  Ay,  in  the  very  fa<Sl  of  reading  a  play-book  in 
bed. 

Wit!.  O,  is  that  the  faft  you  mean  ? — Is  that  all  ?— 
tho'  that's  bad  enough. 

Gar.  But  I  have  done  for  my  young  madam  : — I 
have  confined  her  to  her  room,  and  locked  up  all  her 
books. 

IVhi.  Look  ye,  friend  Gargle,  I'll  never  fee  the  vil- 
lain's face : — Let  him  follow  his  nofe,  and  bite  the 
bridle. — 

Gar.  Lenitives,  Mr  Wingate- — lenitives  are  proper- 

efl  at  prefent : His  habit  requires  gentle  alteratives  : 

— but  leave  him  to  my  management ; — about  twenty 
ounces  of  blood,  with  a  cephalic  tinfture, — and  he  may 
do  very  well. 

fVin.  Where  is  the  fcoundrel  ? 

Gar.  Dear  Sir,  moderate  your  anger,  and  don't  ufe 
fuch  harfli  language. 

IViKu  Harfh  language ! — Why,  do  you  th-ink,  man, 
I'd  call  him  a  fcoundrel,  if  I  had  not  a  regard  for  him  ? 
—You  don't  hear  me  call  a  ftranger  a  fcoundrel. 

Gar.  Dear  Sir,  he  may  ftill  do  very  well ;  the  boy 
has  very  good  fentiments. — 

fVin.  Sentiment' a  fig  for  fentiment ;    let  him 

get  money,  and  never  mifs  an  opportunity — I  never 
miffed  an  opportunity  ;  got  up  at  five  in  the  morning, 
— ftruck  a  light — made  my  own  fire — worked  my  fin- 
ger's ends — and  this  vagabond  of  a  fellow  is  going  his 
own  way — ^With  all  my  heart — what  care  I  ? — let  him 
follow  his  nofe — let  him  follow  his  nofe — a  ridiculous — 

Gar.  Ay,  ridiculous  indeed.  Sir — Why,  for  a  long 
time  paft,  he  could  not  converfe  in  the  language  of  com- 
mon fenfe. Afk  him  but  a  trivial  queftion,  and  he'd 

give  fome  cramp  anfwer  out  of  fome  of  his  plays  that 
had  been  running  in  his  head  ;  and  fo  there's  no  under- 
Handing  a  word  he  fays. 

IVh/.  Zookers !  this  comes  of  his  keeping  company 
with  wits,  and  be  damn'd  to  'em  for  wits — ha !  ha  ! — 
Wits !  a  fine  thing  indeed — ha !  ha !  'Tis  the  mofl 
beggarly,  rafcally, — contemptible  thing  on  earth.—      . 

Gar. 
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Gar.  And  then,  Sir,  I  have  found  out  that  he  went 
three  times  a-wetk  to  a  fpouting-clnb. 

li^irt.  A  fpouting-club,  friend  Gargle ! What's  a 

fpouting-club  ? 

Gar.  A  meeting  of  'prentices  and  clerks,  and  giddy 
young  men,  intoxicated  with  plays ;  and  fo  they  meet 
in  pubhc-houfes  to  aA  fpecches  ;  there  they  all  ncglc6t 
bufinefs,  dcfpife  the  advice  of  their  friends,  and  think 
of  nothing  but  to  become  aAors. 

IVtr.  You  don't  fay  fo ! — A  fpouting-club!  wounds, 
I  believe  they  arc  all  mad. 

Gar.  Ay,  mad  indeed.  Sir. — Madnefs  is  occafioned 
in  a  very  extraordinar)-  manner: — the  fpirits  flowing  in 
particular  channels — 

li^in.  'Sdcath,  you're  as  mad  yourfclf  as  any  of 
them.— 

Gar.  And  continuing  to  run  in  the  fame  dufts 

IVi/t.    Duck  J  I    damn  your  ducki.  Who's  below 

I  he  re  ? 

Gar.  The  texture  *of  the  brain  becomes  diforder'd, 
..nd  [Wingatc  'walks  about  uneajiht  and  Giv^c J'oUc^msI 
thus,  by  the  prciTure  on  the  nerves,  the  head  is  difturb- 
cd,  and  fo  your  fon's  malady  is  contrafted.— — 

WtH.  Who's  without  there  ? Don't  plague  me  fo, 

man. 

Gar.  But  I  ftiall  alter  the  morbid  ftate  of  the  juices, 
correal  his  blood,  and  produce  laudable  chyle.— 

Win.  Zookers,  friend  Gargle,  don't  teazc  me  fo — 
Don't  plague  me  with  your  ph)  Ileal  nonfenfe — Who'* 
below  there  ? — Tell  that  fellow  to  come  up. — 

Gar.  Dear  Sir,    be  a  little  cool Inflammatories 

may  be  dangerous.— Do,  pray.  Sir,  moderate  your  paf- 
lions. 

Win.  Prithee  be  quiet,  man I'll  try  what  I  ca« 

do Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dick. 

Dick.  Now,  my  good  father,  what's  the  matter  ?  * 

Win.  So,  friend, — you  have  been  upon  your  travel^ 

have  you  ? You  have  had  your  frolic  ? — Look  ye, 

young  man, — I'll  not  put  myfelf  in  a  paflion  :— But, 
death  and  fire,  you  fcoundrel,— what  right  have  you  to 

plague 

•  HImlet. 
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plague  me  in  this  manner  ? Do  you  think  I  mufl 

fall  in  love  with  your  face,  becaufe  I  am  your  father  ? 

Dick,  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind  *. 

Win.  Ha  !  ha  ! — what  a  pretty  figure  you  cut  now  ? 
—ha  !  ha  ! — Why  don't  you  fpeak,  you  blockhead  ? — 
Have  you  nothing  to  fay  for  yourfelf  ? — 

Dick.  Nothing  to  fay  for  yourfelf? What  an  old 

prig  it  is  ! 

IViti.  Mind  me,  friend — T  have  found  you  out 1 

fee  you'll  never  ccme  to  good. Turn  ftage-player  ! 

Wounds,  you'll  not  have  an  eye  in  your  head  in  a  month 

— ha!  ha! you'll    have    'em   knocked  out   of  the 

fockets  with  withered  apples — ^remember  I  tell  you  fo. 

Dick.  A  critic  too !  [yjhijiles.']  Well  done,  old 
fquare-toes. 

Win.  Look  ye,  young  man — take  notice  of  what  I 
fay  : — I  made  my  own  fortune,  and  I  could  do  the  fame 
again.  Wounds  !  —  if  I  were  placed  at  the  bottom 
of  Chancery-Lane,  with  a   brufii  and  black-ball, — I'd 

make  my  own  fortune  again You  read  Shakefpeare! 

—get  Cocker's  Aritlmietic — yan  may  buy  it  for  a  {bil- 
ling on  any  ftall — ^beft  book  that  ever  was  wrote.     ■ 

D',  k.  Pretty  well  that ; — ingenious,  faith  ! — Egad, 
the  old  fellow  has  a  pretty  notion  of  letters. 

Win.  Can  you  tell  how  much  is  five  eighths  of  three 
Jixteenths  of  a  pound? — Five  eighths  of  three  fixteenths 
of  a  pound — Ay,  ay,  I  fee  you're  a  blockhead. — Look 
ye,  young  man,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  thrive  in  this 
world,  ftudy  figures,  and  make  yourfelf  ufeful — make 
yourfelf  ufeful. — 

Dick  f  How  weary,  ftale,  flat,  and  unprofitable, 
feem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  world  ! — 

Win.  Mind  the  fcoundrel  now. 

Gar.  Do,  Mr  Wingate,  let  me  fpeak  to  him — foftly, 

foftly — I'll  touch  him  gently. Come,  come,  young 

man,  lay  afide  this  fulky  humour,  and  fpeak  as  becomes 
a  fon. 

Dick.  X  O  Jephtha,  judge  of  Ifrael,  what  a  treafure 
hadft  thou  ! 

Win,  What  does  the  fellow  fay  ? 

•  Hamlet.        f  Ditto.  f  Ditt(y» 
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Gar.  He  relents,  Sir  -  Come,  come,  young  man, 
he'll  forgive. — 

Dick.  *  They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. — Gad, 
I'll  hum  'cm,  to  get  rid  of  'em — A  truant  difpofition, 

good  my  lord:  — No,  no,  ftay,  that's  not  right 1 

have  a  better  fpecch. — **  f  It  is  a«  you  fay — when  we 
•»  are  fobcr,  and  reflect  but  ever  fo  little  on  our  follies, 
*•  we  are  afiiamed  and  forry  ;  and  yet  tlie  very  next  mi- 
*'  nutc,  u-e  ni(h  again  into  the  very  fame  abfurdities." 

IViK.  Well  faid,  lad,  well  faid — mind  me,  friend  : 
Commanding  our  own  paflions,  and  artfully  taking  ad- 
vatitagc  of  other  people's,  is  the  furc  road  to  wxalth — 
Death  and  fire  ! — but  I  won't  put  m}'fclf  in  a  paflion  : 

Tis  my  regard  for  you  makes  me  fpcak  ;  and  if  I 

tell  you  you're  a  fcoundrel,  'tis  for  your  good. 

Dick.  Without  doubt.  Sir.  [^Stiffin^  a  hpc^. 

IVin.   If  you  want  any  thing,  you  ihall  hi. 

-Have   you  any   money  in  your  pocket  . 

What  a  ridiculous  numfkuU  you  are  now? — ha  1  ha  I — 
(^ome,  here's  fome  money  for  you. — \_Pulli  out  hii  wj- 
nc)t  and  hob  at  it.'] — I'll  give  it  to  you  another  time  ; 
and  fo  you'll  mind  what  I  fay  to  vou.  a:.i!  make  your- 
fclf  ufcful  for  the  future. 

Dick.  X  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  1  .....  ^  w.nlian  land! 

Win.  Zookers,  you  blockhead,  you'd  better  ftick  to 
your  bufmefs,  than   turn  buf!"  \   get  tnuvcheons 

broke  upon  your  arm  and  be  upon  carpets.— 

Dick,  li  I  Ihall  in  all  my  belt  obey  you.  Sir 

Wit:,  Very    well,    friend very  well   faid— —you 

may  do  very  well  if  you  pleafe  ;  and  fo  I'll  fay  no  more 
to  you,  but  make  yourftlf  ufeful ;  and  fo  now  go  and 
clean  yourfelf,  and  make  ready  to  go  home  to  your  bu- 

finefi And  mind  m.e,  yousig  man, — let  me  fee  no 

more  play-books,  and  let  me  never  find  that  you  wear  a 

lac'd  waiflcoat you  fcoundrel,  what  right  have  yon 

to  wear  a  lac'd  waiftcoat  ? — I  never  wore  a  lac'd  waift- 
(.'.at  —  never  wore  one  till  I  was  forty— ——But  I'll  not  put 
i:.\  fclf  in  a  paflion — go  and  change  your  drefb,  friend. 

Duk.  I  Ihall,  Sir 

Vol.  I.  D  I 

•  ITnmet.         ^  S.tfpkJtaillu&an!  J  ..tl  III, 
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*  I  muft  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind, 

Thus  bad  begins,  but  worfe  remains  behind. 
Cocker's  arithmetic,  Sir  ? 

Win.  Ay,  Cocker's  arithmetic Study  figures,  and 

they'll  carry  you  through  the  world — 

Dick.  Yes,  Sir,  [Jiiflitig  a  laugk.']  Cocker's  arithme- 
tic !  {^Exit. 
Wingate  afid  Gargle. 

Win.  L«t  him  mind  me,  friend  Gargk,  and  I'll  make 
a  man  of  him. 

Gar.  Ay,  Sir,  you  know  the  world — the  young  man 

will  do  very  well 1  wifli  he  were  out  of  his  time  ;  he 

iliall  then  have  my  daughter 

Win.  Yes;  but  I'll  touch  the  cafh— he  flian't  finger 
It  during  my  life. — I  muft  keep  a  tight  hand  over  him — 

[^Goes  to  the  dcor~\ Do  you  hear,  friend — mind  what 

I  fay,  and  go  home  to  your  bufinefs  immediately—— 
Iriend  Gargle,  I'll  make  a  man  of  him. 
Enter  Dick. 

DicL  t  Who  call'd  on  Achmet  ?— Did  not  Barba- 
roiTa  require  me  here  ? 

Win.  What's  the  mattei-  now  ? — Barojfa! — Wounds  ! 

what's  Barojj'u  ? Does  the  fellow  call  me  names  ? 

What  makes  the  blockhead  ftand  in  fuch  confufion  ? 

Dick.  That  BarbarolTa  ihould  fufpedt  my  trufh  !  — 

Win.  The  fellow's  flark  Itaring  mad Get  out  of 

the  room,  you  villain,  get  out  of  the  room. 

Gar.  Come,  come,  youKg  man,  every  thing  is  eafy  ; 

don't  fpoil  all  again '  go  and  change   your  drefs, 

*  and  come  home  io  your  bufiuefs.' — Nay,  nay,   be  ru- 
led by  me —  [Thru/is  him  off. 

Win.  I'm  very  peremptory,  friend  Gargle :  if  he 
vexes  me  once  more,  I'll  have  nothing  to  fay  to  him — 
Well,  but  now  I  think  of  it 1  have  Cocker's  arith- 
metic below  ilairs  in  the  countlng-houfe — I'll  ilep  and 
get  it  for  him,  and  fo  he  ftiall  take  it  home  with  him. 
Friend  Gargle,  your  feryant. 

Gar.  Mr  Wingate,  a  good  evening  to  you — You'll 
fend  him  home  to  his  bulinefs — 

Win.  He  fhall  follow  you  home  direclly.     Five  eighths 
of  three  fixteenths  of  a  pound  !* multiply  the  nume- 
rator 
*  IlanjJef.               f  B,iibarofl». 
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rator  by  the  denominator ;  five  times  fixteen  is  ten  times 

eight,    ten    times    eight   is    eighty,    and     a  -•  a     carry 

one.  [-£:.//. 

Enter  Dick  and  Simon. 

Shu.  Lord  love   ye,  mafter I'm    fo  glad  yoi':: 

' ome  back — Come,  we  had  as  good  e'en  gang  home  to 
;ay  mafter  Gargle's 

Dick.  No,  no,  Simon,  ftay  a  moment this  is  but 

a  fcurvy  coat  I  have  on — and  I  know  my  father  has  al- 
ways fome  jemmy  thing  lock'd  up  in  his  clofet — I  know 
his  ways — He  takes  'cm  in  pawn  ;  for  he'll  n^vtr  n;',ri 
M-ith  a  (hilling  without  fecurity. 

Sim.  Hulh!  he'll  hear  us -^ — ^ -•     ^  >^- 
ming  up  ftairs. 

Dick.   ^^Cioes  to  the  d  or  an.:  //^.-iV.vj    A(\  no. — r<', — 
he's  going  down,  growling  and  grumbling— ay, — favvo 
fo  ?    "Scoundrel,    rafcal — Let    him  bite    the  I 
"  Six  times  twelve  is  fevcnty- two. ".-^AU'sfafe,  i: 
ver  fear  him — Do  you  Hand  here— -I  ihall  difpatch  tini 
buiioefs  in  a  crack. 

Sim.  Bleflings  on  him  !  what  is  he  about  now  ■ 

why,  the  door  is  locked,  mafter.— 

Did.  Ay,  but  I  can  eafjly  force  the  lock — you  (h&W 
fee  me  do  it  as  well  as  any  Sir  John  Brute  of  *cm  all— 
this  right  leg  here  is  the  bell  lockfmith  in  England — fo, 
fo — [^/arcej  the  door^  and  goes  ii:.~\ 

Sim.  He's  at  his  plays  again — Odds  my  heart,  he*! 
a  rare  hand — he'll  go  through  with  it,  I'll  warrant  him 
— Old  Cojcr  mull  not  fmoke  that  I  have  any  conceni — 
I  muft  be  main  cautious — Lord  blefs  his  heart,   he's  to 

teach  me  to  a<ft  Scnib. He  begun  with  me  longago^ 

and  I  got  asfar  as  the  jefuit  before  a  went  out  of  town  : 
**  *  Scrub — Coming,  Sir. — Lord,  Ma'am,   I've  a 
**  whole  packet  full  of  news — fome  fay  one  thing,  and 
♦*  fome  fay  another  ;  but,  fi  •,  Ma'am, —  I  be- 

'♦  licvc  he's  a  Jefuit" — that's  ..faut — «•  /  beliexe 

"  kt'i  a  J'fuit:' 

Re-enter  Dick. 

Dick,  f  I  have  done  the  deed — Didil  thou  not  hear 
a  noife  ? 

Shu.  No,  mafter;  v/c*re  all  fnug.— 

D  2  £>/ cf. 
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Dick.  This  coat  will  do  charmingly — I  have  bilked  the 

eld  fellow  nicely *  In  a  dark  corner  of  his  cabinet, 

I  found  this  paper  ;  what  it  is  the  light  will  fh^w. 

"  I  promife  to  pay" ha  !-— 

'*  I  promife  to  pay  to  Mr  Moneytrap,  or  order,  on  de- 
tnand — '//'/  tis  hand— a  note  of  his — yet  more — -the  fum. 
of  feven  pounds  fourteen  /hillings  and  feven  pence,  value 
received  by  me . 

London,  this  )  5th  June,   1755" 'Tis  wanting  what 

ftiDuld  follow his  name  fhould  follow — but  'tis  torn 

■off — becaufe  the  note  is  paid.  — 

Sim.  O  lud !  dear  Sir,  you'll  fpoil  all — I  wifli  we 
were  well  out  of  the  honfe — Our  btft  way,  mafter,  is 
*o  make  oft  direftly. — 

Dick.  I  will,  I  will ;  but  firft  help   hie  on  with  this 

coat. Simon,  you  (hall  be  my  drfcfrer«- you'll  be  fine 

and  happy  behind  the  fcenes. — 

Sim.  O  iud  !  it  will  be  main  pleafant. — I  have  been 
behind  the  fcenes  in  the  country,  when  I  liv'd  with  the 
man  that  fhow'd  wild  beaftices — 

Dick.  Hark  yf,  Simon, — when  I  am  playing  fome 
deep  tragedy,  and  f  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid 
fpeech,  you  muft  ftand  between  the  fcenes,  and  cry  bit- 
terly,    i  Teacket  him.  ] 

Sim.  Yes,  Sir. 

Dick.  And  when  I'm  playing  comedy,  you  muft  he 
ready  to  laugh  your  guts  out  Xjeachst  hirn]  ;  for  I  (hall 
be  very  pleafant ^Tolderoll     \_Dancss.'^ 

Sim.   Never  doubt  m.e,   Sir. 

Dick.  Very  well :  now  run  down  and  open  the  flreet- 
,door  ;   I'll  follow  you  in  a  crack. 

Sim.  I  am  gone  to  ferve  you,  mailer.— 

Dick.  X  To  ferve  thyfelf for,    look  ye,    Simon, 

when  I  am  manager,  claim  thou  of  me  the  care  o'  the 
wardrobe,  with  all  thofe  moveables,  whereof  the  ^  pro- 
perty-man jiow  ftands  pofTelt. 

Snn.  O  lud  !   this  is  charming — Hufh  !    I  am  gone, 

\Goirig. 
Dick. 

*  Fii/f  the  Mourning  Bn(]e.         |  Hamlet.         |  Rxh.  III. 

§  The  properry-man,  in  the  play  houfc  phrafe,  is  the  perfoa 
who  gives  trunciieons,  d-Jggers,  &c.  to  the  a^rs,  as  occafion  rs- 
»iuires. 
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thck.  Well,  but  hark  yc,  Simon,  come  hither 
*  What  money  have  you  about  you,  Mafter  Matthew  \ 

Sim.  But  a  teller,  Sir. 

Dick,  A  teilcr! That's  {bmetliing  of  the  leaft,. 

Mailer  Matthew — let's  fee  it. 

Sim.  You  have  had  fitteeo  fixpences  now— — 

Dick.  Never  mind  that I'll  pay  you  all  at  mybe^ 

nefit 

Sim.  I  dott't  doubt  that,  Mafter — but  mum.    [£.vx.'. 
Dick,  Jilus. 

f  Thus  far  we  run  before  the  wind. An  apothe- 
cary ! — make  au  apothecaj-y  of  me! %  W^hat,  cramp 

my  genius  over  a  peftle  and  mortar  ;  or  mew  me  up  in 
a  fhop  with  an  alligator  ftuft,  and  a  beggarly  account  of 
empty   boxes ! — to  be  culling  limples,   and   conftantly 

adding  to  the  bills  of  mortslity ! No  !  no  !      It  wilL 

be  much  better  to  1  ip  in  capitals.  The  part  of 

R-.'.'j^y  !y  a  )0U/:7  1^  .   rxho  never  appeared  on  any 

i  ! My  ambition  firv«  at  the  thought    ■ 

L :, — mayn't    1   run  fume  chance  of  failing  in  my 

attempt  ? — hified, — pelted, — laughed  at ; — not  admitted 
into  the  Green-room — That  will  never  do —  ^  Down, 
bufy  devil,  do\\'n,  down— Try  it  again.— Lov'd  by  the 
V"  -Men,  cnvy'd  by  the  men,  applauded  by  the  pit, 
(-..^jj'd  by  the  gallery,  admir'd  by  the  boxes.  •*  Deac 
"  colonel,  is  not  he  a  charming  creature?"  '*  My  lord, 
•*  don't  you  like  him  of  all  things?*'— —"Makes  love 

"  like  an  angel !  ' — "  What  an  eye  he  has  ! fine 

"  legs! ril  certainly  go  to  his   benefit."    ■     ■■ 

Celellial  founds!— And  then  I'll  get  in  with  all  the 
painters,  and  have  myfelf.  put  up  in  ev'ry  print-ftiop— 
in  the  charaftcr  of  Macbeth  !  ♦•  This  is  a  forry  fight." 
[Stands  an  attitude.'\  In  the  character  of  Richard,. 
•♦  Give  me  another  horfe,  bind  up  my  wounds." — This 
will  do  rarely — ■ — And  then  i  have  a  chance  of  getting 

well  married O  glorious  thought ! |j  By  heav'n,. 

I  will  enjoy  it,    though  but  in  fancy But  what's- 

o'clock? — it   muft  be  almotl  nine.     I'll  away  at  once  ; 

this  is  club-night "Egad  I'll  goto  'em  for  a  while 

liie  {pouters  arc  all  met — little  thiuk  they  I'm  in  towni 
D  3  —they'll! 

•   Evfry  man  in  his  hunionr  +  Richard  IW. 

^  Yii(  Romse  aad  Juliet.     \  Yfaicc  Pr^rv'd.     |  Tamctla&ar 
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— they'll  be  furprifed  to  fee  me Off  I  go  ;  and  then 

for  my  affignation  with  my  mafter  Gargle's  daughter — 

*  Poor  Charlotte ! — (he's  lock'd  up  ;  but    I   (hall  find 

*  means  to  fettle  matters  for  her  efcape — She's  a  pretty 

*  theatrical  genius — If  (ke  flies  to  my  arms  like  a  hawk 
«  to  it&  perch,  it  will  be  fo  rare   an  adventure,  and  fo 

*  dramatic  an  incident :' — 

*  Limbs  do  your  office,  and  fupport  me  well; 
Bear  me  to  her,  then  fail  me  if  you  can. 

*  The  Orphan. 


ACT     II. 

S  C  E N  E  I.  Di/covers  the  Spout'mg-cluhy  the  memhers feated^ 
and  roaring  out  Bravo,  lubile  ave  Jlands  at  a  dijiance 
repeating — 

ijl  Member.  /^URS'D  be  your  fenate,  curs'd  youB 

V^   conftitution  ; 
The  curfe  of  growing  faftions  and  divifions. 
Still  vex  your  councils*. ■ 

2d  Mem.  Don't  you  think  his  a£liori  a  little  con- 
lin'd  ? 

ly?  Mem.  Pflia  I  you  blockhead,  doa't  you  know  that 
Fm  in  chains  ? — 

2d  Mem.  Blockhead,  fay  ye  ? — Was  not  I  the  firll 
that  took  companion  on  you,  when  you  lay  like  a  fneak- 
ing  fellow  under  the  counter,  and  fwept  your  mailer's 
fhop  in  a  morning  ?  when  you  read  nothing  but  the 
Toung  Man's  Pocket  Companion^  or  the  True  Clerk'' s  va- 
de  mecum,  did  not  I  put  Chrononhotvnthologos  in  your 
hand  ^ 

ylll.  Bravo  !  bravo  ! 

Prefident.  Come,  gentlemen^,  let  us  have  no  difputes. 
Confider,  gentlemen,  this  is  the  Honourable  Society  of 
Spouters ;     and  fo^    to  put  an  end  to  all  animolities, 
*  read  the  feventh  rule  of  this  fociety. 
*  A  member  reads, 

«  That  bufineis,  or  want  of  money,  {hall  not  be  re- 

•  ceivei 

*  Venice  Prrierv'd. 
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ceived  as  an  excufe  for  non-attendance  ;  nor  the  anger 
of  parents  or  other  relations ;  nor  the  complaints  of 
our  mailers  be  ever  heard ;  by  which  means  this  fo- 
ciely  will  be  able  to  boail  its  own  mimic  heroes,  and 
be  a  nurfery  of  young  attorlings  for  the  ftage,  in  fpite 
of  the  mechanic  genius  of  our  friends." 

*  Pref.  That   is  not  the  rule  I   mean  : — but  come,* 

*  we'll  hll  a  meafure  the  table  round Now  good  di- 

geilion  wait  on  appetite,  and  health  on  both. 

All.  Huzza,  huzza,  huzza! 

«  Pref.  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  have  no  qUaiTcls. 

*  All.  Huzza,  huzza !' 

Scotchman.  Come  now,  I'll  gee  you  a  touch  "f  ^T^"'• 
beth.. 

ijl  Mem.  That  will  be  rare.     Come  let's  iiu>c  u. — 

Scotch.  What  doll  leer  at,  mon  ? — I  have  had  mukle 
applaufe  at  Edinburgh,  when   I   cnaftcd  in  the  R 

ceede, — and  I  now  intend  to  do  Macl)cth 1  ft^ 

degger  yeflerneot,    and   1  thought   I   fhould  ha' , killed 
every  one  that  came  in  my  way. — 

Irijhvian.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  lad»,  and  you'll  fet 
me  give  a  touch  of  Othollo,  my  dca& — [  Takes  the  cork 
mnd  burns  it^  and  Hacks  his  face.'\  The  devil  burn  the 
cork — it  would  not  do  it  fail  enough. 

xft  Mem.  Here,  here,  I'll  lend  you  a  helping  hand. 
IB  lacks  bim.li 

\_Knccling  at  the  door.'} 

zd  Mem,  f  Open  locks,  whoever  knocks. 
E/tter  Dick. 

Dick.  \  How  now,  ye  fccret,  black,  and  midnight 
hags  ! — what  is't  ye  do  ? 

All.  Ha !  the  genius  come  to  towa — Huzza,  huzza ! 
— the  genius — 

Dick.  How  fare  th«  honeft  partners  of  my  heart  ?— 
Jack  Hopelefs,  give  us  your  hand — Guilderilen,  your'i 
•—Ha !  Rofeucrofs — Gentlemen,  I  rejoice  to  fee  ye — 
But  come,  the  news,  the  news  of  the  town!  —  Has  any- 
thing been  damn'd? — Any  new  performers  this  winter  ? 
— How  often  has  Romeo  and  Juliet  been  afted  ? — Comc^ 
my  bucks,  inform  me  \   I  want  news. 

ijl  Mem.  You  (hall  know  all  in  good  time But 

prithcc> 
•  M  cfctth.  t  Diif*.       "      I  Ditto, 
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prithee,  my  dear  boy,  how  was  it  ? You  play'd  at 

Briilol ;  let's  hear. 

2ci  Man.  Ay,  let's  have  it,  dear  Dick. 

Dick.  Look  ye  there  now — *  Let's  have  it,  dear  boy^ 
and  dear  Dick. 

17?  Menu  Nay,  nay,  but  how  was  you  receiv'd  ? — 

Dick.   Romeo  was  my  part 1  touch'd   their  fouls 

for  'em — Every  pale  face  from  the  wells  was  there  ;  and 
fo  on  I  went — But  rot  'em,  never  mind  them — f  What 
bloody  fcene  has  Rofcius  now  to  aft  ? — 

i//  Mem.  Several  things — But,  Genius,  why  did  you. 
come  to  us  fo  late  ? — Why  did  not  you  come  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  night  ? 

Dick.  Why,  1  intended  it :  But  who  fliould  I  meet 
in  my  way  but  friend  Catcall,  a  devilifh  good  critic  ? 
— and  fo  he  and  I  went  together  and  had  our  pipes, 
to  ij:  clofe  the  oriiice  of  the  llomach,  you  know  : — And 
what  do  you  think  I  learned  of  him  ? 

\J}  Mem.   I  can't  fay. 

Dick.  Can  you  tell,  now,  whether  the  emphafis  fliould. 
fee  laid  upon  the  epitaph  ^  or  lYi^fuhJiantive  ? 

\Ji  Mem.  Why,   no. 

Dick.  Ever,  while  you  live,  lay  your  emphafis  upon 
the  epitaph. 

IriJ}).  Arrah,  my  deaj*,  but  what  is  that  fame  epitaph 
now  ? 

Dick,  jl  Arrah,  my  dear  Coufm  Macfhane,  won't  yoa 
put  a  remembrance  upon  me  ? — 

Irijl}.  Ow  !  but  is  it  mocking  you  are  ? — Look  ye,, 
my  dear,  if  you'd  be  taking  me  off, — don't  you  call 
it  taking  off? — by  my  flioul  I'd  be  making  you  take 

yourfelf  off What  ?    if  you're  for  being   obllropo-- 

lous,  I  would  not  matter  you  three  J]<ips  of  a  flea — 

Dick.  Nay,  prithee,  no  offence — I  hope  we  ihalj  be. 
brother-players. 

Irijh.  Ow  !  then  we'd  be  very  good  friends  ;  for  you 
know  two  of  a  trade  can  never  agree,  my  dear. 

Scotch.  Locke  is  certainly  rcet  in  his  chapter  aboot 
innate  ideas;  for  this  mon  is  born  without   any  at  all — 

and' 

*  Surpicious  Hufband.  \  Richard  III.  \  Every  reaa 

io  his  iiumour.  §^By  mnlake  for  f/rVk/,  1|  Strata-;,eEi. 
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and  the  other  mon  yonder,  I  doot,  is  no  greet  hecd- 
piece. 

Dick.  What  do  you  intend  to  appear  in  ? 

Jrijh.  Othollo,  my  dear :  let  me  alone  ;  you'll  fee 
how  I'll  boddcr  'em — Though,  by  my  (houl,  myihtlt 
does  Hot  know  but  I'd  be  frightened  when  every  thing 
is  in  a  hub-bub,  and  nothing  to  be  heard,  but  ••  Throw 
"  him  over"—"  Over  with  him" — "  Off,  off,  off  the 
«'  rtage" — "   Mnfic"— ♦'  Won't    y'  ha'   fomc  oraiige- 

"  chips?" — "  Won't  y' ha'  fomc  nonpareills  :" Ow  ! 

— but  may  be  the  dear  cratursin  the  boxes  will  be  luck- 
ing at  my  legs — Ow  !  to  be  fure — the  devil  buro  the 
luck  they'll  give  'cm. 

Dick.  I  ihall  certainly  laugh  in  the  ftrllow's  face.—  * 

Irijh.  Ow  !  never  mind  it— -let  me  alone,  my  dear — 
May  be  I'd  fee  a  little  round  face  from  Dublin  in  the 
pit,  may  be  1  wou'd  ;  but  then  won't  I  be  the  firft 
gentleman  of  my  name  that  turn'd  ftage-player  ? — My 
coufms  would  rather  fee  me  llarve  like  a  gentleman,  with 
honour  and  reputation — Alvriulf  doLsLt  aiT.in-.'J  when  I 
think  of  it.— 

Scatck.  Stay  till  you  he^.  ...c  ^i.v  «  .j^-vc.;..^;<  ■^i  <.-j- 
cution. 

Dick.  What,  with  that  impediment.  Sir? 

Scotch.  Impeediment  \  what  impecdiment  ?  I  do  not 
leefp— do  i  ? — I  do  no  fqucent — 1  am  well  leem'd,  am 
I  not  ? — 

Irijly.  By  my  /houl,  if  you  go  to  that,  I  am  as  well 
timber'd  myfelf  as  any  of  them,  and  fliall  make  a  figure 
in  genteel  and  top  comedy — 

iicotch.  I'll  give  you  a  fpecimen  of  Mockbccth. — 

IriJh.  Make  hafte,  theji,  and  I'll  begin  Othollo  — 

Scotch.   Is  this  a  dagger  that  1  fee  before  me,  &c. 

IriJh.  [^cJlaring  hiM~\  *  Willain,  be  fare  you  prove 
my  love  a  whore,   ."^c. 

\_Anothi;r  member  coma  /onward  'with  hi j  face  /cw- 
daedj  ar.d  a  pipe  in  his  hand.'\ 

— I  am  thy  father's  fpirit,  Hamlet 

Dick.  Po !  prithee,  you're  not  fat  enough  for  a 
ghoft 

Mem.  I  intend  to  make  my  firft  appearance  in  it  fur 

ali 
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all  that :  only  I'm  puzzled  about  one  thing — I  want  t?» 
know,  when  I  come  on  firft,  whether  I  fhould  make  a 
bow  to  the  audience  ? 

Dick.  JVhyt  if  you  are  the  ghoji  of  a  gentkynan^  make 
a  bow  by  all  means. 

«  Another  Mem.  Now,  gentlemen,  for  the  true  way 

*  of  dying — {_fpreads  a  blatiket~\ — now  for  a  little  phren- 

*  zy — [^Repeats  a  dying  fpeecht  and  rolls  himfelfup  in 
'  the  blanket.']-' 

{JVatch  behind  the  fcenes  ; — Paft  five  o'clock,  cloudy 
morning.] 

Dick.  Hey!  pail  five  o'clock — 'Sdeath,  I  fhall  mifs 
my  appointment  with  Charlotte — *  I  have  ftaid  too 
Tbng,  and  I  ihall  lofe  my  profelyte. — Come,  let  us  ad- 
journ.— 

AIL  Ay,  let  us  fally  forth. — 

Irijh.  With  all  my  heart ;  though  I  ftiould  have  bodp 
der'd  'em  finely  if  they  had  liaid. 

Scotch.  I  Ihould  have  Aeen'd  in  Mockbceth but 

never  meend  it I'll  go  now  to  my  friend  the  book- 
feller,  and  tranflate  Cornelius  Tacitus,  or  Grotius  de 
Jure  Belli And  fo,  gentlemen>  your  fervant. — 

*  All.  Huzza,  hnzza  ! 

Diek.  f  We'll  fcower  the  watch — Confufion  to  mo- 
rality— Damn  the  'watch^  and  I  wi^  the  conftable  were 
married —Huzza,  huzza — 

*  Irifh.  By  my  fhoul,  myfhelf  did  not  care  if  I  had  ^ 
'  wife,  with  a  good   fortune,  to  be  hindering  me  from 

*  going  on — But  no  matter — I  may  meet  with  a  willing 

*  cratur  fonncwhere —  \_Exit  Jinging.* 
All.  Huzza,  huzza  ! —  \_Exeunt. 

Scene,     A  Street. 
Enter  a  Watchman. 
Paft  five  o'clock,  cloudy  morning,     ^lercy  on  u? — 
all  mad  I  believe,  in  this  houfe, —  They're  at  this  trade 

three  nights  in  the  week,   I  think Paft  five  o'clock, 

a  cloudy  morning. 

All.  Huzza  !   {fwithout.] 

Watch.  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  are  they  all  at  ? 

Hurra,  hurra,  n.vithotit.      Enter  the  Spouiers. 
Dick.  X  Angels  and  minifters  of  grace  defend  us } 

I/? 
*  Venice  Preferv'd.  f  Sir  John  Baue.  \  Hamfet. 
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\Ji  Mifti.  *  By  heaven's,  I'll  tear  you  joint  by  joint, 
and  ftrew  thi«  hungr)'  church-yard  with  year  limbs. 
DJci.  t  Avuunt,  and  quit  my  fight — tliy  bf>nc8  arc 

marrowlcfs There's  no  fpcculatiou  in  tliofc  t  vcs,  that 

m  doll  glare  -withal. 

IVatih.  Prithee  don't  diftnrb  the  peace — 

A  Man.  %  IJe  fure  you  write  him  down  an  afs. 

Dick.  §  Be  alive  again,  and   dare   me  to  the  defart 

with  thy  pole take  any  (hape  but  that,  and  my  firm 

nerves  {hall  never  tremble 

IVatcL  Soho!  foho! 
Enter  IVatchtMsn-from  all  parti,  fonti  drutik,  Jbv:e  cong/:- 
ingt  &c. 
2d  Watch,  What's  the  matter  there  ? — 
I/?  Watch.  Here  are  the  diilurbers  of  the  peace 
I  charge  'cm  all — 

Diclt.  \  Unmanncr'd  flave,  advance  your  lialhtrt  high- 
er than  my  hreaft,  or  by  St  Paul  I'll  ftrike  thee  down, 
and  fpurn  tl.        '         ..r,  for  liiis  infolence.— 

{T'hiy  k  is  knocked donun.  Ext:uat  fVatch- 

tuenjiyLiiHg  the  reft. 

Dick,  f  I  have  it ;  it  will  do ; Egad  I'll  make 

.  cfcape  now O  I  am  Fortune's  fool [^Exit, 

Re-enter  Watehvim,   &c. 

Watch.  Cpmc,  bring  'em  along 

\ft  Mem.   •*  Good  ruffians,  hold  a  while — 
zd  Mem.  f  f  I  am  unfortunate,  but  not  afham'd  of 
being  fo. 

Watch.  Come,  come,  bn'n?  'em  along.  \J&xettn*. 

Scene,  Another  Street. 
Enter  Dick,  ivitb  a  iunthorn  and  a  ladder. 
All's  quiet  hear;  the  coail's  clear; — now  for  my  ac'- 
•nure  with  Charlotte — This  ladder  will  do  rare'y  fcr 
the  buiincfs — though  it  would  be  better  if  it  were  a  lad- 
der of  ropes — But  hold  ;  have  not  I  feen  fomething  like 
this  on  the  ftage  ? — yes    I   have,  in  fome  of  the  enter- 
tainments— "—Ay,  '\\  I  remember  an  apothecary,  and 

hereabout  he  dwells This  is  my  mailer  Ganjlc's:— . 

being  dark,  the  beggar's  fliop  is  (hut  — What,  bo!  apo- 
thecary I 

Romeo.  f  Macbeth.  \  Much  ado  about  Nothing;. 

Macbeth.  ||   Richard.  «  RomCD.  "  P'" • 

Oioouvko.  1^  Romeo. 
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thecary! Butfoft, — what  light  breaks  through  yon- 
der window  ? — It  is  the  eaft,  and  Juhet  is  the  fun  j  arlfe, 
fair  fun,  &c. 

Char.  Who's  there  ?  my  Romeo  ? 
Dick.  The  fame,  my  love,  if  it  not  thee  difpleafe. — 
Char.  Hufh  !  not  fo  loud  ;  you'll  waken  my  father — 
Dick.  *  Alas  !  there  is  more  peril  in  thine  eye — 
Char.  Nay,  but  prithee  now — I  tell  you  you'll  fpoil  all 
»— What  made  you  flay  fo  long  ? 

Dick,  t  Chide  not,  my  fair,  but  let  the  god  of  love 
laugh  in  thy  eyes,  and  revel  in  thy  heart — 
■    Chat:  As  1  am  a  living  foul,  you'll  ruin  ev'ry  thing ; 

be  but  quiet,  and  I'll  come  down  to  you [^Goifjg. 

Dick.  No,  no,  not  fo  faft — Charlotte — let  us  ad  the 
jrarden-fcene  firft 


Char.  A  fiddleftick  for  the  garden-fcene— — 

Dick.  Nay,  then  I'll  aft  Ranger — Up  I  go,  neck  or 
nothing. 

Char.  Dear  heart,  you're  enough  to  frighten  a  body 
out  of  one's  wits — Don't  come  up — I  tell  you  there's 
no  occaiion  for  the  ladder — -I  have  fettled  every  thing 
with  Simon,  and  he's  to  let  me  through  the  {hop  when 
he  opens  it. 

Dick.  Well,  but  I  tell  you  I  would  not  give  a  far- 
thing for  it  without  the  ladder  ;  and  fo,  up  1  go. 
Enter  Simon  at  the  door. 

Situ.  Sir,  Sir  j  MadaYn,  Madam 

Dick.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Simon 1  am  afcending 

the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 

Situ.  An't  pleafe  you,    matter,    my  young  miftrefs 

may  come  through  the  (hop 1  am  going  to  fweep  it 

out,  and  fhe  may  efcape  that  way  faft  enow 

Char.  That  v^'ill    do  purely — ^And  fo  do  you  ftay 

where  you  are,  and  prepare  to  receive  me 

\_Exii  from  ahove. 

Dick.  No,  no,  but  that  v.'on't  take — you  (han't  hin- 
der me  from  going  through  my  part — {^ocs  up.']  X  A 
woman,  by  all  that's  lucky — neither  old  nor  crooked — 

In  I  go C^^'f-f  in~\ — and  for  fear  of  the  purfuit  of  the 

family,   I'll  make  fure  of  the  ladder. 


RoiTieo.  +  Fair  Penitent.  i  Sufpicicus  Husband. 
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Shfi.  Hift,  hift,  mailer — leave  that  there,  to  liave  me 

from  being  lufpe<fted 

DicL  With  all  my  ht  :irt,  Simon 

\_Exit  from  aiov^. 
Si»i.  alone.  Lord  love  him,  how  comical  he  is!— — 
It  will  be  fine  for  me,  when  we're  playing  the  fool  to- 
gether, to  call  him  brother  Martin.     **  •  Brother  Mar- 
«♦  tin." 

Enter  Charlotte. 
Char.  O  lud  !   1  am  frighted  out  of  my  wits ;  where 
is  he  ? — 

Sim.  He's  a-coming,  Ma'am — \j:alls  to  hltn\  "  Bro- 
'«  ther  Martin.'* 

Enter  Dick. 
Dick,  f  Cuckold  him,  Ma'am,  bv  .ill  means         I'm 
your  man. 

Char.  Well  now,   I  proteft   and  v>  .  .    i  ,>onder  how 

LJ  can  fcrve  a  body  fo Feel  with  what  a  pit-a-pat 

diciion  my  heart  beats — 

Dick.  \  'Tis  an  alarm  to  love — Quick  fnatch 

thee  to  thy  Romeo's  arms,  &c. 

IVatchman  behind  the  Janes .  Pafl  fix  o'clock,  and  a 
cloudy  morning. 

Char.  Dear  heart,  don't  let  us  ftand  fooling  here— 
As  I  live  and  breathe,  we  ftiall  both  be  taken — Do,  for 
Heaven's  fake,  let  us  make  our  efcape. 

'  Watch.  Pall  fix  o'clock,  a  cloudy  morning' 

'  Char.  It  comes  nearer  and  nearer  ;  let  us  make  off'— 
Dick.  Give  us  your  hand  then— my  pretty  little  ad- 
venturer, I  attend  you. 
^  Yes,  my  dear  Charlotte,  we  will  go  together. 

Together  to  the  theatre  we'll  go,  "^ 

There  to  their  ravilh'd  eyes  our  fliill  we'll  (how,        v 
And  p>oint  new  beauties — to  the  pit  below.  j 

Sim.  Heav'ns  blefs  the  couple  of  'cm But  mum. 

S_Exity  and/huts  the  door  after  kirn*. 
Enter  Bailiff  and  his  FollCiVer. 
Bail.  That's  he  yonder,  as  fure  as  you're  alive 
Ay,  it  is — and  he  has  been  about  feme  mifchief  here. 
Fil.  No,  no,  that  an't  he — ^that  one  wears  a  laced 
Vol.  I.  E  coat 

•  Stratagem.  f  Sufp;.-     ::  '  ■  "^  -  •  -   ';  ' '  ^  ••:' ^•'" 

§  Vid(  Diftiefi'd  Mother. 
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coat—though  I  can't  fay — As  %e  as  a  gnn,  it  is  he — 

Bail.  Ay,  1  fmoked  him  at  once Do  you  run  that 

way,  andft'op  at  the  bottom  of  Catherine-Street ;  I'll  go 

\ip  Drury-Lane  ;  and  between  us  both  it  will  be  odds  if 

^we  mifs  him.  [^Exsunf. 

Enter  Watchman. 

Watch.  Paft  fix  o'clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning-— 
Hey-day !    what's  here  ?   a  ladder  at   Mailer   Gargle's 

window? 1  muft  alarm  the  family Ho!  Matter 

Gargle —  \_Ktiocks  at  the  door.'] 

Gargle  above.  What's  the  matter  ? — How  comes  this 
window  to  be  open  ? — — Ha ! — a  ladder  ! — Who's  be- 
low there  ? 

ijl  Watch.  I  hope  you  an't  robb'd,  Mafter  Gargle  ? 

. As  I  was  going  my  rounds,   1  found  your  window 

open. 

Gar.  I  fear  this  is  fome  of  that  young  dog's  tricks — 
Take  away   the  ladder ;   I  mull  inquire  into  all  this — 

lExit. 
Enter  Simon  like  Scrub. 

Sim.  *  Thieves  !   murder  !  thieves  !   Popery  !         ■■ 

JVaich.  What's  the  matter  with  the  fellow  ! 

Si??/.  Spare  all  I  have,  and  take  my  life — 

Watch.  Any  mifchief  in  the  houfe  ? 

Sim.  They  broke  in  with  fire  and  fword — they'll  be 

liere  this  minute— five  and  forty. This  will  do  char* 

iningly;  my  yoimg  mailer  taught  me  this.  \_Aftdei. 

iji  Watch.  What,  are  there  thieves  in  the  houfe  ? 

Sim.  With  fword  and  piftol,  Sir — five  and  forty. 

Watch.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  me  to  go ; — for,  may* 

iap,  I  may  come  to  ha'  the  worfl  on't 

\_Exit  Watchman. 
Enter  Gargle. 

Gar.  Dear  heart !  dear  heart — fhe's  gone,  fhe's  gone ! 
my  daughter  !  my  daughter! What's  the  fel- 
low in  fuch  a  fright  for  ? 

Sifn.  Dov/n  on  your  knees~down  on  your  marrow- 
bones  (This  will  make  him   think  I  know  nothing 

of  the  matter — Blefs  his  heart  for  teaching  me) • 

Do'vTH  on  your  marrowbones.-— 

Gar. 

•  »7</<?  Strata  Km. 
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Gar.  Get  up,  you  fool,  get  up— —Dear  heart,  I'm 
all  in  a  fermentation. 

Enter  Wingate,  reading  a  ne*a:s -paper, 

"  Wanted,  on   good  fecurity,  five  hundred  pounds, 

"  for  which  lawful  intcreft  will  be  given,  and  a  good 

"  premium   allowed.     Whoever   thia  may  fult,  inquire 

•'  for   S.  T.  at  the  Crown    and    Rolls    in    Chanccry- 

I^ane." .This  may  be   worth  looking  after. — I'll 

;vo  a  good  premium — If  the  fellow's  a  fool.   I'll  fix 

y  eye  on  him Other  people's  foil  ;  eftate 

tije  man  that  knows  how  to  make  hi:..  ul 

>,  friend  Gargle — you're  up  early  I  fe« — nothing  like 
.ng  early — nothing  to  be  got  by  lying  in   bed  like  a 

bberly  fellow What's  the  matter  with  you  ?— -ha, 

i  a  !  you  look  like  a — ha,  ha  ! 

Gar.  O — no  wonder — My  daughter,  my  daughter  ! 
Win.  Your  daughter! — what  fignifies  a  f  •  '  '  '  ^ 
Gar.  Oh  dear  heart,  dear  heart  ! — out  of  \ 

Win.   Fallen  out  of  the  window! Weil,  Ihc  u.-is 

a  woman,  and  'tis  no  matter — !f  flic's  dead,  fhr'''  pro- 
led  for. Here,   I  found  the  book — coi:"  .t 

.  ith  it  laft  night Here  it  is — there's  rr.     .  x 

it  than  in  all  their  Macbcths  and  their  truinpt: 

['.■adi) — ^Cockcr's  Arithmetic Look  ye  hei\.   ...  .-, 

;end  Gargle  ; — fuppofc  you  have  the  fixtecnth  part  of 
Hiip,  and  I  buy  o..     -''-'     ^  -     -     ^    -  "  .         •  •' 

•p  do  I  buy  ? 

G./r.   Oh  dear,  Sir,   'v.i  a  ir-Lkucholy  calc 

Win.  A  melancholy  cafe  indeed,  to  be  fo  ignorant  — 
Vv";;y  il.(  :'.d  not  a  man  know  cverj' thing  ?  One  fifth 
of  (,",c  lixtcenth,  what  part  have  I  of  the  whole?     Lrt 

'.e  fee — I'll  do  it  in  a  (hort  way 

Gar.  Loft  beyond  redemption 

Win.  Zookcrs,  be  quiet,  man,  you  put  me  out 

Seven  times  fevcn  is  forty-nine,  and  fix  times  twelve  is 
vcnty-two, — and — and — and — a — Here,  friend  Gar- 
u',  take  the  book,  and  give  it  that  fcoundrel  of  a  fel- 

.  )W. 

Gar.  Lord,  Sir,  he's  returned  to  his  tricks. 

Win.   Returned  to   liis   tricks! — What  —  broke  loofe 

_jain  ? 

Gi:r.  Av.  and  carried  off  my  daught<r  with  him. 

E  2  Win. 
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JVtN.  Carried   off  your  daughter ! How  did  the 

rafcal  contrive  that  ? 

Gar.  Oh,  dear  Sir — > the  watch   alarmed  us  a 

while  ago,  and  I   round  a  ladder  at  the  window — fo  I 
fuppofe  my  young  madam  made  her  efcape  that  way. — 

Win.  Wounds  !  whiit  bufinefs  had  the  fellow  with 
your  daughter  ? 

Gar.  I  wifh  I  had  never  taken  him  Into  vaj  houfe — 
He  may  debauch  the  poor  girl — 

JVifi.  And  fuppofe  he   does fhe's  a  woman,  an't 

fiie  ? Ha,  ha  !   friend  Gargle,  ha,  ha  ! 

Giir.  Dear  Sir,  how  can  you  talk  thus  to  a  man  di- 
itrafted  ? 

JVifi.   I'll  never  fee  the  "fellow's  iace. 

Sim.   Secrets,  fecrets  !  * 

JVin.  What,  are  you  in  the  fecret,  friend?—— 

&m.  To  be.fure,  there  be  fecrets  in  all  families- ■ 
but,  for  my  part,   I'll  not  fpeak  a  word />/-<?  or  con  till 
there's  a  peace. 

IVifi.  You  won't  fpeak,  firrah! — I'll  make-j^ou  fpeak 
Do  you  know  notjiing  of  this  num!kull? 

Si}/i.  \J\io  1,  Sir? — He  came  home  laft  night  fronj 
your  houfe,  and  went  out  again  directly. — 

/;7;;.   You  fiiw  him  then— ^ 

Sifii.  Yes,  Sir — faw  him  to  be  fare.  Sir — He  made 
'me  open  the  faop-door  £yr  him — he  ftopp'd  on  the 
threfhold,  and  pointed  at  one  of  the  clouds,  and  afl<ed 
me  if  it  was  not  like  an  ouzel  \  ? — 

JViti.  Like  an  ouzel — Wounds  !   what's  an  ouzel  ? 

Gar.  And  the:  young  dog  came  back  in  the  dead  of 
night  to  Heal  away  my  daughter. 

IViK.  I'll  tell  you  what,  friend  Gargle — I'll  think  no 
more  of  the  fellow — let  bira  bite  the  bridle — I'll  go  mind 
my  bufmefs,  ?nd  not  mifs  an  opportunity. 

Gar.  Good  now,  Mr  Wingate,  don't  leave  me  in  this 
affliflion — Confider,  when  the  animal-fpirits  are  pro- 
perly employed,  the  whole  fyftem's  exhilarated,  a  pro- 
per circulation  in  the  fmaller  du6ls  or  capillary  veflels — 

JViv.  Look  ye  there  now — the  fellow's  at  his  ducks 
agains  ha,  ha ! 

Car.  But  when  the  fpirits  are  under  influence — 

IViK, 

*  Vide  Strafagem.  f  Hamltr. 


THE    APPRENTICE.  53 

fV/r.  Ha,  ha  !  what  a  fine  fellow  you  are  now  ? — 
you're  as  mad  with  your  phyiical  nonfenfe,  as  my  fon 
with  his  Shakcj'pc'are  and  Sen  Thovilftn — 

Gar.  Dear  Sir,  let  us  go  in  qtiei'i  of  him — lie  (hall 
be  well  phlebotomized  ;  and  for  the  future  I'll  keep  his 
iblids  and  fluids  in  proper  bahncc — 

/F/>.  Don't  tell  mc  of  your  folids — I  tell  you  he'll 

vcr  be  folid — and  fo   I'll  go  and  mind  my  bufinef* — 

'  a  me  fee,  where  is  this  chap?— — \K(adf'\  Ay,  ?y,  at 

ic  Crown  and  Rolls Good  mor: 

!c-~don't  plague  yourfelf  about   the   : 
aftions,  man  ;  vulgar  fraftions  will  csrry  you  through 
Lie  world  ;  arithmetical  proportion  is  when  the  antece- 
dent and  confcquent — a —  1,C'  ;  ' 
Enter  a   Porter. 
Win.  Who  are  you,  pray  ? — what  do  yoi 
Per.  li  one  Mr  Gargle  here  ? 

Gar.  Yfs Who  wants  him  ?— 

Per.  Here's  a  letter  for  you. 

Gar.  Let  me   fee  it-     O  dear  heart  I—^/Jr^y.]"" 

"  To  MrGatgleat  the  Peftlc  and  Mortar." 

kins,  this  is  a  letter  from  thatunfuriunate  voun/  f.. 
Win.  Let  me  fee  it,  Gargl. 

Gar.  A  rtomcnt's  patient*.,  5^...  »1;  V.  ...u..u,  ..  .- 
this   may   unravel  all — \_ReaJi.'\ — Poor  young  man  ! — 

his  brain  is  certainly  turned 1  can't  make  head  cr 

tail  of  it 

Win.  Ha,  ha  ! — you're  a  pretty  fellow — Give  it  me, 

aan — I'll  make  it  out  for  you *Tis  his  hand,  furc 

enough — [^Reads.'\ 

"  To  Mr  Gargle,  &c. 

**  Moft  potent,  grave  *,  and  reverend  dc^or,  my 
*<  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  mafler :  that  I  have 
^  ta'en  away  your  daughter,  it  is  moll  true  ;  true,  I  wiU 
'*  marry  her: — f 'tis  true 'tis  pity,  and  pity   'tis  'tis 

•*  true." What  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe  is  all 

this  ? — "  :|:  I  have  done  your  (hop  fome  fervice,  and  yoa 
"  know  it ;  no  more  of  that — §  yet  I  could  wifh,  that 

•'  at  this  tin^.e  I  h?dnot  been  this  thiu;r." What  can 

the  fellow  mean  ? — "  For  time  1|  may  have  yet  one  fa- 

r.  3 

•  O'.licllo.  f  Hamljt,  J  Ui  ....J. 

§  M«Airnir.2.D:;Jc,  H.Dillo. 
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*'  ted  hour  to  come,  which,  \wng'd  with  liberty,  may 

**  overtake  occaiion  pall." ^Overtake   occafion  paft  ! 

— Time  and  tide  waits  for  no  man "  *  I  expert  re- 

*<  drefs  from  thy  noble  fon-ows — Thine  and  my  poor 
*'  comitry's  ever.      R.  Wii«gate." 

Mad  as  a  March  hare  !     I   have   done  with  him 
Xct  him  flay  till  the  fhoe  pinches  ;  a  crack-brained  num- 
feull! 

Por.  An't  pleafe  yc.  Sir,  I  fancy  the  gentleman  is 
a  little  befide  himfelf — He  took  hold  mi  me  here  by  the 
collar,  and  called  me  villain  f ,  and  bid  me  prove  his 
wife  a  whore Lord  help  him,  I  neverfee'd  the  gen- 
tleman's fpoufe  in  my  born-days  before. 

Gar.   Is  ihe  with  him  now  ? 

Por.  I  believe  fo There's  a   likely  young  woman 

\v:Ith  him  all  in  tears. — 

Gar.  My  daughter,  to  be  fure — 

Win.  Let  the  fdlow  go  and  be  hang'd Wounds ! 

I  would  not  go  the  length  of  my  arm  to  fave  the  villain 
from  the  gallows.  Where  was  he,  friend,  when  he  gave 
you  this  letter  ? — 

Por.  I  fancy,  Mailer,  the  gentleman's  under  trou- 
bles  1  brought  it  from  a  fpunging-houfe. 

Wif!.   From  a  fpunging-houfe  ! 

Por.  Yes,   Sir,  in  Gray's-Inn  Lane. 

Win.  Let  hisi  lie  there  ;  let  him  lie  there — I  am  glad 
of  it - 


Gar.  D"o,  my  dear  Sir,^  let  us  ftep  to  him— 

Win.  No,  not  I  ;  let  him  flay  there — This  it  is  to 
have  a  genius — Ha,  ha  ! — a  genius  ! — ha,  ha  ! — a  ge- 
nius is  a  fine  thing  indeed  ! — h^,  ha  !  [^Exit. 

Gar.  Poor  man  !  he  has  certainly  a  fever  on  his  Spi- 
rits  Do  you  ftep  in  with  me,  honeft  man,  till  I  flip 

on  my  coat,  and  then  I'll  go  after  this  unfortunate  boj* 

Por.  Yes,   Sir; — 'tis  in  Gray's-Lan  Lane.     \_Exgunf. 

Scene,  A  SpHnging-houfs.    Dkk  and  Bainff  at  a  tablet 
and  Charlottey///i//'_^  in  a  difconfolate  manner  hy  him. 

Bail.  Here's  my  fervice  to  you,  young  gentleman — 

Don't   be  uneafy — the  debt  is  not  much Why  d^ 

vou  look  fo  fad  \ — 

*  Venice  Prcfcrv'J.  I  Othello. 
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Dick.  Becaufe  *  captivity  has  robb'd  mc  of  a  juft 
and  dear  divcrfion. 

Bail.  Never  look  fulky  at  me — I  never  ufe  any  body 

ill Come,  it  has  been  many  a  good   man's  lot 

Here's  my  fcrvice  to  you — But  we've  no  liquor— Come, 
iveil  have  t'other  bowl — 

Dick,  f  I've  now  not  fifty  ducats  in  the  v/orld — yet 
flill  I  am  in  love,  and  pleas'd  with  ruin. — 

Bail.  "What  do  you  lay  ? — You've  fifty  {hillings,  1 
hope. — 

Dick.  X  Now,  thank  heav'n,   I'm  not  worth  a  groat. 

Bail.  Then  there's  no  credit  here,  I  can  tell  you  that 

You  mull  get  bail,  or  go  to  Newgale Who  do 

you  think  is  to  pay  houfe-rent  for  you : — You  fee  your 

friends  won't  come  near  you They've  all  anfwer'd 

in  the  old  cant — **  I've  promifcd  my  wife  never  to  be- 
"  bail  for  any  body ;"  or,  •♦  I've  fworn  not  to  do  it ;" 
— or,  "  I'd  lend  you  the  money  if  I  had  it,  but  dclire 

"  to  be  excufed  from  bailing  any  nian." '1  he  porter 

lujull  now  fent    will  bring  tlie   fame  anfwcr,   1  war- 

iit. Such  poverty-ill utk  devils  as  you  fhau't  Hay 

I  my  houfe — you  fhallgo  to  qucdy  I  can  tell  you  that — 

\^K>iOi.ktng  at  the  . 

Bail.  Coming,  coming,  I  am  coming — I  Ihaii 

you  in  Newgate,   I  promife  you,  before  night Not 

^\orth  a  groat  ! — you're  a  Hnc  fellow  \o  il:iv  in  n  n^.Mi'q 
Loiife — You  fliall  go  to  quoJ. 

Dick,  Come,  clear  up,  Charlotte,  ne>>.i  ii.Miu  .im-, — 
Come,  now — let  us  a6l  the  prifon-fcenc  in  the  Mourn- 
ing Bride — 

Char.  How  can  you  think  of  adling  fpcechcs,  whc» 
'\'re  in  fuch  dillrefs  ? — 

Dick.  Nay,  but  my  tlear  angel — 

Rnter  Wingatc  and  Gargle. 

Gar.  Hufh!  Do,  dear  Si;,  Lt  hs  lilUa  to  him — I 
dare  fay  he  repents — 

Win.  Wounds! — what    c.  ..i!..  ..^   i......   the   fellow 

has  on  ? Zookers  \  the  fcoundrel  has  robbed  mc. — 

Dick.  Come,  now  we'll  pradlif^.  .-.    :     _  ^-^  vy 

many  of 'em  have  you? — 

•■    T.ct  me  fee — one — two— tluce — ar.d.tlicn  in 

the 

•  Mouiaixig  B;ldc  \  Venice  Prcfcn'd.  \  Di:u>, 
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the  fourth  a6l,  and  then O  gemini,  I  have  ten  at 

kail— 

Dick.  That  will  do  fwimmingly — I've  a  round  dozen 

myfelf Come,  now  begin — You  fancy  me  dead,  and 

1  think  the  fame  of  you — Now  mind — 

[They  Jiand  in  attitudes^ 
IVin.  Only  mind  the  villain. — 
Dick.  O  thou  foft  fleeting  form  of  Lindaraira  ! — 
Char.  *  lUufive  fliade  of  my  beloved  lord  ! 
Dick.  \  She  lives  !   fhe  fpeaks !   and  wc  lliall  flill  be 

happy. 

JVifi.  You  lie,  you  villain,  you  fhan't  be  happy. — 

[Knocks  him  doivn. 
Dick,   [on  the  ground.']  %  Perdition  catch  your  arm, 
the  chance  is  thine. — 

Gar.  So,  my  young  madam — I  have  found  you 
again. — 

Dick.  §  Capulet,  forbear  ;  Paris,  let  loofe  your  hold- 
She  is  my  wife — our  hearts  are  twin'd  together. — 

Win.  Sirrah !  villain  !  I'll  break  every  bone  in  your 
body —  [Strikes. 

Dick.  II  Parents  have  flinty  hearts  ;  no  tears  can  move 
'em  :  children  muft  be  wretched — Tear  not  our  heart- 
firings  thus  ;  they  fir  ainy  they  crack  ! — O  what  a  pity  'tis 
there  are  no  fcene-drawers  to  lift  me — 

Win.  A  fcoundrel,  to  rob  your  father  :  you  rafcal, 
I've  a  mind  to  break  your  head. 

*  Dick.  ^  What,  like  this  ?  [  Takes  off  his  ivig,  and 
*  fhsnvs  tnxio  patches  on  his  head-Y 

Win.  'Tis  mighty  well,  young  man — Zookers  !  I 
made  my  own  fortune  ;  and  I'll  take  a  boy  out  of  the 
Blue-coat  hofpital,  and  give  him  all  I  have — Look  ye 
here,  friend  Gargle — you  know  I'm  not  a  hard-hearted 
man — the  fcoundrel,    you  know,    has  robb'd  me  ;   fo, 

d'ye  fee,  I  won't  hang  him I'll  only  tranfport  the 

fellow And  fo,  Mr  Catchpole — you  may   take  him 

to  Newgate. — 

Gar.  Well  but,  dear  Sir,  you  know  I  always  intend- 
ed to  marry  my  daughter  into  your  family  ;  and  if  you 

let 

*  Romeo  and  Juliet,  f  Ditto.  \  Richard  III. 
§  Romeo.            jj  Ditto,           %  Baib^rcfTa. 


THE    APPRENTICE.  57 

let  the  young  man  be  nii'v  ■\    ■^■-  -:  —  '••  —"'^  - 11  go  in- 
to another  channel. — 

IHri.   How's  that  1 — into  aiii^tDtr  cH?.ni!ci  i Mull 

not  lofe  the  hamlling  of  his  money Why,  I  told  you, 

friend  Gargle,    I'm  not  a  hard-hearted  man. — 

Gar.  Wljy  no,  Sir — but  your  pafTiuns — However,  if 
you  will  but  make  the  young  gentleman   ferve  out  the 
lall  year  of  his  apprenticefhip,  you  know  I   fhall  be  gi- 
ng  over,  and  1  may  put  him  into  all  my  practice. — 
IVin.  Ha,  ha  ! — Why — if  the  blockhead  would  but 
ct  as  many  crabbed   phyfical  words  from  Hypocrites 
i*iid  Allen,  as  he  has  from  his  nonfenficai  trumper)', — 
ha,  ha  ! — I  don't  know,    between   you  and   I,  but  he 
might  pafs  for  a  verj'good  phylician. — 
J)ici.  *  And  mull  I  leave  thte,  Jtdict  ' — 
Cl'ar.  Nay,  but  prithee   now   have  done 

fpeeches. You  fee  we  are  brought  to  the  ;.. 

and  fo  you  had  better  make  it  up. —  (^^Jide  to  Dick. 
Dick.  Why,  for  your  fake,  '^  v  .I.'ir,  T  . .,  ,u1  il  •  ail 
id  in  my  heart — 

IViu,  You'll  fettle  your  mo:i.  \  oti  _\u.i:  u.i;^  u.i  . — 
Gar.  You  know  it  was  always  ray  intention. — 
II' In.  I  mull  not  let  the  cafh  flip  through  my  hands 
f  •'■••. )      Look  ye  here,  vming  man 1  am  tlie  beft- 


Baii.  The  gentleman  gave  his  note  at  Briilol,  I  un- 
der Hands,  where  he  boarded — 'tis  but  twenty  pounds. 

Win.  Twenty  pounds  !  Well,  why  don't  you  fend  to 
your  friend  Sbakcfptare  now  to  bail  you  ? — ha,  ha  !  I 
fliould  like  to  fee  Skaktf[>eare  give  bail — ha,  ha  ! — Mr 
Catchpole,  will  you  take  bail  of  Btn  Thompfon^  and 
Shakcfpearet  and  Odyflly  Pcftt  >  ■ 

Bail.  No  fuch  people  have  been  here,  Sir —  '        '    y 

;ufe-keepers  ? 

Dick,  f  You  do  not  come  to  mock  my  mifcirits  .' — 

G-ir.  Hufli,    young  man,    you'll  fpoil   all — Let  mc 

ak  to  you — '  How  is  your  digellion  ?' 

Dick.  X  Throw  ph)'fic  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it— 

Char.   Nay,  but  dear  Dick,  for  rpy  fake — 

IFin.  Wh-'  ^■■-  '-•,  Gargle? 

Gzr. 
•  Romeo  trul  Ji..  ■  Mourning  Eride.  ^Macbeth 
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Gar.  He  repents,  Sir — he'll  reform. — 

Win.  That's  right  lad — now  you're  right and  if 

you  will  but  ferve  out  your  time,  my  friend  Gargle 

here  will  make  a  man  of  you. Wounds  !   you'll  have 

his  daughter  and  all  his  money. And  if  I   hear  no 

more  of  your  trumpery,  and  you  mind  your  bulinefa, 
and  ftick  to  my  little  Charlotte,  and  make  me  a  grand- 
father in  my  old  days — egad,  you  {hall  have  all  mine 
to9 — that  is,  when  I'm  dead. — 

*  Dick.  Charlotte — that  will  do  rarely  ;  and  we  may 

*  go  to  the  play  as  often  as  we  pleafe. — 

*  Char.  O  Gemini,  it  will  be  the  pureft  thing  in  the 

*  world ;  and  we'll  fee  Romeo  and  Juliet  every  time  it 

*  is  a6led. 

Dick.  *  Ay,  and  that  will  be  a  hundred  times  in  a 

*  feafon  at  leall ; — befides,  it  will  be  like  a  play,  if  I 
'  reform  at  the  end. *  Sir,  free  me  fo  far  in  your 

*  moft  generous  thoughts,  that   I  have   fhot  my  arrow 

*  o'er  the  houfe,  aud  hurt  my  brother. 

*  Win.  What  do  you  fay,  friend  ? — 

*  Char.  Nay,  but  prithee  now  do  it  in  plain  Englifh. 

*  Dick.  Well,  well,   I  will — He   knows   nothing  of 

*  metaphors.'— Sir,  you  fhall  find  for  the  future,  that 

we'll  both  endeavour  to  give  you  all  the  fatisfaftion  in 
our  power  — 

'  Win.  Very  well,  that's  right — you  may  do  very  well. 
Friend  Gargle,   I'm  overjoy'd —         • 

*  Gar.  Cheerfulnefs,   Sir,  is  the  principal  ingredient 

*  in  the  compofilion  of  health.; 

*  Win.  Wounds !  man,  let's   hear  no  more  of  your 

*  phyfic. Here,  young  man,  put  this  book  in  your 

*  pocket,  and  let  me  fee  how   foon  you'll  be  mailer  of 

*  vulgar  fraftions.' Mr  Catchpole,  ftep  home   with 

me,  and  I'll  pay  you  the  m.oney — 'You  feem  to  be  a  no- 

*  table  fort  of  a  fellow,  Mr  Catchpole  ; — could  you  nab 

*  a  man  for  me  ? 

*  Catch.  Faft  enough.   Sir,  when  Pve  the  writ. — 

*  Win.  Very  well,  come  along — I  lent  a  young  gen- 

*  tleman  a  hundred  pounds — a  cool   hundred  he  call'd 

*  it ha,  ha! — it  did  not  ftay  to  cool  with  him — I 

*  had  a  good  premium  ;  but  1  fhan't  wait  a  moment 

*  for 
*  Hamlet. 
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*  for  that Come  along,  young  man 'What  right 

*  have  you  to  twenty  pounds  ? — give  you  twenty  pounds  I 

*  — I  never  was obb'gcd  to  my  family  for  twenty  pounds. 

*  — But  111  fay  no  more — If  you  have  a  mind  to  thrive 

*  in  this  world,  make  yourfclf  ofeful,    is  the  Golden 

*  Rule. 

*  My  dear  Charlotte,  as  you  arc  to  be  my  reward,  I 

*  will  be  a  new  man.* 

Char.  Well,  now  I  (hall  fee  how  much  you  love  me. 

Dick.  It  fhall  be  my  ftudy  to  deferve  you; — and  fince 
we  don't  go  on  the  ftage,  'tis  fomc  comfort  that  the 
world's  a  llage,  and  all  the  men  and  women  merely 
players. 

Some  play  the  upper,  (bme  the  under  parts. 
And  moft  afliime  what's  foreign  to  their  hearts : 
Thus,  Life  is  but  a  tragic-comic  jeft. 
And  all  is  farce  and  mummery  at  bell. 
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S  c  E  K  E,     The  Street. 

Enter  Old  Gerald  and  Martin. 
Martin. 

YOU  are  refolv'd,  Sir,  to  marry,  you  fay  ? 
0.  Ger.   1  am  ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  fent  my 
fon  to  the  univerfity,  to  mind  his  ftudy,  and  be  out  of 
the  way. 

Mar,  May  I  be  fo  bold,  Sir,  tO  alk  the  lady's  name 
you  intend  to  make  your  wife  ? 

0.  Ger, 
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0,  Ccr.  Madam  Angelica,  the  French  <lo£tor'«  daugh* 
ter. 

Mar,  Sure,  Sir,  you're  not  in  cameft  ! She's  not 

above  fifteen  ;  that  match,  Sir,  would  be  fitter  for  your 
ion. 

0.  Ger.  My  fon  !  I  don't  intend  that  he  (hall  marry 
yet  thcfe  feven  years. 

Alar.  But,  Sir,  confider  well  before  you  marry,  that 
thcfe  are  qualities  will  not  agree  with  an  old  man's  con- 
ilitution. 

0.  Ger,  Old !  coxcomb ;  I  a'nt  fo  old. — But  if  I 
was,  what  then  ?  Age  is  a  thing  never  to  be  inquir'd 
into,  but  when  you  are  buying  horfcs. 

Mar.  How  !   not  in  marriage,  Sir  ? 

0.  G:r.  Not  if  a  man  be  very  rich. 

'  lar.  Can  you  bcliffve,  Sir,  the  old  doAor  her  fa- 
tiier,  and  the  gentlewoinan  her  mother,  who  is  a  no* 
table,  wife,  governing  woma«,  will  beftow  their  daugh> 
ter,  and  their  only  heir,  upon  a  man 

0.  Gir.  Hold  your  tongue,  I  fay  : — you  are  my  fcr- 
vant,  not  my  counfellor,  I  take  it.  Sir.  This  is  my 
own' concern  :  when  I  am  married,  I  doubt  not  but  I 
fliall  behave  myfclf  as  a  married  man  ought. 

Alar.  But  if  Mr  do£lor  won't  confcnt  to  it. 

0.  Gir.  That  I  am  fure  of ;  he  has  promifcd  me ; 
and  he's  a  man  of  his  word. 

Mar.  Tliat  indeed  is  fomething. — But,  Sir,  yoa 
know  the  wife  there   wears  the  breeches ; — *  and  if  the 

*  grey  mare  be  the  better  horfe,  you'll  find  it  difficult 

♦  to  beftridc  the  filly.' 

0.  Ger.  I  know  (he  is  a  little  domineering ;  but  then 

I  know  too  that  Mr  dodor  is  a  wife  man. He  who 

can  cure  mad  folks,  fcorns  to  be  wife-ridden. 

Mar.  See,  Sir,  here  is  the  doAor. 
Enter  the  Doftor. 

Doc.  Bon  jour,  Monlicur  Girarde,  bon  jour. 

0.  Ger.  Mr  doctor,   I  was  coming  to  fpcak  to  you- 

Dec.  Comment  vous  portez-  vous? — ^how  you  do  J-*— 
ktta  me  feel  your  polfe. 

0.  Ger.   It  needs  not.  Sir. 

Doc.   L'autre  main — t'oder  hand,  t'oder  hand. 

O.  Ger.  Tint's  liot  my  bufmcfs. 

Vol.  I.  F  D^r 
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Doc.  Eh,  bien  !  but  it  Is  my  bus'nefs,  et  j'entend, 
I  underftande  as  veil  as  any  phyficien — Aha  !  your  polfe 
-ell  being   difordere — very  difordcre  indeed — Put  out  a 

your  tongue — your  tongue. 

0.  Get:  No  matter  for  my  tongue. 
Doc.  Do  you  fleep  a  veil  ? 

0.  Ger.  Yes,  very  well,  Sir ;  but 

Doc.  How  be  your  flomaque  ? — avez  vous  bon  appe- 
tite ? — you  ave  ver  good  appetite  ? 

0,  Ger.  Yes,  Mr  doftor ;  but  I  com€— — 
Doc.  You  digefta  veil  vat  you  eat  ?  _    • 

0  Gir.  Yes,  very  well ; — but  will  you  hear  me.  Sir  ? 
Doc.  Et  vous  avez — you  ave  all  de  oder  benefite  of 
nature  ? 

0.  Ger.  I  have  'em  regularly  ; — ^but,  Mr  doftor — 
Doc.  Ebien  done — may  foy  !  upon  my  vard — if  you 
eata  veil,  you  fleepa  veil,  you  digefta  veil,   et  you  ave 
all  de  oder  benefite  of  nature — vous  n'avez  pas  befoin— 

you  ave  no  occafion  for  de  France  phyficien Begar, 

I  muft  go  vifit  my  oder  patient  dat  vanta  me. Bon 

jour,  Monfieur,  bon  jour. 

0.  Ger.  Stay,  good  Sir,  ftay. — I  have  had  patience 
to  hear  you  talk,  and  to  no  purpofe  neither;  now 'tis 
my  turn  .to  fpeak,  and  to  fome  purpofe. 

Doc.  Eh  !  bien  ! — depechez  vous  done — make  hafte, 
car  I  am  in  hafte. 

0.  Ger.  'Tis  not  about  my  health  I  came  to  you  j 
'tis  another  affair. 
Doc.  Vat  aflaire  ? 

0.  Ger.  An  affair  that  you  know  of. 
Doc.  Dat  I  know  of !  — do  devil  any  ting  I  know  of. 
0.  Ger.  About  your  daughter. 
Doc.  Vat  about  my  daughtere  ? 
p.  Ger.  About  my  marrying  her. 
Doc.   Helas  !   pauvre  homme  ! — is  dat  all  ?     Begar  1 
had  touglit  It  had  been  fome  bus'nefs  of  confequeince — 
ha,  ha,  ha !   n'cll  ce  pas  que  je  vous  ay  donnez  ma  prc- 

luefte  ? 1  ave  giv'n  you  my  promife,  marry  her  ven 

ever  you  pleafe — you  ver  welcome. 

0.  Ger.  And  have  you  bi"oke  it  to  your  v;Ife  ? 
Doc.    Pourquoi  ? — vat  for.    Sire  ? — my  refolution   is 
her's^'C'ell  la  incme  cliok,  fans  d<;utc.    Qh  ventrebleu! 

if 


THE    ANATOMIST.  63 

if  once  my  vife  fhould  pretend  to  contradifta  my  vHl, 
to  be  fure   fhe  fliou'd  foon  fee  vat  fort  of  metal  I  be 

make  of. No,  no  ; — I  tauka  my  ftar  I  ave  no  do- 

mellick  broil  en  ma  famille ;  my  vifc  fommite  to  mc  in 
ev'r)-  ting. 

0.  Ger.  Ay,  but,  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  acquaint  her 
with  it ;   'tis  a  formality  all  mothers  may  expeft. 

Doc.  Eh  !   bicn  done,   I  vill  call  her  down  for  your 

pleafure. Attendcz  une  peu — I   vill  call  her — mais 

dere  is  no  occafion Bcgar  I  vill  c;dl  her  to  vou. 

[£.v//- 

0.  Ger,  Well  Martin,  what  fay  you  now? 

Mar.    Why,  Sir,   I   foe   the   do<iU>r  is  your  friend ; 
fo  far  all's  well. — But  mark  the  end,  1  fay  ftill. 
Enter  Doctor  atni  Wife. 

Dic.  Ma  chere  dame  ! — my  dear  a  vife  !  here  is  otir 
vcr  good  friend,  Monfieur  Girardc,  come  on  purpofc  lo^ 
fee  you. 

JVifg.  Sir,  your  fervant ;  though  my  liufband's  a  phy- 
fician,   I  am  glad  to  fee  you're  in  good  health. 

0.  Ger.  Speak  to  her  Mr  doctor,  tell  her  the  bufi- 
nefs. 

Doc.  Commenccz  vous — fpeaka  you  firft. 

0.  Ger.  No,  no ;  'tis  pruperer  for  you. 

Doc.  Non,  non — you  lall  fpeaka  much  bettrc— 
eccutez  ! — de  lovere  a\e  vcr  great  deal  of  elocution. 

0.  Ger.  But  you  have  the  authority  of  a  hufband,  and 
may  without  ceremony  open  the  matter  to  her. 

Doc.  Non,  non — commencez  vous,  je  dis  ;  you  be- 
gin fii-ft,  et  you  fall  fee  my  autoritc  if  fhe  rcfifte. 

Wife.  Pray,  gentlemen,  what's  this  contefl  about, 
End  why  was  I  call'd  hither : 

0.  Ger.  A  foolifli  pundilio  of  honour.  Madam;  and 
fjmething — that  Mr  dcftor  has  to  acquaint  you  with. 

Dec.  Mon  Dieu,  quelles  fottifes !  —  Ma  chere  dame  ! 
my  dear  vife  ! — I  don't  know  how  it.  happen  to  come 
about ; — mais  here  is  our  ver  good  friend,  Monfieur 
Girarde,  he  has  a  mind  to  marry  our  daughtere,  dat  is 
all. 

0.  Ger.  Yes,  Madam  ;  and   upon    fuch  terms  as  few 

parents  are  difplcas'd  with.     You  may  fcruplc  my  age, 

F  2  perhaps  i 
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perhaps ;  but  when  you  know  I  will  take  her  without 
a  portion,   I  hope  that  fcruple  will  be  remov'd. 

IVife.  Hold  there,  good  Mr  Gerald. Your  ages 

are  moft  unfuitable. — Many  young  women  have  been 
ruin'd  by  fuch  unequal  matches. — Youth  and  age  cannot 
agree. 

0  Ger.  But  your  hufband,  Madam,  has  giv'n  me  his 
promife. 

Wife.  What  if  he  has  ? — he  gave  it  without  confide- 
ration,  and  without  my  knowledge  or  confent ;  there- 
fore 'tv/as  but  a  half  promife,   Sir. 

0.  Gcr.  But,  Mr  doftor,  a  man  of  honour  ought  to 
Itecp  his  word,  and  ftand  to  what  he  fays.  Speak  then, 
have  you  not  promis'd  me  your  daughter  ? 

Doc.  'Tis  very  true  ; — I  cannot  deny  it. 

Wife.  How  !  can  you  not  ?  we'll  talk  of  that  hereaf- 
ter.   Well,  Mr  Gerald,  promife  or  not  promife,  all's 

one  for  that. — I  deny  ;   and  that's  enough. 

Doc.  Mais  my  petite  ame  ! — ma  mignonne  ! — my 
dear  little  vife 

Wife.  Wife  me  no  wifes,  but  hold  your  foolifh  pra- 
ting.— Sure  I  know  better  than  you  what's  fitting  for 
our  daughter. 

Doc.  Parbleu !  elle  eft  bien  enrage — fhe  is  in  a  devil  a 
great  a  pafiion ! 

Wife.  Set  your  heart  at  reft,  Mr  Gerald ;  you  {hall 
sever  marry  my  daughter,  that's  my  refolution. — I  will 
not  be  the  jeft  of  the  whole  town. — Who  wou'd  not 
fylit  their  fides,  to  hear  a  couple  of  old  fools  call  one 
another  father  and  fon  I — Away  !  for  ftiame,  for  fhame  I 

lExit. 

Mar.   Sir!    Sir  !— Mr  doftor  ! 

Doc.  Veil  ! — vat  you  fay,   Sire  ? 

Mar.  If  once  my  wife  fhou'd  contradift  my  will,  to 
be  fure  flie  ftiau'd  foon  fee  what  fort  of  metal  1  am  made 

of 1  think  my  ftars,  we  have  no  domeftick  broils; 

my  vvife  fubmits  to  me  in  all  things. 

0.  Ger.  Martin  fays  true ;  this  leffon  you  read  to  us 
before  you  call'd  your  wife,  good  Mr  doftor. 

Doc.  Eh  !  bien,  Monfieur  Girarde — it  is  very  true  ; 
but  den  it  is  alfo  very  true — dis  no,  be  de  propre   place 

to  ftiew  my  autoritc. Je  vous  dirai — I  vill  take  a 

mors 
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nore  convenient  opportunlte  to  fpeak  vid  her—- Cepcn- 
daiit — in  the  mean  time  — leave  it  to  me— depcn  upoa 
it  you  fall  ave  my  danghte re— leave  it  to  me. 

Mar    Yes,    Sir,    leave  it  to  Mr  dQ<5lor;   he*U   do 

wonders. He  is  a  lion  in  private,  but   yoa  faw  ht 

was  a  lamb  in  public.  I  fear  you  had  better  take  the 
wife's  word  than  the  hufband's ;— 'tis  plain  (he  rules  the 
loaft. 

Doc.  Peace  upon  your  tongue,  you  dam  faucy  jack* 

a.iape! Parblieu  !   1  fpcak  ayour  mailer,  1  no  fpeak 

:•  you — you  little  nafty  great  a  jack  a  dog  !^-aha !— • 
Monfieur  Girarde  ! — tencz  la  main — take  a  my   band  ; 

depen  upon  it  you  fall  avc  my  daughtcre.-i 1  turna 

my  vife  neck  and  heel  out  a  dc  doore.  Attendcz  ici 
une  pcu,  et  you  fall  hear  me  fcold  her  commc  le  diable  ! 
—out  a  de  winder — -jernie  !  coton  1 — ventre  blue  !— — 

[^Exit  TKulterir.g. 

Mar,  Well,  Sir,  what  think  you  now? 

0.  Ger.   V\  hy,   tiuly,   Maiiiu — lia  !    is   not  that  Crif- 

:i  yonder  ? 

Eiiut   i^i.ii..... 

Crif.  Sir,  your  fervant ;  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you. 
Good  morrow,  Martin. 

/•/jr.   Good  morrow,  Crifpin. 

0.  Ger.  What  catife  brings  you  to  town  ? 

Crif.  That  letter  will  inform  you. 

\jGivet  him  a  letter, 

0.  Ger.  iRead,."] 
*♦  Honoured  father, 

"  Hoping  you  are  In  good  health,  as  I  am,  thanks 
"  be  to  heaven,  at  this  prefcnt  writing  hereof;  this  i« 
"  to  let  you  underftand,  that  all  my  money's  gone — 
"  and  my  clothes  wt)m  fo  bare,  that  you  may,  as  the 
*'  faying  is,  fee  my  breech  through  my  pocket-holes." 

Alar.  A  fine  epiftle  ! 

0.  Ger.  This  is  not  my  fon's.  ftyle,  nor  his  hand : 
This  is  fome  roguery  of  your's,  birrah— — 

Crif.  To  tell  you  the  plain  truth.  Sir,  I  loft,  I  know- 
not  how,  my  mailer's  letter  on  the  road;  and  baiting  at 
little  village,  it  happcn'd  to  be  at  the  fexton's  houfe, 
;-o  fold  a  cup  of  notable  good  ale;  there  I  got  h'm  to 
F  3 
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Vrrite  this  letter  for  me.     I  know  nny  mafter  fent  {(tr 
money  and  clothes  ;  pray  read  the  reft. 

0.  Ger.  No,   1  have  read  enough. 

Mar.  You  diftated  this  letter  to  the  fcxton,  ha  J 
Grifpin  ? 

Crif.  1  did  fo  ; what  oF  that  ? 

Mar.  Nothing,  that  the  ftyle  is  very  eloquent. 

Crif.  I  think  fo.  I  have  not  been  at  the  univerfity 
with  my  mafter  four  months  for  nothing. 

0.  Ger.  Has  my  fon  fpent  all  his  money  in  fo  fliort 
a  time  ?     He  has  been  prodigal. 

Crif.  He  cou'd  not  help  it ;  he  was  forc'd  to  treat  at 

his  firft  coming,  Sir. 1  fhall  be  his  fteward  for  the 

future,  and  manage  matters  better. 

0.  Ger    Look  you  do. 1  have  fome  bufinefs  now; 

about  an  hour  hence  come  home  to  me.     Follow  me, 
Martin.  [£x(ra«/ Old  Gerald /7«^  Martin. 

Crif.  So  far  all's  well. If  J  can  fcrew  a  good  fum 

out  of  him,   I  do  my  matter's  bufinefs  :  the  old  gentle- 
man muft  not  know  he's  in  town,  nor  muft  my  mafter 
know  I  loft  his  letter.     O,  here  he  comes. 
Enter  Young  Gerald. 

jT.  Ger.  I  fent  you  with  my  letter  to  my  father  j  why 
are  you  loitering  here  ? 

Crif.  '  Fis  done,  Sir. 

r.  Ger.  What's  done,  Sir  ? 

Crif.  Your  bufinefs.  Sir,  is  done  effeftually.  I  met 
your  father  here,  juft  in  this  place ;  gave  him  your  let- 
ter : — he  read  it  o'er  and  o'er ;  and  faid  the  ftyle  was 
admirable  ; — was  overjoy'd  to  fee  how  the  univerfity  had 
improv'd  you.     Then  I  made  him  an  eloquent  oration,. 

to  let  him  fee  how  I   had  profited. This  melted  his 

hard  heart ;  made  his  old  eyes  twinkle  like  flames  in  the 

bottom  of  two  fockets At  laft  he  bid    me  come 

home  to  him  feme  half  an  hour  hence — by   that  time, 

Sir,  the  money  will  be   ready But  how  durft  you 

venture  aJsroadby  day-light? — Shou'd  your  father 

or.  Ger.  [  know  it,  Crifpin  ;  but  as  foon  as  you  were 
gone,  Angelica  fent  her  maid  to   me,  and  bid  me  meet 

her  here Something  of  confequence  has  happen'd  to 

her,^  and  I'm  in  pain  to  know  the  meaning  of  it. — Sec, 
foe.  is  here*. 

Er.tir 
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Enter  Angelica. 

T.  Gcr,  My  dear  A  ngelica ! 

Ang.  Mr  Gerald,  I  am  glad  my  maid  found  you  :  — 
'twill  furprife  you  when  I  tell  you,  your  father  is  in 
love  — 

7".  Gtr.  You  mock  me,  Madam. 

Aug.  No  ;  'tis  too  true  :  he  ha»  alk'd  me  of  my  fa- 
ther and  my  mother;  offers  to  fettle  a  large  jointure  on 

me,  and  marry  me  witiiout  a  portion  too. Thefc  arc 

propofals  few  parents  will  refute. 

7".  Ger.  Unhappy  accident !   What's  to  be  done  ? 

Ang.  I  will  acquaint  my  mother  with  our  love,  and 
try  to  make  her  of  our  party,  btay  hereabouts  ;  if  I 
fucceed,  Beatrice  fiiall  give  you  notice. 

T".  Ger.  Do,  my  dear  Angelica ;  and  fuccefs  attend 
you.  [Exit  Angelica. 

Crif.  Well, 

Of  all  your  father's  follies,  this  is  the  woril  ; 

When  old  men  fall  in  love,  they're  furely  curft. 

[^Exeunt. 

Scene,  Tkc  Labor at^y. 

Enter  Dodor. 

Beatrice  !  Beatrice ! — ou  etez  vous  ? — Tcre  dc  dcrfl 
are  you  ? 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Bea.  Here,  Sir,  here. 

Doc.  Depechez  vous  done  •  fee  all  de  ting  in  ordcrc 
ici— here — ^ns  la  laboratoire  ;  car  many  virtuofi  vill  be 
here,  to  hear  a  my  le£lure  et  to  fee  de  curious  dif» 
fcftion  of  dc  dead  body,  dat  I  cxpe6l  ev're  moment  from 
de  place  of  execution. 

Bjtj.  Why  do  you  choof?  this  back  apartment,  at  the 
end  of  the  garden  i  You  us'd  to  do  it  in  the  great  hall 
formerly. 

D.c.  Je  nc  fcais  pas — I  cannot  tell — my  vife  vill  ave 

It  fo 1  fay  noting  at  all— de  body  vill  be  here  bicn>- 

tot — prefcntly  ; — in  de  mean  time  I  vill  go  to  vifite 
fome  of  my  patients  dat  are  near.  Beatrice — Beatrice  1 
—  qu'avez  vous  la  ! — vat  de  devil  ave  you  got  dcre  ? 

Bea.  There,  Sir^ where? 
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Doc.  Vy,  dere — under  your  handkerchief — your  little 

tettons,  you  little  devil — aha  ! 

Bea.   Fie,  Sir — you  make  me  blufli. 

Hoc.  Po,  po — you  foolifh   filly  girl; — you  no  blufh 

at  all. ^Beatrice — I  give  you  half  a  crown  you  no  tella 

my  vife. — Ecoutez  voila  une  petit  chanfon  Franjois ! 
SON    G. 
Fondly  let  me  grafp  dy  treafurc 

Vile  my  vital  fpirit  glow  ; 
Youth  again  fall  live  in  pleafure. 
And  on  e'ery  blifs  beftow. 
Vit  your  merliton,  &c. 
Je  fuis  un  bon  coq,.  Beatrice — I  am  vcr  good  cock  o? 
de  game  ;—  I  can  tella  you  but  dat. 

Bea.  You  ftrut,  and  crow,  and  clap  your  wings  in- 
deed, but  all  to  no  purpofe  ; — but  you  forget  your  pa» 
tients.  Sir. 

Doc.  Eh !  bien,  you  ver  good  girl,  put  me  in  mind 
of  my  bus'nefs  : — to  be  fare  1  vill  go  ; — and  ven  I  come 
back  again,  1  vill  have  a  little  touch  at  your  tettons. 

[ExiU 
Bea.  I  find  all  huHjands,  old  and  young,  are  ftill  for 
variety.     Well,  if  ever  it  be  my  fortune   to  marry  one 
who  ferves  me  fo — I'll  fay  no  more ;  but  that  which  is 
fauce  for  the  goofe  fhall  be  fauce  for  the  gander. 
.  Enter  Crifpin. 
Bea.  Crifpin,  what  brings  you  hither  now  ? 
Cnf.   I  have  been  almoft  half  an  hour  hankering  about 
the  back  door. — I  faw  the  dcftor  come  forth  juft  now* 
and  then  I  ventur'd  to  flip  in. 

Bea.  Secure,  that  door  then,  while  I  fallen  this,  that 

we  may  not  be  furpriz/d. Now  what's  the  bufinefs  ? 

Crif.   My  mailer,  poor  man,  is  at  his  wit's  end. 

Wliat  Madam  Angelica  told   him  about  his  father  has 

diflrafted  him.      1  have  a  letter  for  her 

Bea.   Give  it  me; {Criif'm  gives  her  a  lefter. 

Crif.  Stay,   Beatrice,  let  me  look   on   you  a  little. — 
What  have  you  been  doing  to  yourfelf? — I  never   faw 
-you  fo  handfome  in  my  life. 
Bea.   Indeed  ! 

Crif 'No,  indeed. — Thou  hafl;  ftolen  fome  of  thy  la- 
dy'S  wafii  J — it  can't  be  natural ;  come,  let  me  try. 
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Bea.  Stand  off,  fool. 

Crif.  Now  1  think  on't,  I  have  not  had  one  kifg 
fince  I  came  from  the  univedUy. 

Bea.  Keep  your  diilaiKe,  you  had  bcfl  ;  I  will  not 
make  you  fo  familiar  with  me.— — 

Crif.  Say  you  fo  !  Hark  ye,  gentlewoman,  what 
made  you  here  alone  with  Mr  dodtor  ?  This  place  is 
very  private  ;  at  a  convenient  dillance  from  the  houfc 
too. 

Bea.  One  who  was  hang'd  this  morning  is  to  be  diT- 

feded  here. 1  muft   fet   every  thing  in  order  for  it ; 

the  body  will  be  fent  in  prefently. 

^Knocking  at  the  door. 

Crif.  Here,  let  me  out  quickly. 

Doc.  {jwiUiout)  Beatrice! — ouvrez  la  porte — open  de 
door. \_Knock  again, 

Bta.  What  fliall  I  do  ?  it  is  my  maftcr. 

Crif.  Let  mc  out,   I  fay. 

Doc.  i^nuithout)   Beatrice  !-  open  de  door  ! 

\_Knc:k  again, 

Crif  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

B^a.   Here,  here,    lay  yourfelf  at  length  upon  this 

table I'll  fay  you  are  the  dead  body  fent  frcm  the 

gallows. 

Crif.  O  Beatrice  ! 

Bea.  No  more  ;  do  as  I  bid  you. 

[Crifpin  lies  at  hit  full  length   upon  tie  tahlr. 
Beatrice  oprns  the  door. 
Enter  Doftor. 

Doc.  Bcgar,  I  tink  I  am  bewitch  to-day ;  I  ave  ta- 
ken de  wrong  med'cine — de  devil  take  all  de  mcd'cine 
in  de  varld  [gives  Beatrice  a  pill  box.)  Aha  !  vat  isdat? 

B:j.  i'he  body  from  the  gallows.  Sir — The  fcllow$ 
that  brought  it  wou'd  not  cany  it  into  the  vault 

Doc.   Fort   bien — ver  veil — kt  a  me  fee — bon,  ben. 

( /"(Tjr/t  Crifpin) Begar,   dc  body  is  varm.  Parbleu,   I 

vill  begin   de  difleftion  dis  moment. {Flings  off  his 

cloak.  &c.) Beatrice,  fetch  me  my  amputation  knife, 

my  incifion  knife,  et  all  de  odcr  infcrument   I  ave  pre- 
pare in  my  clofete. 

Bea.   But,  Sir,  your  patients  expeft  you  now.— - 

Doc.  J'irai  bicntot — I  vill  go  by  aiid  by. 

B:a. 
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Bea.  Butftiou'd  any  of  them  die  in  the  mean  time. 

Doc.  AUcz  vous  en,  et  fetch  me  only  my  inclfion- 
knife — car  vile  de  natural  heat  remain,  I  fall  more  ea- 
fily  come  at  de  lafteal  vein  dat  convey  de  chyle  to  de 
art,  for  fanguification,  or  de  encreafe  of  blood. 

Bea.  But,  Sir,  you  w^on't  begin  the  anatomy  before 
the  doftors  come. 

Doc.  Depechez  vous — fetch  it,  I  fay. — Vat  de  devil— 
I  mailer,  you  fervant — n'eft  ce  pas  ?        \_Ex:t  Beatrice. 

Doc.  Upon  my  vard,  he  is  ver  veil  (hape,  very  good 
vifage — very  pretty  fellow  indeed. — Parblieu,  he  ave  de 

dev'lifh  fliai-p  a  toot. Aha!    do   I  perceive  a  dat? 

Here  is  a  little  lineament,  come  juft  from  de  nofe  to  de 
corner  of  de  mout,  ftiew  he  vas  a  dam  rogue,  ought 
to  ave  been  hang  ten  years  ago. — Begar,  I  fall  ave  ver 
much  great  pleafure  in  dis  diffedtion. — I  vill  open  his 
belly  quite  from  de  xiphoid  cartilage  to  de  os  pubis. — 
Oh  je  voudrais  bien — I  vifh  any  of  my  fellow-phyficien 
ver  here  juft  a  now — car  I  voud  plainly  fhew  dem  de  cir- 
culation of  de  blood  quite  through  the  fyftole  to  de  di- 
aftole — aha  !  {^Here  the  Do6ior  bends  the  body  (?/"Cnfpin 
vp  and  doHun,  ^ho  feems  J}iff,'\'  Begar,  I  ave  conquer  him 
at  laft. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Bea.  I  have  been  looking  all  about.  Sir,  and  cannot 

find  your  incifion-knife. Befides,    Sir,    a  fine    lady 

call'd  at  the  door  juft  now,  in  a  great  gilt  coach,  and 
charg'd  me  to  fend  you  to  my  lord's  immediately. 

Doc.  Ha  !  vat  for  ? 

Bea.   He's  dying,  Sir ;  he's  dying. 

Doc.  Vat  fhould  I  go  for  den  ? 

Bea.  You  muft  go.  Sir  j  you  fhall  go  ;  you  are  fent 
for. 

Doc.  De  devil  is  in  de  vench !  Veil  I  vill  go ;  mais, 
in  de  mean  time,  let  de  body  be  carry  into  de  vault. 

lExit. 

Bea.   So,  joy  go  with  you. 

Crif.  And  I,  without  more  words,  will  be  gone  im- 
mediately. 

Bea.  Whither  in  fuch  a  hafte  ? 

Crif.  Whither,  with  a  vengeance !  let  me  out,  I  fay. 

You 
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You  muft   fetch  the  incifion-knive,    with   a  pox  t'yc  ! 
and  all  the  other  damnable  inflruments,  to  rip  mc  up 

alive,  and  make  minc'd  meat  of  me  ! Curfc  on  his 

fyftole  and  diaftole. 

Bca.  You  are  miflaken,  Crifpin  :  when  I  went  out, 
I  did  not  go  to  fetch  the  inftruments ;  I  went  to  hide 

*em — where  I  was  fare  he  cou'd  never  find  'em. 

Crif.  I  thought  indeed  you  cou'dn't  have  the  heart  to  fee 
a  man,  who  loves  you  as  I  do,  fo  barbaroufly  difmem- 
ber'd  ; — and  therefore  I  lay  ftilL 

Bca.  Well,  ftay  here  a  while  ;  1*11  run  and  give  An- 
gelica the  letter,  and  return  inftantly.     Stay  a  little. 

Crif.  Yes,  in   the  ilreet '1  here  I   (hall   not  be  in 

danger  of  his  damn'd  amputation-knife,  with  a  pox  to 
him  ! 

Bea.  Poor  Crifpin ! 

Crif.   tear  makes  me  think  every  thing  I   fee   an  in- 
ftrument  to  rip  me  up  from  the  fyftole  to  the  diaftole. 
Bca.  He  had  a  mind  to  be  acquainted  with  your  in- 

fide,  Crifpin. 

Crif  1  he  devil  pick  his  bones   for't. — I  fliall  never 

recover  myfclf  till  1  get  out  of  this  curfed  place. 

[Knocking  at  tie  door.)    Ah!   the   fpirit's  come  again! 
■   Open  the  door  ;   I'll  rufti  out  like  a  lion. 
Bfa.   Hnve  a  care,  or  you'll  fpoil  all. 
Crif.   If  the  doftor  catches  me  here,  he  will  fpoil  all — 
Amputation  and  incifion  will  fpoil  all. 

Bea.  Come,  lay  yourfelf  upon  the  table  quickly  ;  he 
has  no  inftruments. 

Crif.  Not  I ;  for  ought  I  know,  he  may  have  fome  about 
him. — His  pockets  may  be  fill'd  with  knives,  pins, 
threads,  faws,  and  the  devil  aiMl  all. 

Bia.  Well  thought   on  !      Here  hangs  my  mafter'a 

;  own  and  cap  ;  you  (hall  ftrait  put  'em  on,  and  tell  him 

"ou  are  a  phyfician  juft  come  from  the  univcriity  ;  and 

liiiderllanding  a  dead  body  was  to  be  difledted  by  him, 

came  to  hear  his  Icdlure. 

Crif  Give  it  mc  then  ;  I'd  rather  aft  the  doftor  than 
the  dead  body. — {  Puts  on  the  goivn.)  So  now,  I  hope 
1  need  not  fear  his  peeping  into  my  os  pubis,  with  a 
pox  to  him. 

Bea.  But  if  he  (hould  find  out  your  ignorance  ? 

Cnf. 
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Crif.  I'll  venture  that ;  the  world  belies  'em,  or  tkere 
are  many  phyficians  as  great  fools  as  myfelf. — *  I  have 

•  good  natural  parts,  Beatrice,  if  they  efcape  but  am- 

*  putation  and  incifion.' 

B^a.  So  now  I'll  let  him  in. 

Enter  Waiting-woman. 
Wait.  Is  Mr  dodor  within  I 

Be  a.   No. 

Wait.  Why  do  you  deny  him  to  me?     There  he  is. 
Crif.  Well,  what's  your  bus'nefs  with  me,  millrefs ; 

fpeak. 

Wait.  My  lady  has  loft  her  little  lap-dog,  which  fhe 
lov'd  better  than  any  relation  in  the  world. — Now,  Sir, 
knowing  that  you  are  not  only  a  learned  phyfician,  but 

that  you  underitand  aftrology,  and  the  like 

Crtf.  Ay,  ay,   I  underftand  one  as  well  as  the  other. 
Wait.  1  herefore.  Sir,   I  bring  you  a  fee,  and  defire 

you  to  tell  me  fome  tidings  of  him 

Crif.   Have  you  brought  the  dog's  water  with  you  ? 
Walt.  His  water  ?  the  dog's  loft,  iSr. 
Crif.  Loft — ^why — ay,  what  then  ? 
Bea.  The  rafcal  ftumblcs  confoundedly.  (AJideJ)  You 
do  not  mind,   Sir ;  the  dog  is  not  fick,  he  is  loft. — 
Crif  O  ho — loft  ?     How  long  iince  he  was  loft  ? 
Wait.  Two  days  ago. 
Crif  At  what  hour  ! 
Wait    At  eleven  in  the  morning. 
Crif  What  colour  ? 
Wait.  Black  and  white. 

Crif  Enough,  enough. Beatrice,  what's  in  that 

1>ox  there  in  your  hand  ?     ( Afide.) 

Bea.  Some  pills  my  mafter  gave  me  to  lay  up. 
Crif  Give  me  the  box. 
Bea.   To  what  purpofe  ? 

Crif  Hold  your  peace.      ( /Iftde. )      Here,  take  thefc 
pills. 

Wait.  For  what,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip  ? 

Crif  Your  lady's  dog  is  loft  I 

Wait.  Yes,   Sir. 

Crif  And  you  wou'd  find  him  again  ? 

Wait.  With  all  my  heart. 

Crif.  Take  thcfe  pills  then, 

Wixit. 
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Wait.  Will  thefe  pills  make  me  find  the  dog  again  ? 

Crif.  Yes,  certainly — thofe  pills why,  thofe  pills, 

I  affure  you,  are  of  a  very  fearchiug  nature.  ■ 

IVait.  But,  Sir 

Crif.  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you. 

IVait.  There  is  your  fee,  Sir.— —If  thefe  pills  help 
us  to  the  dog  again,  you'll  have  my  lady  and  the  whole 
family  for  your  patients — and  fo  your  fen-ant,  Sir — 
fervant,  Sir.  \Exit  Waiting-woman. 

Bea.  Ha,  Crifpin  !   is  not   this   better  than  being  a 

dead  body  ? You  no  fooner  commcnc'd  dottor  but 

you  got  a  doctor's  fee. 

Crif.  Two  new  crown -pieces ;  'tis  a  brave  trade  in- 
deed.  Here  a  man  gets  his  money  eafily. 

[_Kn>)cking  at  the  do9r. 

Bsa.  Hark  !   fomcbodv  knocks  again. 

Crif  O  Lord  !  if  thi*'(hou'd  be  the  doaor  ! 

Bca.  There's  no  remedy,  you  muft  brazen  it  out. 

\f)pe»s  th  d$9r. 
Enter  Simon. 

Si7>u  Is  Mr  doftor  within  ? 

Bea.  What's  your  bufinefs  ? 

Situ.  I'd  fpeak  with  him. 

Bea.  From  whom  ? 

SiiH.  Why  from  my  zelf. 

Bea.  Why,  do  you  know  him,  friend  ? 

Sim.  I  come  to  afk  him  one  queftion,  and  you  aflc 
me  a  fcore. 

Bea.  He's  not  at  home  to  cv*r)'  body ;  therefore  I 
nuifl  know. 

Sim.  Then  I  neither  know  him,  nor  he  me.  I  pray, 
is  he  at  home  to  receive  money  ? — I  bring  him  a  fee. — 

Crif.   \_adzancirg  for'ward']   Who  are  you,  friend? 

Situ.  Why,  they  call  me  at  our  town  Simon  the  In- 
fant ;  but  my  name  is  Simon  Burly. 

Crif.  Well,  what's  your  bus'ucfs  ;  quick? 

Si?».  I  am  told  you're  an  allrologer,  as  well  as  a 
do£lor. 

Crif.  What  then  ? 

Sim.  Why  tl»en,  I  queftion  you,  an''t  pleafe  ye,  whe- 
ther Alice  Draper,  a  young  maid  in  our  town,  that  I 
love,  has  that  love  for  mc  again  as  fhe  pretends  to  have 

Vol.  L  G  —Be- 
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— Becaufe  there  is  an  arch  attorney's  cltrk  that  is  often 
in  her  company,  and  I  don't  know 

Crif,  Hold  !   what  kind  of  a  woman  is  {he  ? 

Siin.  Why,  fhe  is  a  fprightly,  clever,  well-built 
-wench,  with  a  fine  featly  face,  brown  hair,  and  a  ruddy 
complexion ;  a  good  crummy  lafs,  and  treads  well  on 
her  paftons. 

Crif.  Sprightly,  clever,  &c.  &c.  5cc. well  on  her 

paihons. 

Sim.  Ay,  marry  does  fhe. 

Crif.  Here,  take  thefe  pills. 

Sim.  Pills! 

Crtf.  Yes,  take  'em. 

Si7n.  How  !  pills ! 

Crif.  Yes,  pills. You  muft  take  the  number  ten, 

becaufe  of  your  great  bulk. 

Sim.  I  liave  taken  pills  to  purge  withal ;  but,  wounds ! 
rcan  they — 

Crif  Go  to,  I  fay — they'll  purge  the  head,  and  clear 
the  underllauding  wonderfully.  Ours  is  a  fcience  you 
know  nothing  of. 

Be  a.  Tell  him  they  are  cephalick  pills. — 

Crif  Ay,  ay, — thefe.  Sir,  are   your  flivelalick  pills, 

^but  that  is  heathen  Greek  to  you  :  if  you  underftood 

Xatin,  I  could  talk  to  the  purpofe  to  you. 

Sim.  I  am  a  piece  of  a  fcoUard,  I  muft  tell  you.  In- 
telligo,  domine,  linguam  Latinam. 

Crif.  Pho,  pho,  I  know  that — but  that — that's  your- 

outlandifli  Latin. There  are  feveral  forts  of  Latin  ; 

— there's  law  Latin,  priefl's  Latin,    and  doctor's  La- 
tin :   as  for  example — Olo  purgatum,  phyficum,  vomi- 

tum,  gutfoutum — and  fo  forth Our  Latin  is  quite 

another  thing  from  fcliool  Latin.„ 

Sim.  I  think  it  may  be  fo. 

Crif.  Go,  do  as  I  bid  yc. 

Sim.  I  had  bell  give  you  your  fee,  firft. 

Crif  Ay,  ay ;  that's  Vv-ell  confider'd. 

Sim.   Pills! 

Crif  Ay,  pills! 

Siyu.  Ten  pills. 

Crif.  Jull  ten — difpatch — away  ! 

iiini.  Good  day  to  ye,  Sir. 

Crif. 
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Cfif.  The  like  to  you,  friend.  [£.v/V  Simon. 

Two  crowns  and  half-a-guinea  got  already  !  'ITiis  is  a 
gainful,  and  no  painful  trade. 

Bea.  Learned  Mr  doctor,   I  muft  have  fnacks?. 

Crif.  And  fo  thou  Ihalt  ;  ihcrt's  my  laft  fee  for  thee. 

Vou  cannot  fay  but  I  deal  nobly  by  you 

[  Gives  her  the  half-guinea. 

Bea.  Thank  you — this  will  buy  pins. 

^^Knockhg  at  the  d:cr. 

Crif  Hark! 

Bea.  There's  more  fees  coining. 

Crif  My  heart  mifgivcs  mc — Ah,  what  will  become 
of  me! 

Doc.   (avithcut) — Bctrice,   Betrice  ! 

Crif  Oh  Lord  !  it  is  the  devil  himfclf. 

[Beatrice  ofenj  thi  dior. 
Enter  DoAor. 

"Doc.  My  Lord  vas  dead — fo  dey  give  me  five  guincy — 
I  no  care — Eh,  bien  !  Beatrice,  ave  you  done  evre  tiii^ 
dat  I  ordere  ? 

Bea.  Yes,  Sir. — But,  juft  before  you,  came  in  this 
gentleman  (fome  dodlor,  1  fuppofe,  of  your  acquaint-- 
ance).  I  prcfume  he  intends  to  be  prcfcnt  at  your  ana- 
tomy lefture. 

Du.  Sire,  do  I  arc  not  de  honour  to  know  you,  you 
be  ver  vtllcorae. — I  fall  not  begin  my  diflcftion  till  to- 
morrow morning,  eleven  o'clock — den  if  you  pleafe  to 
honour  me  vid  your  bon  compagnic — may  be  you  fall 
hear  fomcting  dat  is  ver  curious. 

Crif  I  have  heard  much.  Sir,  of  your  great  abilities^ 
and  fiiall  not  fail  you — for  your  reputation,  Mr  do£lor, 
is  a  reputatioE— that — as  I  may  fay — or  a»— in  fine,  I 
will  not  fail.   Sir,  to  wait  on  you. 

Bea.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  my  miftrefs  defires  to  fpeak 
with  you. 

Doc.  Bientot— by  and  by — I  ave  not  done  vid  Mon- 
fieur  le  dodlcur. — Allez  vous  en.  \_Exit  Beatrice. 

Je  vous  en  pric,  Monfieur,  Ictta  me  confult  you  in  de 
cafe  of  un  malade — a  fick  perfon,  dat  is  my  patient  a 
prefent. 

Crif  Do  me  the  honour  to  excufe  me  now ;  I  have 
G  2  budnefs  > 
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tufinefs  of  mighty  confequence,  that  requires  my  depar- 
ture Inllantly — but  to-morrow,  Mr  do(!itor 

Doc.  Stay  a  little — -attendez  une  peu — je  vous  dirai— 
I  fall  tella  you  in  two  tree  vard  You  muila  know, 
dat  all  vitch  he  fpit  be  quite  vite  -  tout  blanc — quite 
vite — Now,  Sire,  in  my  jugement — dat  is  verbadfymp- 
tomc. 

Crif,  Oh  to  be  fure.  Sir ;  the  worft  fymptom  in  the 
whole  world. 

Doc.  Car,  you  know,  pituita  alba  aqua  inter  cutem 
fupervenit,  fays  Hippocrates. — 

C^-if.  Very  true,   Hippocrates  does  fay  fo  indeed. 

Doc.  And  den,  dis  you  know  vcr  veil  de  Greek  call 
IciicophlegDiateia. 

Crif.  I.u- — CO — phleg — tna — tea., — that's  right. 

Doc  So  den,  according  to  Hippocrates,  dis  vite  fpit- 
ting,  ou  pituita  alba — eft   une  chofe  d'extraordinaire  ! 

— et  fliew  plainly  dat  de  dropfy  will  fucceed. Now, 

Sire,   I  vou'd  fain  know,  vat  you  tink  de  ver  beft  re- 
mede  I  can  give  in  dis  cafe.— 

Crif.  Why  really,  Sir,  in  this  fort  of  malady,  or, 
d'ye  fee,  in  any  kind  of  malady  of  this  fort,  that  is  to 
fay — iu  any  cale — which  may  be — as  it  were — a — in  a 
manner — as  I  may  fay — a  cafe  of  this  kind — I  don't 
know  but  that  is — I  think  you  may — to  be  fure — a — 
what  think  you  of  a  dofe  of  pills  ? 

Doc.  Ha ! — de  pillules !  begar,  dat  voud  fpoil  all  I 
ave  been  doing. 

Crif.  O  you  miftake  me,  Sir  ;  I  don't  mean.  Sir, 
that  you  fhou'd  give  the  patient  pills. — 

Dec.   No  !   what  den  ? 

Crif.  I  only  mention'd.  Sir,  a  dofe  of  pills  which  I 
took  myfelf  this  morning,  which —  *  have  not  yet  done 
'  working,  and' — force  me  to  leave  you  fomewhat 
abruptly.  Exit  Crifpin. 

Doc.  MaiS)  Monfieur — 

Enter  Wife  atid  Beatrice. 

Wife.  O  hufband,  huftand  !  come  away,  have  a  care, 
—have  a  care 

Doc.  Of  vat,  vife  ? 

Wife.  Ah,  dear  hufband,  you  mull  excufe  me  for  in- 
truding fo  haftily. 

Doc. 
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Doc.  Vat  is  de  mattrc,  ilfe  ? 

U^ife.    O  !  that  man  was  a  negromancer,  a  conjurer  |  - 
one  that  deals  in  the  black  art,  and  raifcs  fpirits.    ■    * 

Doc.  Continent  fcavcz  vous  ccla  ? — how  you  know 
dat  > 

Wife.  Some  of  my  neighbours  to!d  me  fo,  and  bid 
me  have  a  care  of  him — I  was  frighted  almoft  out  of 
my  wits,— and  fhan't  come  to  myfelf  a  good  while.— 

Doc.  Po,  po ! — your  neighbour  foolifh  fiUy  peoples. 
Parblieu,  I  believe   he   vas  one  dam  rogue. — Jernie,  if - 
he  come  encore  into  my  parloir,   1  vill  play  de  devil  vid 
him — Die  pillules! — Ic  diable  ! \Excicnt. 

Scene,    Th^  Street. . 

Enter  Old  Gerald. 

0.  Ger.  I  am  refolvcd  to  bribe  Bealrtcf,  and  lAake 
her  of  my  party  ;  (he  is  a  notable  young  witty  wench,  . 
and  governs  her  young  miflrefs  as  fhe  pleafes ;  the  de-  ■ 

vil's  in  her  if  flic's  money-proof. 1  fee  her  coming 

forth.  . 

Enter  Beatrice. 

0.  Gir.  Beatrice,  Beatrice  !  a  word  with  you. 

Bea.  To  me,  Sir,  do  you  fpeak  ? 

0.  Ger.  Yes,  yes,  to  you,  my  pretty,  little,  witty*  < 
fmiling  rogue:    hold-  up  your  head,  here's  money  for 
you,  ha ! 

Bea.  Two  pieces  of  broad  gold  !     What  is  this  for  ? 

0.  Ger.  One  for  thy  good  will,  and  one  for  thy  good  - 
word. 

Bea.   As  how.  Sir,  Ibefeech  you  ? 

0.  Ger.  Promife  me  one  thing,  I  will  make  'ctn  ten  ; 
make  *em  ten  prefently ;  and  if  you  fucceed,  a  hun-  - 
dred. 

Bea.  Axi  marry,  Sir,  you  fpeak  now  to  the  purpofe. 

0.  Ger.  You  know  I  have  oblain'd  the  do£lor's  pro-  • 
mifc,  to  marry  his  daughter,  fair  Angelica- 

Bea.  You  have,   Sir. 

0.  Ger-   Her  mother  refufes  her  confent  to  it. 

Bea.  She  does  fo 

0.  Ger.  Now,  child,  if  you  cou'd  get  for  me  the  yoongf  -; 
lady'^  confent 

Bea.  To  marry,  Sir  ! 

G  3  Oi  Ger,  . 
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0.  Ger.  Ay,  ay,  to  marry  her. 

Bea.  Is  that  all  ?  Come,  Sir,  flie  may  look  farther, 
and  fare  worfe. 

0.  Ger.  That's  well  faid ;  there's  another  piece  for 
.that. 

Bea.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

0.  Ger.  I  know  you  rule  her  as  you  pleafe, 

Bea.  Sometimes  fhe  hearkens  to  me. 

0.  Ger.  Now  if  you  will  commend  me  to  her  often. 

Bea.  As  how.  Sir  ? 

0.  Ger.  As  thus.  By  telling  her  how  rich  I  am, 
and  that  I  love  her  fo,  I  can  deny  her  nothing.  'Tis 
true,  I  have  a  fon  ;  but  him  I  have  removed,  on  pur- 
pofe  to  make  way  for  her. 

Bea.  That  was  wifely  done.  Sir. 

0.  Ger.  Ay,  was  it  not  I  Tell  her  all  happinefs  con- 
fifts  in  wealth  ;  that  (he  may  make  me  fettle  ahnoji  all  I 
have  on  her,  and  the  children  I  have  by  her. 

*  Bea.  And  do  you  think  you  fliall  have  children  by 
«  her  ? 

*  0.  Ger.  Why  not  ?   I  am  hale  and  very  lufty,  Bea- 

*  trice — If  thou  doll  this   for  me,  bcfides  a  hundred 

*  povmds  I'll  give  thee  on  the  day  I  marry  her,  I'll  get 

*  thee  with  child  too,    give   thee  a  good  portion,  and 

*  marry  thee  to  an  honeft  (hop keeper. 

*  Bea.  Fie,  lie  !  you  offer  me  too  much  in  confcience, 

*  Sir  ;  but  for  my  young  miftrefs — 

*  0.  Ger.  Ay,  am  I  fure  of  thy  affiftance  there  ?* 
Bea.  *  Yes,'  Sir,  I'll  do  my  weak  endeavour  for  you. 

—I'll  begin  prefently ;  I'll  fet  you  forth  with  commen- 
dations, Sir. 

0..  G^r.  How,  how,  my  pretty  rogue  ? 

Bea.  Wliy  tlsus,  Sir — If  I  may  be  fo  bold  to  advife 
you,  Madam,  take  Mr  Gerald,  fays  I  ;  let  him  be  your 

hufband. Says    Ihe    prefently,    Which    Mr   Gerald 

meaneft  thou  ?.  O  Madam,  fays  I,  the  father  certainly  :. 
the  fou's  a  young  extravagant  idle  fellow ;  his  father 
m^eans  to  difinherit  him,  unlefs  he  mends  his  manners. 

0.  Ger.  And  fo  I  do,  Beatrice  ;  that  of  my  fon  was 
well  put  in., — Go  on 

Bea.  O,  but  he's  oW,  fhe  cries. — True,  Madam,  fays 
X  i   but  theja  he'a  rich  too,  very  rich.    Whene'er  he 

die  5^. 
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dies,  he'll  leave  you — wealth  enough  to  make  you  a 
lady. 

0.  Ger.  That  (he  may  be  before,  if  fhc  pleaffs  me. 

Bsa.  I'll  tell  her  fo. — But  (he  may  fay,  Old  men  arc 
crofs  and  peeviih. — No,  fays  I,  he's  mild  and  humble ; 
a  fine  fwect-temper'd  gentleman  ;  he'll  doat  upon  you  ; 
he'll  never  make  you  jealous  ;  he'll  not  run  after  other 
women,  as  all  young  fellows  do. 

0.  Ger.  That  was  well  thought  on. 

Bea.  Says  fhc.  His  teeth  are  naught — O  but  his 
breath  is  fweet. — His  eyes,  fays  (he,  are  funk — O  but, 
fays  I,  he  fees  without  fpeftacles. — Says  (he,  He's  an 
old,  nafty,  mufty,  fufty,  (linking 

0.  Ger.  Hold,  hold  !— enough,  enough  !  Whew 
fhall  I  fee  her,   Beatrice  ? 

Bea.  This  very  afternoon  ;  you  cannot  have  a  fitter 
opportunity.  You  know  the  doAor  is  much  abroad ; 
my  old  miflrefs  will  be  abfcnt  too.  If  you'll  be  walking 
about  four  o'clock  near  our  back-door,  I'll  let  you  pri- 
vately into  the  anatomy  room  ;  there  (he  (hall  meet  you, 
Sir. 

0.  Gtr.  Hold  up  thy  hand,  I'll  make  the  three  broad 
pieces  ten. There,  will  thefc  encourage  thee  ? 

Bea.  You  are  a  wife  client.  Sir  j  you  w  ill  not  ftarve 
a  good  caufe,   I  fee. 

0.  Ger.   I  fcom  it,   Beatrice. 

Bta.  One  thing  I  mull  advifc  you.  Sir ;  be  vigorous, 
prefs  your  fuit  home  to  her.   •  For  I  muft  tell  you,  there's 

*  a  young,  dcbauch'd,  lewd  fellow,  juft   fuch  another 

*  as  your  own   fon    is,    who  haunts  her  ev'ry  where ; 

*  makes  violent  love  to  her;  watches  all  opportunities  to- 

*  fpeak  to  her  ;  is  always  making  prefcnts,  and  fending 

*  letters  tt>  her.      I'll  watch  him  narrowly  ;    I'll  fpoil  his 

*  fport.      I'U   manage  Mr  Gerald's  caufe  fo  well,  if  I 

*  get   not  my   young  miflrefs  for  him,  I'll  forfeit  my 

*  maidenhead. 

'  0.  Ger.  Come  hither,   I  muft  kifs  thee  ;   I  \yill  kifs 

*  thee  ;  thou  art  a  pretty,  witty,  merry  rogue,  and  I'll 

*  provide  for  thee. 

•  Bia.*  Farewell,  Sir ;  remember  four  o'clock.  If 
jou  brouglat  fome  jewels  with  you,  necklaces,  rings,  and 

brac«letdi^ 
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l?racekt8,   oflly  to   fliew  her,    Sir — Young  girls,   yott 
know,  are  mightily  taken  with  fuch  fine  things. 

0.  Ger.  I'll  do't,  my  girl !  TU  do't !— I'll  home  and 
gick  out  of  my  cabinet  the  beft  of  all  my  pawns,  and 
Ijring  'em  to  her.— But  firft  I'll  be  fpruc'd  up  ;  I  will 
be  fhav'd  and  waih'd,  and  perfum'd  too  ;  put  on  a  clean 
band,  and  my  beft  wig,  my  new  hat,  and  put  a  clean 
handkerchief  ia  my  pocket ;  and  then — at  four  o'clock 
—ay,  that's  tKe  hour— I'll— -only  to  (hew  her. 

[^Exeunt  fe^raUly.  ■ 
Enter  Young  Gerald  and  Crifpin. 
Crif.  Well,  Sir,  what  think  you  now  of  my  advacn- 
tures  ? 

T.  Ger.  Why,  truly,  they  were  extraordinary^ 

Cr'tJ.  A  dead  man — a  doftor — an  aftrologer > 

T.  Ger-  You  made  your  way  through  many  difficul- 
ties ;  but,  for  my  fake,  you  muft  once  more  go  to  the. 
doctor's  houfe. 

Cnf  Who  I,   Sir?, 
r.  Ger.  Yes. 

Crif.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir ;  you  may  go  and  ven- 
ture yourfeif,  if  you  pleafe. 

T.  Ger.  Should  I  go,  and  be  fcen  there  by  the  doc- 
tor, 1  ruin  our  defign,  and  lofe  my  miftrefs ;  he'll  tell 
my  father  that  I'm  in  toWnr  You.  run  no  hazard,  for 
he  knows  you  not. 

Crif  No   hazard   call   you    it  ?     I  hazard  my  legs, 
arms,  veins^  arteries,  and  mufcles  ;  and,  in  the  doftor's: 
gibberifli,   I  hazard  incifion,  difieftion,  amputation,  andi» 
circulation:,  through  the  fyftole  to  the  diaftole. — Why,„ 
Sir,  in  fuch  a  cafe,  a  phyfician  cuts  up  a  man  with  as- 
little  remorfe  as  a  hangman  carves  a  traitor i 

T.  Ger.  For  all  that,  you  muft  venture  your  precious 
fdf  once  more.     When   I  get  my  miftrefs,    I'll  make 

thee  ample  fatisfaflion, 

Crif  Well,  if  I  muft  I  muft. 1  faw  a  phyfTcian's 

habit  hang  up  at  a  broker's  (hop  hard  by;  hire  it  for 
roe  — I  had  rather  appear  before  him  in  the  (hape  of  a 
doftor  than  a  dead  man. '1  hat  habit,  pills,  and  im- 
pudence, brought  me  off  before,  and  may  again. 

T.  Ger.  While  1  fecure  the- habit,  ftep  to  my  father's 
Attdibciuc  the  money. 
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Crif  I  will ; — but  firft,  Sir,  tell  me  what  is  Latia 
for — I  am  a  doftor. 

T.  Ger.  Medicus  fum 

Crif.  Very  well ;  medicus  fum — Go  about  your  bu- 

Cnefs,  I'H  about  mine.     Medicus  fum. 

\_Exit  Young  Gerald. 
Well,  'tis  a  fine  thing  to  underftand  Latin. — I  muft  be 

fare  not  to  forget  medicus  fum. Now  I'll  to  the  old 

man. Ho  !  talk  of  the  devil  and  his  horns  appear. 

Enter  Old  Gerald  ,itij  Martin. 

0.  Ger.  O  Crifpin,  where's  your  mailer  ?  tell  mc 
true  ? 

Crif.  Where  (hou'd  he  be  ?  at  the  univerfity — 

0  Ger.  Ay,  he  (hou'd  be  at  the  univerfity — but 
where  is  he,  ha  ? 

Crif  I  ^va^rant  in  his  chamber,  hard  at  fludy ;  or 
elfe  in  the  fchools  chopping  logic.  Pleafc  you  to  give 
me  the  money,  Sir,  that  I  may  return  to  him  with 
fpeed. 

JVljr.  Give  you  the  money  ? — ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Crif.  What  do  you  fneer  at,  ha  ? 

Mar.  Money  !   who's  the  fool  then  ? 

Crif.  Meddle  with  your  own  bufinefs,  firrah,  or  I'll 
give  you  a  douce  o'  the  chaps. 

0.  Ger.    Be  quiet,  knave. 

Crif  A  jackanapes  ! — to  interrbpt  me — 

0.  Ger.  Have  done,  I  fay. — Se vend  of  my  acquaint- 
ance tell  me  they  have  fccn  him  here  ;  here  in  this 
town. 

Crif  O  abominable  ! 

0.  Ger.   Sirrali,  confefs  the  truth  ;  is  he  in  town  ? 

'  •  //I  Medicus  fum — he  is  not  here  indeed.  Sir. 
'Jar.  He  equivocates.    Sir. — Here  ?    no,  he  is  not 
ii/e, 

0.  Ger.  But,  flave,  he  is  in  town. 

Crif   No. 

0.  G  r.  I  lie  then,  do  I  ? 

Crif  Medicus  fum. 

0.  Ge'.  What's  that  you  mutter,  rafcal  ! 

Crif  A  word  I  Icarn'd  at  the  univerfity.— Medicus 
fum  ;  that  is,  I  am  a  doftor. 

Mar.  Yes,  of  the  lying  faculty. — 

Crif, 
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Cnf.  Sirrah,  if  I  had  you  in  another  place,  I  wou'd— 

Mar.  What  wou'd  you  do  ? 

Crif.   I  wou'd  difle(^   you,  rafcal ;  run  my  fill  thra' 
your  fyflole  and  diallole. 

Mar.  Come  and  you  dare  ;  let's  fee  what  you  can  do  ? 

0.  Ger.  Saucy  knaves,  forbear. 

[  They  offer  to  fight ;  O.  Gerald  holds  up  his  cane^ 

Crif'  Sirrah,   I'll  rip  up  your  belly  from  the  xiphoid 
cartilage  to  the  os  pubis,  you  dog. 

0.  Ger.  The  fellow's  mad Be  quiet,  or  I'll  cud- 
gel both  of  you. Well,  Crifpin,  ilnce  your  mailer's 

not  in  town,  return  you   to  the  uaiverfity  ;  tell  him, 
next  week  I'll  fend  the  money  to  him  by  the  carrier. — 

Crif.   But,   Sir — 

0.  Ger.  One  word  more,  and  bamboo  Ihall  fly  about 
your  ears. 

Crif.  Well,  I  know  what  I  know.— 

0.  Ger.  What  do  you  know  ? 

Crif  That  I'll  be  reveng'd  of  that  audacious  villain^ 

0.  Ger.   For  what,  rafcal  ? 

Crif.  Becaufe  he's  a  fac-totum,  and  fcts  you  agalnft 
my  young  mailer  and  me.. 

0.  Ger.  Sirrah,  firrah,  I  cou'd  find  in  my  heart—— 

Crif.  Ay,  llrike,  if  you  think  good. 

0.  Ger.  Say  you  fo  !     There's  for  you  then. 

[Gtr^iA  firikes  at  Crifpin  :  he  ducks. — Gerald,  71/ if 
Jing  his  bloiu,  falls. r—Cr'ii^mi, gives  Martin  a  cuff 
and  a  trip;  throius  him do'wn,  and  runs  off."] 

Crif.  Medicus  fum.  [^Exif. 

0.  Ger.  Help  me  up,  good  Martin. 

Mar.  Oh,  oh  !   I  want  help  myfelf,  Sir  :  the  rogue 
has  broke  my  crupper. 

0.  Ger.  The  villain  has  rumpled  my  clean  neckcloth- 
too. 

Mar.   If  ever  I  light  on  him 

0.  Ger.  Be  patient,  Martin. 

Mar.  I  mull,  whether  I  will  or  no.. 

0.  Ger.  Go  home,   Marj:in,   I  have  bufmefs  another 
way. A  dog  !  Medicus  fum  !  [£.v/V  Martin. 

This  is  the  hour  ;  'tis  jufl  four  by  my  watch:  if  Bea- 
trice prevails,  I  am  made  for  e»er»^ 
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Enter  Beatrice. 
Bea.  O  Sir,  are  you  come  ?     I  have  been  peq)ing 
for  you  at  the  window  a  whole  half  hour. 

0.  Ger.  Is  the  coaft  clear  ?     Where's  my  Angelica  ? 
Sta.  No  queflions,  but  come  in.  \JExeunt* 

S  c  E  N  B,   The  Laboratory. 

Enter  Angelica,  met  by  Old  Gerald  and  Beatrice. 

Bea.  Look  here,  Madam,  here's  Mr  Gerald  comC 
to  kifs  your  hands. 

0.  Ger.  With  your  favour,  Madam — [falutes  her.) 

Ang.  Well,  Mr  Gerald,  you  fee  my  maid  has  pre- 
vail'd  with  me. — She  gives  you  great  commendations 
ttoo. 

0.  Ger.  Ay,  my  fweet  ;  I'll  make  'em  all  good,  I 
warrant  you. 

Ang.  I  doubt  not  but  you'll  love  me,  Mr  Gerald. 
But  what  reafon  is  there  for  me  to  love  a  man  in  years, 
as  you  are  ? 

0.  Ger.  I  have  many  rcafons  for  your  car,  more  for 

your  eye. Look  here,  my  queen  ;  here's  a  necklace 

of  pearl  worth  about  five  hundred    pounds. Then 

here's  a  fet  of  bodkins  for  your  hair,   coil   fourfcore 

pounds. Then   here's  a  crochet  of  diamonds,   coll 

three  hundred  : — All,  all  rtiall  be  yours — my  little  moufc, 
my  pigeon,  my  watenvagtail. —    {^Knocking  at  the  door. 

Ang.  O  heav'n  !  fomebody  knocks. — I  am  ruin'd  if 
my  mother  finds  you  here. 

Bea.  Ah,  Madam,  what  will  become  of  mc  ? 

Aug.  For  heav  n's  fake,  hide  yourfelf ;  do,  Mr  Ge- 
rald. 

0.  Ger.  How  ?  where  ?  I'll  do  any  thing  my  dear 
will  have  me. 

Bea.  Then  ftrip  yourfelf  to  your  waiftcoat  and  draw- 
ers, and  lie  at  your  length  here  on  this  tabic. —  I'll  tell 
my  mafter  you're  t!ic  dead  body  fent  in  to  be  difTcfted. 

Ang.  Quickly,  Mr  Gerald  ;  if  you  love  mc,  deny  me 
not. 

{J^tthin) — Beatrice,  Beatrice! 

Bea.  Make  hafte,  or  we're  undone.   {Theyjirip  hhn.^ 

( IVithin) — Open  the  door :  why,  Beatrice,  where  are 
1  yoa  ?  '^ 

Bea. 
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Bca.  So,  fo ;  whate'er  they  fay  or  do,  be  Aire  you 
flir  not  for  your  life. 

0.  Ger.  So,  fo  ;   I  am  dead  as  a  herring. 

Bea.  Whatever  happens.  Sir,  be  not  afraid — Come 
\n.  \_Exit  Angelica. 

Enter  Crifpin  like  a  doHor^  Young  Gerald  as  his  man, 

Bea.   I  thought  I  heard  my  mafter  and  miftrefs. 

Crif,  Fait  and  troth,  they  will  be  after  coming  pre- 
fently — Och,  honey,  where  is  the  dead  carcafe  for  dif- 
feftion  ? 

Bea.   Here,  Sir. 

Crif.  Pherry  good. — Upon  my  flioul,  I'll  make  obfer- 
vation  of  the  wifage. — Oh  boo,  boo,  boo  !  devil  burn 
me,  joy,  he  has  bafe  countenance.  Arra  fait  he  was  a 
thejf — a  cut-throat — hanging  phas  too  good  for  him. 
Upon  my  fhoul  I'll  begin  the  diffeftion  now  the  body 
is  warm. 

Bea.  What,  before  my  mafter  comes  ? 

Crif.  Ay  fait,  honey. — Phere  is  my  man  ?  Pher* 
are  the  inftruments  ? 

Y.  Ger.   Here,  Sir,  here. 

Bea.  Blefs  me  !  what's  that  great  knife  for  ? 

Crif.  My  flioul,  that  will  cut  from  jugular  to  jugular 
—as  thus 

Bea.   Hold,    Sir,    I  befeech  you Fear  nothing, 

Mr  Gerald  (  /^Jide  to  him.) — What  is  that  terrible  faw  for? 

Crif.  Och,  my  life  !  that  is  the  difmembering  faw,  to 
faw  off  the  leg,  or  the  hand,  down  jufl  above  the  joint. 

You  will  fee. 

[[Crifpin  draius  one  leg  from  the  other,  and  one  ar^n 
front  his  lody,  and  Gerald  dranvs  'em  clofe  to 
him  again. 

Crif.  Oh  boo,  boo,  boo  ! — Devil  burn  me,  I  did  lay 
one  arm  here,  and  one  leg  here,  to  faw  off  in  the  middle, 
and  upon  my  fhoul  the  arm  and  the  leg  are  both  gone 
quite  home  again  to  the  body. — Fait,  this  is  the  ftran- 
geft  living  dead  body  that  ever  I  faw  in  my  life. 

Bea.  Oh,  Sir,  I  have  feen  whole  bodies,  after  they 
have  lain  here  a  day  or  two,  get  up,  and  run  away. 

0.  Ger.  And  fo  will  I ;  I'll  not  ftay  to  be  butcher'd 
here. 

\^He  leaps  off  the  tahle^  as  he  is  sresping  out,  the 

:    Doaor 


T  H  E   A  N  A  T  O  M  I  S  T.  «; 

Dollar  ami  his  U'iff  enters  ; — ihc  DcSicr  pi's  ever 
him. 
Doc.  Diable  m'«iporte  !  vat  ftrange  ting  vas  dat  nm 
over  me  ? 

Bea.  Why,  Sir,  as  I  was  (hcming  Mj-  do^or  here  the 
dead  body  that  was  fent  from  the  gallows,  he  felt  his 
pulfe  ;  and  laying  his  hand  on  his  breaft,  he  found  his 
heart  panted  :  then  he  took  his  incifion-knife,  and,  be- 
fore he  could  touch  his  naked  fkin,  up  darted  the  dead 
body,  and  ran  away,  juft  as  you  faw. 

Crif.  All  this  is  true,  Sir,  as  I  am  a  member  of  the 
'  dined  faculty. 

D:>c.  Parblieu,  I  am  amaze  ! 

Enter  Old  Gerald. 
C.  Lr:r.  O  undone  !  Undone  I 
/f/L  Ah,  ah!    \^fcrcatHing.'] 
IViftr.  He's  come  again,  huftand  ;  ah,  ah  ! 
Dec    In  de  name  of  goodncfs,  vat  de  devil  are  you  : 
0.  Ger.  Undone,   I  fay  undone. 
Dsc.  Etes  vous  fpiritc,  ou  flcfli  and  blood  ?  anfcrc. 
0.  Ger.  Give  me  my  cloaths,  my  jewels,  I  fay  ! 
Doc.  Parblieu  !   I  believe  it   is  our   vcr  good  friend 
arid  neighbour,  Monfieur  Girardc  ! 

0   Ger.  The  fame,  the  fame  !     O  dear,  O  dear  ! 
Doc   Et  pourquoi  faitcs  vous  tant  bruit  ?  — vat  you 
make  a  dis  noife  ? — *et  vy  you  come  vidout  your  brccchts 
in  dlsnally  poilure  ?' 

0.  Ger.  That  baggage  there,  and  the  young  witch 
)Ur  daughter,  have  contnv'd  to  abufc  and  cheat  me  out 
f  two  thoufand  pounds  worth  of  jewels  that  were  pawn'd 
J  me. — How,  my  fon  liere  ! 

Enter  Young  Gerald  ard  Angelica. 
T.  Ger.  Yes,-  Sir,  and  my  wife. 
0.  Ger,  And  married  too  ?  then  all  is  at  an  end :  but 
where  are  my  cloaths,  and — 

T.  Ger.  Your  ch>aths  are  fafe  enough,  Sir — Crifpiti 
can  tell  you  how  I  came  by  *cm. 
Doc.  Crifpin  ! 

YTr//;  Dodor  Crifpin,  Sir,  at  your  fcrvlce  !     {^Struts, 
Doc.  Aha  !  parblieu,  he  be  one  bien  comic  figure  ! 
0.  Ger.  Crifpin — my  rogue  ? 

Crif.  Non  ro^u3,  nor.  do<ij\:s  j n-.cdicus  fum. 

Vot.  I.  li  0.  Ger. 
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0.  Gsr.  Give  me  my  jewels!  my  jewels,  I  fay  — 

Y.  Ger.  The  jewels,   Sir,  fo  well  become  my  wife,   I 
think  you  cannot  in  confcience  demand  them  back. 

0.  Ger.  How  !  what ! 

^ng.  They  were  his  own  free  gift ;  he  fcorns  to  take 
what  he  has  given  me. 

Doc.  Cell  vrai — 'tis  very  true. Aha  !   etez  vous 

marrie  done  ? — e  bien  !    blefsa  you  bot   togeder,    you 

prit  littel  devil  you  ! Monfieur  GIrarde,  you  mufta 

forgive  dem. — Ecoutes — ve  vill  ave  a  de  bon  fuppe,  et 
be  ver  merry  tous  enfemble — alia  togeder ;  et  done  ve 
vill  hear  les  avantures  de  doftor  Crifpin. 

Crif.  Beatrice  and  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  ftory ; 
A«d  as  we  fnack'd  the  fees,  we'll  (hare  the  glory. 
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Scene,  Bithynia. 


ACT      I. 

Enter  tie  King  and  Camillo. 

King. 

THOU  know'ft,  my  worthy,  my  endearM  Camillo, 
How  much  pritlc€  Florizel,  mv  fon,  afflids  mc 

H  2  '  WiUt 
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With  the  ftrange  courfes  he  of  late  hath  follow'd. 
We  oft  have  vvonder'd  whence  arofe  the  change 
So  vifible  in  thoughts,  words,  looks,  and  aftions. 

Cam.    I  oft  have  thought  it  llrange. 

King.  My  good  Camillo, 
I've  had  intelligence,  the  time  he  Heals 
From.  Up,  from  iludy,  and  from  manly  feats 
And  cxercife  of  arms,  is  buried  all 
Beneath  an  aged  fliepherd's  fordid  roof, 
Wliofe  bleating  flocks  fpread  o'er  that  beauteous  vale 
That  winds  along  the  river's  fide  ;  a  ftrangei", 
Here  fettled  in  Bithynia  fome  few  yeara ; 
Who  yet  beyond  th'  imagination  rofe 
Of  ail  his  neighbours,  yea,  from  very  nothing, 
To  large  poiTeffious  and  imnumber'd  (locks. 

CafK.  I've  heard  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath  a  daughter 
Of  note  moll  rare,  beyond  her  low  ellate. 

Kir/g.  Ay,  that's  the  angle  plucks  him  to  his  ruin. 
Pool !   to  be  caught  with  fuch  a  paltry  bait ! 
*  A  woman's  bait ! — 'I  cou'd  have  patience  with  him. 
Meant  he  to  fport  it  with  the  amorous  wench  ; 
But,  O  Camillo  !  where  (hall  I  find  patience  ? 
— 1  hou'lt  not  believe  me,,  fnou'd  I  fwear  it  true, — 
My  fon,  prince  Florizel,   Bithynia's  hopes. 
My  kingdom's  heir,  this  very  day  intends 
To  wed  the  daughter  of  that  bafe-born  clown  ! 

Cam.  A  prince  to  wed  a  peafant ! 

King.   'Tis  moil  certain.. 
But  to  confound  him  pafl  all  contradi£lioji, 
We  mean,  at  once,  to  prove  and  to  prevent  it. 
To-day  old  A  Icon  (that's  her  fiither's  name) 
Holds  an  accuflom'd  rite  facred  to  Pan, 
The  god  of  flocks  :   it  is  their  fliearers  feafl; ; 
At  w^hich  he  means  to  folemnize  the  nuptials 
With  rural  pomp  and  palloral  fefcivity  ; 
But  I  fliall  difconcert  'em.     I'll  thither ; 
And  thou,  Camillo,  ihall  attend  me  too, 
Difguis'd  like  ftrangcrs  chance  had  fummon'd  there. 

Cam.  You  may  difpofe  me  as  your  grace  fliall  lift  : 
Yet  mil  I  think  the  prince,  in  your  report, 
Is  much  abus'd.     I  fcarcc  can  think  it  true. 

King. 
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King.  I'll  think  as  thou  'till  I  have  prov'd  the  faft. 

[^Exeunt. 

Scene,  A  rural profpeii  near  Alcon'g  houfe.     FlorizeL 
and  Perdita  difcover'*d fitting. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds,  to  each  part  of  yoa 
Do  give  a  life  :   No  fhepherdefs ;  but  Flora, 
Peering  in  April's  front.     This  your  (heep-fhcaring 
Js  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods. 
And  you  the  queeo  of  it ! 
Per.  My  gracious  lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extremes  it  not  becomes  mc  : 
O  pardon  that  I  name  them  !     Your  high  felf, 
The  gracious  mark  o'  the  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maic% 
"■lolt  goddefs-likc  prank'd  up. 

Flo.   I  blcfs  the  time 
When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  acroff 
Thy  father's  ground  ;  ccleltial  guide  to  where 
My  treafure  lay. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe  ; 
To  me  the  dift'rence  forges  dread  ;  your  greatnefa 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear :  even  now  I  tremble. 
To  think  your  father,  by  fomc  accident, 
Shou'd  pafs  this  way  as  you  did      O  the  fates ! 
How  wou'd  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble. 
Vilely  bound  up  !     What  wou'd  he  fay  ?  or  how 
Should  I,  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  flaunts,  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefcnce  ? 

Fl:.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity  :  The  gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  fhapes  of  beads  upon  them.     Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  ;  the  green  Neptuuc 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  fire-rob'd  god, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain. 
As  I  fecm  now.     '1  heir  transfonnations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chaile, 
Since  my  wifhes  run  not  before  my  honour. 
Nor  my  dcfires  burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 
Thii  day,  my  Perdita,  fliall  make  thee  rciuc  ! 

H  \  >j»tAij.v 
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Speak  to  me,  love  !   and  charm  me  with  thy  voice. 

Per.  No  ;  let  me  only  anfvver  you  witli  blufhes. 
If  I  fhou'd  fpeak,  you'd  think  I  were  too  fond  : 
My  tongue's  afham'd  t'  interpi-et  for  my  heart. 

Flo.  Hence  with  referve  ;  it  is  a  foe  to  love. 
What  you  tell  me  is  whifper'd  to  yourfelf. 
Virtue  and  love  may  harmlefs  fport  together, 
Like  little  lambs  that  wanton  on  the  plain  ; 
While,  like  a  faithful  paftor  by  their  fide, 
Honour  keeps  off  each  ravenous  defire. 

Per.  I  think  you  love  me  ;  and  I  think  there  i* 
Such  virtue  fhines  about  you,  that  I  dare 
Intrull  mine  honour  to  your  faithful  love. 
Oft,  oft  I  wifh  thou  wert  fome  peafant  fwain, 
Born  lowly  as  myfelf ;  then  fhou'd  we  live 
Unknown,  unenvy'd,  in  our  humble  Hate, 
Content  with  love  beneath  the  cottage  ftraw. 

FIt.  By  heav'n,  there's  fuch  a  charm  in  all  thy  words». 
I  wifh  I  were  jull  what  you'd  have  me  be ; 
Diilinguilh'd  only  from  the  reft  by  love. 
But,  dearell  Perdita,  with  thefe  forc'd  thoughts 
I  pray  thee  darken  not  this  day  of  mirth  ; 
For,  truft  me,  love,   I  will  be  ever  thine. 

Be  merry,  gentle! \_FlouriJh.'\ 

The  guefts  are  come  j  let's  in  and  entertain  'em: — 
Chearily,  nor  think  of  ought  but  jollity  and  love. 

\_E-xeunt. 

SCENE,^  The  Country.     Enter  King  a «z^  Camillo  like  old 

yeomen. 

King.   I  am  certain  it  cannot  be  far  off,  though  we 

have  loft  our  way Who  have  we  here?     We'll  a{k 

this  merry  fellow. 

Enter  Autolicus  finging. 
When  daffodils  begin  to  peere, 
Witli  hey  the  doxy  o,ver  the  dale. 

Why  then  comes  in  the  fweet  o'  the  year ; 
For  the  red  blood  reigns  o'er  the  winter's  pale. 

The  lark  that  tirra  lyra  chants, 
With  hey,  with  hey  the  thruih  and  the  jay, 
Are  fummer-fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts, 
As  wc  lie  tumbling  iji  the  hay. 
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King.  Why,  fellow!— 

Aut.  Fellow  !  fellow  quotha  1  who  made  you  and  me 
fellows  ?     Do  you  know  wlio  you  fpeak  to.  Sir  ? 
King.  No,   truly. 

Aut.  I  thought  fo  by  your  manners.  I'd  have  yoa 
ij  know,  Sir,  I've  b-'cn  at  court,  Sir,  and  ^"•  -  '  — 
the  king,  Sir. 

King.  I  cry  you  mercy.  Sir:  I  did  not  know  y  m 
had  been  fo  great  a  man.  And  pray  how  do  you  like 
him  ? 

jiut.  Why,    hum  !    but  fo  fo  ;  fo  fo :  and  yet  hc*s 
well  enough  too ;  but  that   he  nvants  it  hire  a  littU  ; 
he's  not  the  'wifcji  man  in  the  world  ;  but  a  damn'd  merry 
fellow  for  all  that,  and  an  excellent  companion. 
King.  I'hen  you  and  he  have  been  acquainted. 
Aut.  i\s  great  as  cup  and  can.  Sir.     Lord,  lord,  I 
all  never  fi>rget  the  day  that  I  and  he — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — 
rvvou'd  make  you  die  with  laughing,  to  fee  the  old 
woman  foufe  the  king  with  a  jKiil  of  fuds — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
I  never  fpent  fuch  a  day — But  I'll  fing  you  a  fong  the 
ig  made  upon  that  very  occaiion.    \_5ings.^ 
The  white  fheet  hkaching  o'er  the  hedge. 

With  hey  the  fwccL  birds  how  they  ling  ! 
Doth  fet  my  pnigging  tooth  an  edge  ; 
For  a  pot  of  ale  is  a  diih  for  a  king. 
King.   Did  the  king  make  this  ? 
Aut.  I    help'd   Kim    a   little;  for,  at  I  laid,  he  u 
fomewhat  dulL     He  finilh'd   the  three  firft  lines,  and 
was  damnably  fet  for  a  rhime  tojing ;  when   I  takes  up 
the  pot,  and»  flapping  him  on  the  back,  hit  off  at  once. 
For  a  pot  cf  ali  is  a  dtjh  f:r  a  kiir^. — But  to  fee  how  he 
look'd  when  he  found  I  had  drank  it  all  off — ha,  ha,  ha! 
I  (hall  never  fv^rget  it,  were  I  to  Hve  a  thoufand  years: 
but  we  had  t'other  pot,  and  then  compos'd  t'other  fong 
upon  this  lame  wafli-woman's  fair  daughter.     You  (hall 
ar  that  too — hem,  hem  !     SJSings.'^ 
The  linen  by  her  fingers  preft, 
Convey'd  love's  poifon  to  my  bread  ; 
My  heart  grew  hot,  I  felt  the  hurt ; 
I  die,  like  Herc'les,  by  a  fhirt. 
Cupid,  to  wound,  took  neither  bow  nor  dart ; 
Bu:  with  her  £moothing-Iioo  fir'd  my  heart. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  the  king's  a  rare  poet,  with  a  little  of  my  help.— 
The  king  and  I  had  a  hot  difpute  about  the  fourth  line, 

/  die,  like  Hercules,  by  ajhirt. 
He  faid  it  was  a  good  comparifement  for  a  king,  but 
wou'dn't  do  for  a  pedlar ;  whereof  I  look'd  four ;  and 
afk'd,  Why  fo,  pray  ?  Becaufe,  faid  he,  few  pedlars 
die  worth  a  fliirt.  There  he  had  me  on  the  hip  ;  and  we 
both  laugh'd  fo  heartily,  that  I  was  oblig'd  to  drink  off 
the  rell  o'  the  beer,  or  I  fhou'd  have  burft.  In  troth 
he's  a  good-humour'd  man,  and  a  pretty  poet,  to  my 
thinking.     Come,  you  mull  buy  it. 

King.  Nay,  fince  'tis  the  king's  poetry,  'tis  fit  all  his 
good  fubjefts  fhou'd  buy  it ;  and  if  thou'lt  fet  us  on  our 
way,  there's  money  for  thee. 

Aut.   I've  no  change,  mafter. 

King.  I  want  none ;  thou  may'ft  keep  it  all.  And 
now,  1  pray  thee,  without  further  words,  which  is  the 
neareil  way  to  the  houfe  of  one  Alcon,  an  aged  yeomaa 
of  good  repute,  that  lives  hereabouts  ? 
■  Aut.  Are  you  going  to  malter  Alcon's  ?  I'm  hear- 
tily glad  of  it ;  for  I  fhall  meet  you  there  by  and  by; 
There's  to  be  high  doings ! — a  fheep-fhearing  and  a 
wedding ;  and  if  that  will  not  make  fport  enough  for 
one  day,  I  wonder  at  it.  We  (hall  not  lack  for  good 
cheer,  I  warrant  you  ;  and  I  hope  to  fell  a  parcel  of  my 
wares. 

King.  Doll  thou  believe  it  now,  Camillo  ?    \_Apart.'\ 

Cam.  But  pray,  who  is  to  be  married  there  ? 

Aut.  Why,  young  Mrs  Perdita,  his  daughter  ;  the 
prettieft  lafs,  mafter ! — Od's  life,  fhe'll  make  thy  old 
gums  water  when  thou  fee'ft  her.  When  you  go  there, 
put  it  about,  that  we  may  all  kifs  the  bride.  1  long 
dearly  to  have  one  fmack  at  her. 

Cam.  And  what  is  he  that  is  defign'd  her  hufband  ? 

Aut.  Why,  fqme  give  out  that  he's  a  gentleman  ; 
but  this  world  is  fo  Itrangely  given  to  lying,  that  I 
fcarce  believe  a  word  in  ten  I  hear  to  any  body's  advan- 
tage :  but  if  he  were,  I'm  fure  he's  nothing  the  better 
for  that ;  for  I  never  v/as  acquainted  with  a  gentleman, 
that  is  to  fay,  to  drink  with  him  or  fo,  that  was  not 
the  faddeft  dog  in  nature.  Your  gentlemen  are  fad 
dogs !  fad  dogs  indeed !     Dut  this  young  man  has  too 

ffoodi 
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good  a  charafter  for  a  gentleman  :  Alas  !  they  fay  he 
has  honour,  and  honclly,  and  love,  and  virtue,  and  all 
that  trumpery  ftuff,  that  you  never  meet  with  in  gentle- 
men now  a-days  :  but  its  no  matter;  Alcon  hathcnougli 
for  her  and  him  too,  thougii  he  were  as  poor,  and  as 
extravagant,  as  any  gentlciuan  of  'em  all. 

King.  But  Alcon,   I  fuppofe,  knows  for  certain  vho 
and  what  he  is  to  whom  he  jnvcs  his  (!au>;hter  ? 

jiut.   I  know  not  tliat ;   'tis  none  of  my  concern. 

King.  Then  pray  dirc(tt  us  thitlicr. 

j^ut.  Come  here — You  go  along  this  foot-path  (for 
if  you  tread  in  the  grafs,  you'll  have  a  quarter-ftaff  over 
your  pate)  ;  crois  the  Rile  at  the  end  o'  the  meadow; 
then  wind  aloag  the  river's  lide  to  where  it  tumbles  and 
fiounccs  down  the  rock  as  white  as  iillabub  ;  then  turn- 
ing to  the  left,  mount  up  the  riling  ground,  leaving  the 
wood  a  little  to  the  right,  till  coming  to  a  fpacious  lawn, 
clofe  nibbk'd  by  the  (heep  as  if  'twere  (horn,  ilraight  on 
you  may  defcry  old  Alcon's  dwelling  ;  though  not  a 
fine  one,  the  warmeft  hereabouts.  Some  bufincfs  calls 
me  another  way ;  but  in  an  hour  I'll  be  with  you  there. 
[^Singj  ]  Jog  on,  jog  on,  the  footi->ath-way. 
And  mt-rrily  bend  the  ilile — a  ; 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day. 

Your  fad  one  tirca  in  a  mile — a.  \^Exk» 


ACT      II. 

Scene  difcovers  Alcon,    Florizel,    Perdita,    the  King, 
Camillo,   'vjitb  Shepherds  and  Sbepherd:j[is. 

^/.  X ^ T  Elcome,  kind  friends!  welcome,  gentle  flran- 

This  day  we  dedicate  to  mirth  and  feafting. 
You're  welcome  all :   I  pray  you  lack  for  nothing. 

King.  Cou'd'll  thou  believe  this,  had  not  thy  own  eyes 
Borne  uncorrupted  witnefs  of  the  truth  ?    [TV  Cathillo.'^ 

A'.   Fie,  daughter,  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day  (lie  was  both  pantlcr,  butler,  cook. 
Both  dame  and  fervant ;  wclcom'd  all,  ferv'd  all ; 
Wou'd  ling  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn. 

You 
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You  are  retir'd, 

As  If  you  were  a  fcafted  one,  and  not 

The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting.     Pray  you  bid 

Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome  ;  for  it  is 

A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 

Come,  quench  your  bhiihes,  and  prefent  yourfelf 

That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'  the  feaft.     Come  ou. 

And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  iheep-fhearing, 

As  your  good  flocks  fhall  profper. 

Pt;r.   Sirs,  you  are  welcome. 
It  is  my  father's  will  I  fliou'd  take  on  mc 
The  hoftefsfhip  o'  the  day.     You're  welcome,  Sirsv 
Give  me  thofe  flow'rs,  Dorcas.      Reverend  Sirs> 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue  :  thefe  keep. 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long. 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both} 
And  welcome  to  our  fhearing. 

K'rig.  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you  :  well  you  fit  our  ag«» 
With  flow'rs  cf  winter. 

Per.   Here  are  flow'rs  for  you  j 
Hot  lavender,  mint,  favory,  marjoram, 
The  marygold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  fun, 
And  with  him  rifes  weeping.     Thefe  are  flow'rs 
Of  middle-fummer ;  and  I  think  they  are  giv'n 
To  men  of  middle  age.     Y'are  welcome. 

Cam,  I  fhou'd  leave  grazing  were  I  of  your  flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out,  alas  ! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  blalls  of  January  [fricndj, 

Wou'd  blow  you  through  and  through.  Now,  my  falreft 
I  wou'd  I  had  fome  flow'rs  o'  the  fpring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  your's,  and  your's, 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maiden  bluflies.     O  Proferpina  ! 
For  the  flow'rs  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'fl  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  :  daffbdiis, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  ;  violets,  dim, 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cytherea's  breath ;  pale  prirarofes, 

That 
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That  die  unmarry'd  ere  they  can  behold 

Bright  Phoebus  in  his  llrength  ;  gold  oxlips,  and 

'i'hc  crown-imperial ;  lilies  of  all  kinds 

That  in  the  valley  grow.     O'  thefe  I  lack 

To  make  you  garlands  of,  and  my  fwect  friend 

To  llrbw  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flor,  What,  like  a  corfc  ? 

Per.  No;  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on ; 
Not  like  a  corfe — Come,  take  your  flow'rs: 
Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In  Whitfon  pailorals.     I'd  make  you  welcome. 
But  I  fear  I  weary  you. 

Flo.  Whate'cr  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  is  done.     When  you  fpeak,  fwect ! 
I'd  have  you  do  fo  ever;  when  you  ling, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell,  give  alms,  and  pTay 
In  fuch  fwect  notes;  and  ord'ring  your  affairs. 
To  fing  them  too ;  or  when  you  dance, 
I^ike  a  fmooth  wave  by  gentleft  winds  heav'd  up, 
So  move  you  to  the  mufic's  dulcet  breath, 
That  I  cou'd  wiih  the  motion  were  perpetual ! 

Per.  O  Doricles,  your  praifcs  arc  too  large. 

King.  This  is  the  prcttiefl  low-born  lafs  that  cvch- 
Ran  on  the  green-ford ;  nothing  fhe  does,  or  fecm«« 
But  fmacks  of  fomcthing  greater  than  herfelf. 
Too  noble  for  this  place.      Had  Florizel 
But  thought  of  bedding  \vithout  wedding, 
I  well4lou'd  like  his  liking.  [To  Camfllo. 

Ciiffu   In  good  footh,  (he  is  the  very  pofy  of  all  fweets. 

jII.  Come,  come,  you'd  have  the  paflime  to  yourfclves; 
But  you'l^pd  leifure,  time  hereafter. 

For  tales  otIovc. The  pailorals  begin, 

And  each  one  bear  a  burden  in  the  foug. 
Perdita  finpj. 
I.     ^ 
Come,  come,  my  good  fhephcrds,  our  flocks  we  mull  fliear. 
In  your  holiday  fuits  with  your  lafl'es  appear  : 
The  happicil  of  folks  are  the  guiltlcfs  and  free  — 
And  who  are  fo  guiltlefs,  fo  happy  as  wc  ? 

n. 

We  harbour  no  pafllons  by  luxury  tauglit  ; 
pradicc  no  arts  vviih  bypocrify  fraught; 

What 
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What  we  think  in  our  hearts  you  may  read  in  our  eyes; 
Tor,  knowing  no  falfehood,  we  need  no  difguife. 

III. 
By  mode  and  caprice  are  the  city-dames  led ; 
But  we  as  the  children  of  nature  are  bred  : 
By  her  hand  alone  we  are  painted  and  dreft ; 
For  the  rofes  will  bloom  Trhen  there's  peace  in  the  breaft. 

IV. 
That  giant  Ambition,  we  never  can  dread; 
Our  roofs  arc  too  low  for  fo  lofty  a  head: 
Content  and  fweet  checrfulntfs  open  our  door ; 
They  fmile  with  the  fimple,  and  feed  with  the  poor. 

V. 
When  love  has  pofTefs'd  us,  that  love  we  reveal ; 
Like  the  flocks  that  we  feed  are  the  paillons  we  feel ; 
So  harmlefs  and  fimple,  we  fpoil  and  we  play, 
And  leave  to  fine  folks  to  deceive  and  betray. 

King,   I  pray,  good  fhepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  that, 
"Whofe  happy  hand  is  to  thy  daughter's  lock'd. 
Like  turtles  pair'd,  that  never  mean  to  part  ? 

j/il.  They  call  him  Doricles  ;  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  breeding  ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  1  believe  it. 
He  looks  like  footh.     He  fays  he  loves  my  daughter  : 
I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  fland  and  read. 
As 'twere,  my  daughter's  eyes  :   And,  to  be  pfein, 
I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  choofe 
Who  loves  another  belt. — If  young  Derides 
Do  light  upon  her,   fne  fliall  bring  him  th^ 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  Clown. 
CI.  O  mailer,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and 
pipe  ;  no,  the  bagpipe  could  not  move  you  ;  he  fings 
feveral  tunes  fafter  than  you'll  tell  money ;  he  utters 
them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads  :  then  he  halh  ribbons  of 
all  the  colours  i'  the  rairbow  ;  inkles,  cambrics,  lawns, 
and  garters  for  the  maids ;  and  he  fmgs  'cm  over  as  they 
were  gods  or  goddcffes :  you  would  thinly  a  fmock  were 
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a  fhe-angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  fleeve-band,  and  the 
work  upon  the  guflct. 

King.  Admit  him  ;  he's  a  merry  fellow. 

^L  Ay,  bring  him  ;  we  are  for  all  mirth  to-dar. 

£.t3ter  AutoWcui Jinging. 

Will  you  buy  any  tape,  or  lace  for  your  cape, 

My  dainty  duck,  my  dear — a  ? 
Any  filk,  any  thread,  any  toys  for  your  head, 

Of  the  neweft  and  fineft  tine  ware — a  ? 
Come  to  the  pedlar  ;  money's  the  mcdler. 
That  uttercth  all  mens  ware — a. 

Clo.  What  haft  here  ?  Eallads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fome :  I  love  a  ballad  in  print, 
or  a  life  ;  for  then  we  are  furc  they  are  tnic. 

y^ut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  ufu- 
rcr's  wife  was  brought  to-bcd  with  twenty  money-bags 
at  a  burden ;  and  how  {he  l'"^-''!  to  cat  adders  heads 
and  toads  carbonado'd. 

Mcp.   Is  it  true,  think  you  : 

/^ut.  True,  upon  my  honour. — What !  do  you  think 
becaufe  I  carr^'  a  pack,  I'd  carry  a  pack  of  lies  about  ? 
Here's  the  midwife's  hand  to  it ;  one  Mrs  Taleporter, 
and  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefeiit.  I  myfclf  faw 
five  young  adders  creep  out  of  her  nollrils  and  in  again 
at  her  mouth. 

Dor.   Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurer  ! 

ylut.  Here's  another  ballad  of  a  great  huge  fifti,  with 
-VC8  like  full  moons,  and  twenty  rows  of  teeth  as  long 

plough-fhares,  with  a  tail  like  a  fier)'  dragon's,  which 
appeared  uj)on  the  coaft  the  3 2d  of  April,  new  ftilc, 
breathing  flames  and  briniftonc,  vomiting  out  pincu- 
(hions  and  love-letters.  It  fung  this  very  fong  againd 
hard-hearted  maids.  It  was  thought  this  beautiful 
monfter  was  a  woman;  and  that  (he  was  turn'd  into  a 
lionible  thornback,  for  ha\-ing  pierc'd  fo   many  young 

ens  hearts  in  this  world,  by  turning  her  beck  upoti 
^:n;  and  (he  now  continues  a  kind  of  frightful  fifli, 
call'd  an  Old  Maid.  Come,  buy  it.  Its  a  pretty  piti- 
ful ballad,  and  as  true  as  the  former.  {f^^^  retire. 

King.   How  now,  fair  (hcphcrd, 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomcthing,  that  does  take 
Vour  mind  from  feaiting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  yo'T^r, 

VoD.  I.  I 
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And  handed  love,  as  you  do,   I  was  wont 
To  load  my  (lie  with  knacks  :    I  would  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedlar's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,   I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  arc. 
The  gifts  fht  looks  from  me,  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart.     O  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  fhou'd  feem. 
Hath  fometime  lov'd.      I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand, 
Soft  as  the  down  of  Venus'  doves,  and  white 
As  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow, 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blafl  twice  o'er. 

King,  How  prettily,  young  fwain,  you  feem  to  wafh 
The  hand  was  fair  before  !      I've  put  you  out : 
But  to  your  proteftation  ;  let  me  hear, 
What  you  profefs  ? 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

King.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ! 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he  and  men ;  the  earth  and  heav'ns,  and  all 
The  ruling  planets  in  their  circling  orbs  ; 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  mod  imperial  monarch, 
Thereof  mofl;  worthy,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  ;  for  her  employ  them  all, 
Commend  them  and  condemn  them  to  her  fervice, 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

King.  Fairly  offer'd. 

Cam.  Tills  fhews  a  found  affedlion.  , 

Al.  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well ;  notliing  fo  well ;  no,  nor  mean  better. 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts,   I  cut  out 
'X  he  purity  of  his. 

Al.  And,  friends  unknown,  you  fhall  bear  witnefs  to't: 
Obferve  the  young  man  well,  and  note  him  fo. 
That  in  what  garb  hereafter  you  may  fee  him. 
Still  may  you  paint  his  features  in  your  mind. — 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Ker  portion  equal  his. 

Fk. 
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Flo.  O  !  that  muft  be 
I'  the  virtue  of  your  daughter  :  one  being  dead, 
I  (hall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder. 

yiut.  Mailer  Graybtard,    hark  !    a  word  with  you  ; 
be  fure  you  remember  to  let  us  all  kifs  the  bride. 

King.  Fear  it  not ;  when  they  are  married,  you  (hall 
kifs  the  bride. 

Flo.  Come  on  ;  why  do  you  now  delay  my  blifl  ? 

King.  Soft,  fwain,  a  while ;  'befeech  you. 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  :  but  what  of  him  ? 

King.   Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flc.  He  neither  docs  nor  fhall. 

King.  Methinks  a  father 
Is  at  the  nuptial  of  his  ion  a  gueil 
That  beft  becomes  the  table.     Pra)   ^u-  vi.%w  i.iviv- 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonablc  affairs  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir  ; 
Ho  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ikrength  indeed 
Than  moft  have  of  his  age. 

King.  By  my  white  beard. 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  untilial.     Let  him  know  it. 

Fb.  He  fhall  not. 

King.   Prithee  let  him. 

Flo.  No ;  he  muft  not. 

A^.  Let  him,  my  fon,  he  fliall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Fh.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not. 
'■'on  interrupt  us,  Sir:  no  more  of  this, 
:'jut  mark  our  vows  ! 

King.  Mark  your  divorc«,  young  Sir, 

[^Difcovfring  himfelf. 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledg'd.     Thou  a  fceptrc's  heir, 
That  thus  aft'cfts  a  flieep-hook  I     Thou  old  traitor, 
I'm  forry,  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can  but 
Shorten  ihy  life  one  week.     And  thou  frefti  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  roval  fool  thou  cop'ft  with. 

I    z  Pif. 
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Per.  Wilt  pleafe  you.  Sir,  be  gone  ?  {To  Flo. 

I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.     Befeech  you, 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care.    This  dream  of  mine. 
Being  now  awake,   I'll  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes  and  weep. 

King.  By  heav'n  he  knows  me  !  yet  he  blufhes  not. 

Flo.  What !  blufh,  to  love  ?  Shame  light  on  him  that 
I  glory  in't :  for  'tis  the  next  approach  [does  ! 

Of  mortal  fouls  to  the  divine  perfeftion  ! 

King.  I  tax  not  love,  but  thy  degenerate  choice. 

Flo.  Can  you  look  there,  and  yet  arraign  my  choice  ? 
No  :   'tis  the  will  of  heav'n  fhe  fliou'd  be  lov'd  j 
And  'twere  an  impious  pride  to  contradift  it. 

King.  Doft  thou  ftill  perfift  ? 

Flo.  Perfift  to  death. — My  Perdita,  my  love  ! 
Let  not  aiflidlion  change  that  lovely  cheek ; 
I've  fworn,  and  will  be  thine  till  death. 

King.  A  nd  thou  (halt  keep  thy  vow.     Camillo,  call 
Our  guards,  and  lead  this  forcerefs  and  her  fire 
To  inftant  death. 

Flo.  I  charge  you,  Sir,  forbear. 
By  heav'n,  the  firft  that  touches  her  fhall  die  ! 

King.   Refiftance  is  in  vain.     There  waits  without 
An  armed  force,  full  fifty  times  your  ftrength. 

Aut.  O  blood  !  I  fliall  be  hang'd  too  for  the  damn'd 
lies  I  told  him  of  himfelf. 

King.   For  thee,  fond  boy,  if  I  but  fee  thee  figh. 
We  will  cut  off  the  hopes  of  thy  fucceflion, 
Nor  hold  thee  of  our  blood. 

Flo.  From  my  fucceflion  wipe  me  ;   I  (hall  be 
Heir  to  her  love,  and  reign  within*  her  heart. 

Cam.  This  is  madnefs,  Sir. 

Flo.  Call  it  what  you  will : 
To  barter  fhow  for  happinefs  is  gain. 
Not  for  Bithynia  will  I  break  my  faith, 
Plighted  to  this  my  fair  beloved  bride. 

Al.  Muft  gracious  king  !  if  thou'lt  vouchfafe  to  hear 
A  wretch,  whom  once  you  honour'd  with  your  friendfhip, 
As  did  Camillo,  hearken  to  Antigonus. 

\_DifcQvering  himfelf^ 

King.  Antigonus ! 

Ca7n.  How !  rifen  from  the  dead  ? 

King, 
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King.  'Tis  he  indeed, 
If  my  own  fenfes  vouch  the  wond'rous  tnith  ! 
'Twas  faid  thou  wert  devour 'd  by  hungry  wolves. 

AJ.  So  it  has  been  for  fixtccn  years  believ'd. 

King.  Whence  then  this  myftery  ?    How  cam'ft  thou 
thither  ? 

jll.  You  may  remember,  (for  you  bore  a  part 
Then  in  Sicilia  in  our  fad  calamities), 
Leontes,  growing  jealous  of  his  queen 
Far  gone  with  child,  mod  barbaroufly  doom'i 
The  infant  fhe  fliou'd  bear  to  fudden  death. 
I  undertook  the  cruel  tafk  ; 
Firft  vowing  to  myfelf  to  favc  the  babe. 
And  fly  with  it  to  fomc  more  peaceful  (horc. 
Entering  a  wood  with  this  determination, 
I  fpy'd  the  carcafe  of  a  man  but  newly 
Slain,  and  half  devour'd  by  a  wolf. 
On  that  I  put  my  clothes,  and  near  it  ftrew'd 
The  infant's  little  weeds  all  fmear'd  with  bipod  ; 
Which  being  found  and  known,  'twas  thought  by  all 
That  we  were  both  devoured  by  wild  beads. 
Then  flying  with  my  little  charge,   1  came  to  feck 

An  hofpitable  Iheltcr  in  Bithynia. 

How  well  my  ward  in  fixtccn  years  hath  grown, 
Turn  there,  and  you  may  fee. 

Flo.  My  Pcrdita  is  then  a  princefs ! 

yll.  My  Lord,  I  knew  that  Doriclcs  was  Florizcl  ; 
Elfe  fliou'd  he  not 

Have  leave  to  look  irpon  her  royal  beauties. 
Take  her,  my  Lord. — In  truth  flie  is  a  treafurc 
More  worth  than  all  the  riches  of  the  caft  ! 
So  fwect  her  difpofition, 
You'd  think  that  mercy,  charity,  and  peace. 
Were  come  from  heav'n,  and  lodg'd  within  her  bfcaft  F 
My  child,  my  child  !  thou'rt  now  my  child  no  more  ! 
Yet  don't  forget  that  once  you  call'd  me  father. 

Per.  Ne'er  flialt  thou  meet  lefs  reverence  and  love 
Than  heretofore,  but  much  more  gratitude. 

King.  Since  thou  haft  loft  one  fathfer,  gentlcft  maid^ 
Tis  fitting  I  provide  thee  with  another. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  my  fon  :   here  take  thy  Perdita  ; 
And  may  the  gods  ihow'r  blefllngs  on  yc  botli ! 

1 3  m- 
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Flo.  O  let  me  fall  and  kifs  your  royal  feet  ? 
My  lord  !  my  father !  now  I'm  bleft  indeed  ! 
And  you,  my  Perdita  !  my  love,  my  prlncefs ! 
O  'tis  too  much  !  'tis  happinefs  too  great ! 

Per.  That  you  are  mine,  I  joy,  howe'er  it  be ; 
But  no  lefs  truly  fhou'd  1  joy,  had  you 
Fall'n  to  my  ftate,  than  that  I  rife  to  your's. 

Ca?n.  Now  to  confirm  thy  joy,  Antigonus, 
Leontes,  fatisfy'd  his  queen  was  virtuous. 
For  many  years  has  mourn'd  his  infant  loft, 
Depriv'd  of  ev'ry  child  ;  and  i)ow  thy  Perdita 
Is  only  heirefs  of  Sicilia'a  crown. 

All.  Joy,  joy  to  Perdita  and  Florizel  ! 

jflut,  [kneeling.']  O  my  good  lady  princefs,  let  the 
joy  be  univei-fal ;  leave  not  a  wrinkled  brow,  or  cloudy 
face,  in  all  the  realm,  upon  this  happy  day  :  begin  your 
reign  with  gracelefs  adls  of  mercy  ;  intreat  the  good 
king,  your  worthy  father-in-law,  to  forgive  me  all  the 
damn'd  lies  I  told  him  of  hirafelf.  I  own  I  have  been 
a  very  great  Eogue,  and  deferve  hanging  ;  but  I  will 
mend  my  life,  and  promife  that  I  will  never  do  the  like 
no  more.     Oh,  oh  !    [Cries.] 

Per.  May  I  prefume  to  fue  for  mercy  for  him  ? 

King.  He  needs  it  not ;  he  is  a  pleafant  knave, 
And  ne'er  offended  us. Be  merry,  Sirrah. 

Aut.  Kuzza,  huzza,  huzza! a  reprieve,  a  re- 
prieve ! But  may  it  pleafe  your  grace — he,  he,  he  ! 

— I — I  hope  you  don't  forget  your  promife — he,  he,  he! 

that  when  they  were  married,  I  (hould  kifs  the 

bride. 

Kifig.  And  fo  thou  ihalt ;  I'll  fct  thee  an  example 

{Kijfes  Perdita. 

Aut.  [Kijfes  her.]  This  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  kifs'd 
a  princefs ;  amf  this  fhall  be  the  laft,  [Again.]  By 
Jupiter  I  think  myfelf  infpir'd  :  and  if  all  your  maje- 
fties  will  give  me  leave,  I'll  fing  you  a  fong  I  have  made 
extruinpcry  upon  the  occafion.   [Sings. } 

Thealet  us  all  be  blithe  and  gay, 
Upon  this  joyful  bridal  day. 
That  florizel  weds  Perdita. 

And 
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And  let  each  nympli  and  (hepherd  tell. 
No  happy  pair  e'er  lov'd  fo  well 
As  Pcrdita  and  Florizcl. 

Sing  high,  fing  low,  fing  ding  dong  bell  j 
No  happy  pair  e'er  lov'd  fo  well 
A«  Pcrdita  and  Florizcl. 
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tovch  a  young  Weft  Indian  7  ^j^  ^^^^.^^^^ 

of  fortune.  -  ^ 

Freeman,  his  friend.  Mr  Packer. 


Philip, 

Tom,  I 

Coachman,  I  Servants  to 

Kiv^ficn,  a  black,  \    Lovcl. 

KiUy, 

Cr.ok, 

Che,  a  blick, 

Dukc\  fervant, 

i.  Char, 

Robert,  fervant  to  Freeman. 

Fidler. 
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"Mr  Yatet. 
Mr  Mozeen. 
Mr  Glough. 
Mr  Moody. 
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Mr  King. 
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Mr  Hollingfworth, 
Mr  Tannet, 
Mr  T.  Banks. 
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Mr  Taylor. 
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Scene,  London. 


ACT        I. 

Scene,  v^«  apartment  in  Freeman's  houfe. 
Freeman  and  LovEt,  entering. 

Freeman. 

A  Country  boy  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !     How  long  has  this 
fcheme  been  in  your  head? 
Lov.  Some  time. — I  am  now  convinc'd  of  what  you 
have  often  been  hinting  to  me,  that  I  am  confoundedly 
cheated  by  my  fervants. 

Free^  Oh,  are  you  fatisiied  at  laft;  Mr  Lotel  ?     I  al-  ■ 

way*.. 
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ways  told  you,  th^t  th^r<»  is  not  a  worfe  fet  of  fcnants 
in  the  parilh  of  St  James's,  than  in  your  kitchen. 

Lot:  'Tis  with  fome  difficulty  I  believe  it  now,  Mr 
Freeman  ;  though,  I  mufl  own,  my  expcnccs  often  make 

mc  ftare. Philip,  I  am  fure,  is  an  honell  fellow  ;  and 

I  will  fwear  for  my  blacks — If  there  is  a  rogue  among 
my  folks,  it  is  that  furly  do{^  Torn. 

Free.  You  are  miftakcn  in  cveiy  one.  Philip  is  an 
hypocritical  rafcal ;  Tom  has  a  good  deal  of  furly  ho- 
netly  about  him  ;  and  for  your  blacks,  they  aie  as  bad 
as  your  whites. 

Lo,  Prithee,  Freeman,  how  came  yon  to  be  fo  well 
acquainted  with  my  people  ?  None  of  the  wenches  are 
handfome  enough  to  move  the  afFeftions  of  a  middle- 
aged  gentleman  as  you  are — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Free.  You  are  a  young  man,  Mr  Lovcl,  and  take  a 
pride  in  a  number  of  idle  untieccffary  fervants,  who  are 
the  plague  and  reproach  of  this  kingdom. 

Lo'j.  Charles,  you  are  an  old-fafhion'd  fellow.  Ser- 
vants a  league  and  reproach !  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  would 
have  forty  more,  if  my  houfe  would  bold  them.  Why, 
man,  in  Jamaica,  before  I  \ras  ten  years  old,  I  bad  a 
hundred  blacks  kilEng  my  feet  every  day. 

Free.  You  gentr)-  of  the  Wcflern  liles  are  high-mettled 
ones,  and  love  pomp  and  parade. — I  have  feen  it  delight 
your  foul,  when  the  people  in  the  flreet  have  (tared  at 
your  equipage  ;  efpccially  if  they  whifpercd  loud  enough 
to  be  heard,  ♦'  That  is  fquire  Lovcl,  the  great  Weil- 
«♦  Indian" — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lov.  I  ihould  be  very  forry  if  we  were  as  fplenetic  as 
you  northern  iilanders,  who  are  devoured  with  melan- 
choly and  fog-^-ha,  ha,  ha  !  No,  Sir,  we  are  children 
of  the  fun,  and  are  born  to  difFufe  the  bounteous  favour 
which  our  noble  parent  is  pleafed  to  beftow  on  us. 

Free.  I  wiih  you  had  more  of  your  noble  parent's  re- 
jjularity,  and  lefs  of  his  fire.  As  it  is,  you  confume  fo 
fall,  that  not  one  in  twenty  of  you  live  to  be  fifty  years 
old. 

Lov.  But  in  that  fifty  we  live  two  hundred,  my  dear; 

mark  that But  to  bufinefs — I  am  refolved  upon  my 

frolic  •  I  will  know  whether  my  fervants  are  rogues 
or  not.     If  they  are,  I'll  balliaado  the  rafcals  ;  if  not, 

X 
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I  think  I  ought  to  pay  for  my  impertinence. Pray 

tell  me,  is  not  your  Robert  acquainted  with  my  people  ? 
Perhaps  he  may  give  a  little  light  into  the  thing. 

Free.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Mr  Lovcl,  your  fer- 
vants  are   fo  abandoned,  that    I   have  forbid  him  your 

houfe. However,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  afk  him  any 

queftion,  he  fhall  be  forthcoming. 

Lov.  Let  us  have  him. 

Free.  You  fliall :  but  it  is  an  hundred  to  one  if  you 
get  any  thing  out  of  him  ;  for  though  he  is  a  very  ho- 
neft  fellow,  yet  he  is  fo  much  of  a  fervant,  that  he'll 
never  tell   any  thing  to   the  difadvantage  of  another. 

Who  waits?    \_Etiter fervant. '\  Send  Robert  tome. 

\_Exit  fervaMt.~\  And  what  was  it  determin'd  you  upoa 
this  projeft  at  laft  ? 

Lov.  This  ktter.  It  is  an  anonymous  one,  aod  fo 
ought  not  to  be  regarded  ;  but  it  has  fomething  honeft 

in  it,  and  put  me  upon  fatisfying  my  curiofity Read 

it.  {Gives  the  Utter. 

Free.  I  fhould  know  fomething  of  this  hand — [^Readj.. 
"  To  Peregrine  Lovel,  Efq; 
•*  Pleafe  your  honour, 

"  I  take  the  liberty  to  acquaint   your  honour,  that 

**  you  are  fadly  cheated  by  your  fervants. Your  ho- 

"  nour  will  find  it  as  I  fay -I  am   not  willing  to  be 

"  known ;  whereof,  if  I  am,    it  may   bring  one  into 
"  trouble. 

"  So  no  more,  from  your  honour's 

*'  Servant  to  command." 
— Odd  and  honeft  !     Well — and  now  what  are  the  fteps 
you  intend  to  take  r  {Returns  the  letter. 

Lov.  I  fhall  immediately  apply  to  my  friend  the  ma- 
nager for  a  difguife.-— Under  the  form  of  a  gawky  coun- 
try boy,  I  will  be  an  eye-witnefs  of  my  fervants  be- 
haviour.— You  muft  affift  me,  Mr  Freeman. 

Free.  As  how,  Mr  Lovel  ? 

Lov.  My  plan  is  this — I  gave  it  out  that  I  was  going 
to  my  borough  in  Devonfliire ;  and  yefterday  fet  out 
with  my  fervant  in  great  form,  and  lay  at  Bafingftoke.— 

Free.  Well? 

Lov.  I  ordered  the  fellow  to  make  the  beft  of  his  way 
down  into  the  country,  and  told  him  that  I  would  fol- 
low 
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low  him  ;  inftead  of  tkat,  I  tum'd  back,  and  am  jufl 
come  to  town  :  Ecce figrtntn  ! —         [^Paintj  to  his  boots, 

Fres.   It  is  now  one  o'clock. 

I.ov.  This  very  afternoon  I  (hall  pay  my  people  a 
vmt. 

Free.  How  will  you  get  in  ? 

Lov.  When  I  am  properly  habited,  you  fhall  get  me 
introduced  to  Philip  as  one  of  your  tenants  fons,  who 
wants  to  be  made  a  good  fervant  of. 

Free.  They  will  certainly  difcover  you. 

Ltv.  Never  fear ;   I'll   be   fo  countrify'd,    that   you 

(hall  not   know  me. As  they  are    thoroughly    pcr- 

fuaded  I  am  many  miles  off,  they'll  be  more  cafily  Im- 
pofed  on.  Ten  to  one  but  they  begin  to  celebrate  my 
departure  with  a  drinking  bout,  if  they  are  what  you 
dcfcribe  them. 

Free.  Shall  you  be  able  to  play  your  part  ? 

Lov.  I  am  furprifed,  Mr  rreeman,  that  you,  who 
have  known  me  from  riy  infancy,  Hiould  not  remember 
my  abilities  in  that  way. — *  But  you  old  fellows  hare 
*  (hort  memories. 

*  Fres.  What  fhould  I  remember?' 

'  Z.W.'  How  I  play'd  Daniel  in  the  Confcious  Lovers 
at  fchool,  and  afterwards  arriv'd  at  the  diftinguirtitd 
charaAer  of  the  mighty  Mr  Scrub —  \_Mirnickir.g. 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  that  is  verj'  well Enough- 
Here  is  Robert. 

Enter  Robert. 

ttob.  Your  honour  order'd  me  to  wait  on  you. 

Free,  I  did,  Robert Robert • 

Rob.  Sir 

Free.  Come  here. — You  know,  Robert.  T  1  •. f  a 
good  opinion  of  your  Integrity. 

Roh.  I  have  always  endeavoured  that  ^j  ..  i.-..^^... 
Ihould. 

Free.  Pray,  have  not  you  fome  acquaintance  among 
Mr  Lovcl's  people  ? 

Rob,  A  little,  plcafe  your  honour. 

Free.  How  do  they  behave  ? — Wc  have  nobcxly  but 
friends — you  may  fpeak  out. 

Lov.  Ay,  P.obtrt,  fpcak  out. 
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Rob.  I  hope  your  honours  will  not  infill  on  my  fay- 
ing any  thing  in  an  affair  of  this  kind. 

Lov.  Oh,  but  we  do  infift — If  you  know  any  thing — 

Rob.  Sir,  I  am  but  a  fervant  myfelf ;  and  it  would 
not  become  me  to  fpeak  ill  of  a  brother-fervant. 

Free.  Piha  !  this  is  falfe  honefly — fpeak  out. 

Rob.  Don't  oblige  me,  good  Sir. Confider,  Sir, 

a  fervant's  bread  depends  upon  his  carachter. 

Lov.  But  if  a  fei-vant  ufes  me  ill 

Roh.  Alas,  Sir !  what  is  one  man's  poifon  is  another 
man's  meat. 

Free.  You  fee  how  they  trim  for  one  another. 

Roh.  Service,  Sir,  is  no  inheritance. — A  fervant  that 
is  not  approv'd  in  one  place,  may  give  fatisfadlion  in 
another.     Every  body  mvJt  live,  your  honour. 

Lov.  I  like  your  heart!  ^efs  as  well  as  your  caution  ; 
but  in  my  cafe,  it  is  neceiTaiy  that  1  ftiould  krioW  the 
truth, 

Roh.  The  truth,  Sir,  is  not  to  be  fpoken  at  all  times  ; 
it  may  bring  one  into  trouble,  whereof  if — 

Free.  \_Miifwg.'\  «  Whereof  if  "—Pray,  Mr  Lovel, 
Jet  me  fee  that  letter  again.  [Lovel  ^/w/  the  letter.'} — • 
Ave — It  mull  be  fo. — Robert — 

Roh.  Sir 

Free.  Do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  letter  ? 

Rob.  Letter,  your  honour  ? 

Free.  Yes,  letter. 

Rob.  I  have  fcen  the  hand  before. 

Lov.  He  blufhes ! 

Free.  I  afl<  you,  if  you  were  concern'd  in  writing 
this  letter  ? — You  never  told  me  a  lie  yet,  and  I  expc6t 
the  truth  from  you  now. 

Rob.  Pray,  your  honour,  don't  afl<  me. 

Free.  Did  you  write  it  ? — Anfwer  me. • 

Rob.   I  cannot  deny  it.   \_BonxiJng.']^ 

Lov.  What  induc'd  you  to  it  ? 

Rob.  I  will  tell  truth. — I  have  fcen  fuch  wafte  and 
extravagance,  and  riot  and  drunkenncfs,  in  your  kitch- 
en. Sir,  that,  as  my  mailer's  friend,  I  could  not  help 
difcovering  it  to  you. 

L^ov.   Go  on. 

Rob,  I  am  forry  to  fay  it  to  your  honour,  but  your 

honour 
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honour  is  not  only  impofed  on,  but  laughed  at  by  all  your 
fervants,  efpecially  by  Philip,  who  is  a — very  bad  nun. 

Lov.  Philip?  An  ungrateful  dog  ! — Well  ? 

R^jb.  I  could  not  prefume  to  fpeak  to  your  honour  ; 
and  therefore  I  refolv'd,  though  but  a  poor  fcribe,  to 
write  your  honour  a  letter. 

Lov.  Robert,  1  am  greatly  indebted  to  you. — Here— 

\Offers  money, 

R'jb.  On  any  other  account  than  this,  I  ftiould  be 
proud  to  receive  your  honour's  bounty  ;  but  now  I  beg 
to  be  excus'd.  \_Rtfufes  the  money. 

Lfv.  Thou  haft  a  noble  heart,  Robert,  and  I'll  not 
forget  you. — Freeman,  he  muft  be  in  the  fccrct. — Wait 
your  matter's  orders. 

Rob.   1  will,  your  honour.  [^Extt* 

Free.  Well,  Sir,  arc  you  convinc'd  now  ? 

Lov.  Convinc'd  ?  Yes  ;  and  I'll  be  among  the  fcoun* 
drels  before  night. — You  or  Robert  muft  contrive  fome 
way  or  other  to  get  me  introduc'd  to  Philip  as  one  of 
your  cottagers  boys  out  of  EfTex. 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  you'll  make  a  fine  figure. 

Lov.  They  (hall  make   a  fine  figure. It  muft  be 

done  this  afternoon  :  walk  with  me  acrofs  the  park,  and 
1*11  tell  you  the  whole. — My  name  {hall  be  jfeinmy  ; 
— and  1  am  come  to  be  a  gentleman's  fcr\-»nt — and  will 
do  my  beft,  and  hope  to  get  a  good  carackter. 

Free.  But  what  will  you  do  if  you  find  them  rafcals? 

L&v,  Difcover  myfelf,  and  blow  them  all  to  the  de- 
vil.  Come  along. — 

Free.  Ha,  ha,  ha! Bravo Jemmy— —Bravo, 

ha,  ha !  [Exeunt. 

Scene,  The  Park. 

Duke's  Servant. 

What  wretches  are  ordinary  fervants  that  go  on  in 
the  fame  vulgar  track  every  day !  eating,  working, 
and  fleeping ! — But  we,  who  have  the  honour  to  ferve 
the  nobility,  are  of  another  fpccies.  We  are  above  the 
common  forms,  have  fervants  to  wait  upon  us,  and  arc 
as  Lizy  and  luxurious  as  our  mafters. — He  ! — my  dear 
Sir  Harry — 

Vol.  I.  K  Enter 
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{^Enter  Sir  Harry*/  Servant.) 
.     ■    How  have  yon  done  thefe  thoufand  years  ? 

S/r  liar.  My  Lord  Duke  ! — your  grace's  mofl  obe- 
dient fervant. 

Duke.  Well,  baronet,  and  where  have  you  been  ? 

Sir  Har.    At  Newmarket,  my   Lord. We  have 

had  dev'lifh  fine  fport. 

Duke.  And  a  good  appearance,  I  hear — Pox  take  it, 
I  fhoiild  have  been  there  ;  but  our  old  duchefs  died,  and 
we  were  obliged  to  keep  houfe,  for  the  decency  of  the 
thing. 

Sir  Har.   I  pick'd  up  fifteen  pieces. 

Duke.  P(ha  !   a  trifle  ! 

Sir  Har.  The  vifcount's  people  have  been  bloodily 
taken  in  this  meeting. 

Dnke.  Credit  me,  baroijet,  they  know  nothing  of 
the  turf. 

Sir  Har.  I  affure  you,  my  lord,  they  loft  ev'ry  match  ; 
for  Crab  was  beat  hollow,  Carelefs  threw  his  rider,  and 
Mifs  Slammerkin  had  the  diftemper. 

Duke.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !     I'm   glad  on't. Tafte  this 

fnufF,  Sir  Harry.  \Pffers  his  box. 

Sir  Har.  'Tis  good  rapee. 

Duke.  Right  Strafburgh,  I  affure  you ;  and  of  my 
own  importing. 

Sir  Har.  Aye ! 

Duke.  The  city-people  adulterate  it  fo  confoundedly, 
that  I  always  import  my  own  fnufF. — I  wifii  my  lord 
would  do  the  fame  ;  but  he  is  fo  indolent. — When  did 
you  fee  the  girls  ?  I  faw  lady  Bab  this  morning  ;  but, 
'fore  Gad,  whether  it  be  love  or  reading,  fhe  look'd  as 
pale  as  a  penitent. 

Sir  Har.  I  have  juft  had  this  card  from  Lovel's  people. 

\_Reads.']    "  Philip   and  Mrs   Kilty  prefent  their 

*'  compliments  to  Sir  Harry,  and  defire  the  honour  of 
*'  his  company  this  evening,  to  be  of  a  fmart  party,  and 
*'  eat  a  bit  of  fupper." 

Duke.  I  have  the  fame  invitation. — Their  mafter,  it 
feems,  is  gone  to  his  borough. 

Sir  Har.  You'll  be  with  us>  my  Lord? Philip's 

a  blood.——"   ' 

Duh. 
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Duie.  A  buck  of  the  firft  htad.     I'll  tell  you  a  fe- 
et, he's  going  to  be  martied. 

air  Har.   To  whom  ? 

Diikt.  To  Kitty. 

Sir  Har.   No! 

Duke.  Ves  he  is ;  and  I  intend  to  cuckold  him. 

Sir  Har.  Then  we  may  depend  upon  your  Grace  for 
certain.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Duki.  If  our  houfe  breaks  up  in  a  tolerable  time,  I'll 
be  with  you. Have  you  any  thing  for  us? 

Sir  Hur.  Yes,  a  little  bit  of  poetry.— —I  muft  be  at 

c  Cocoa-tree  myfelf  till  eight. 

Duke.  Heigh  ho  ! — 1  am  quite  out  of  fpirits — I  had 
a  damn'd  debauch  lall  night,  baronet. Lord  Fran- 
cis, Bob  the  bifhop,  and  I,  tipt  off  four  bottles  of  Bur- 
gundy a-piecc. — Ha  !  there  are  two  fine  girls  coming  ! 
Faith — lady  Bab — aye,  and  lady  Charlotte. 

{Takes  out  hit glaf,. 

Sir  Har.  We'll  not  join  them. 

Duke.  O  yes — Bab  is  a  fine  wench  notwithllanding 
lier  complexion  ;    though   I   (hou'd  be  glad   fhe  would 

keep  her  teeth  cleaner.-. Your  Englifh  women  aic 

damn'd  negligent  about   their  tcelh. How    is  yci;r 

Charlotte  in  that  particular? 

Sir  Har.   My  Charlotte  ! 

Duke.  Ay,  the  world  fays  you  are  to  have  her. 

Sir  Hat.  I  own  I  did  kc^p  her  company  ;  but  \tc 
are  off,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  How  fo  ? 

Sir  Har.  Between  you  and   me,  (he  has  a  plaguy 
.  ck  pair  of  legs. 

Duke.  Oh  !  damn  it — that's  infuffcrable. 

Sir  Har.  Belides,  (he's  a  fool,  and  mifs'd  her  op- 
portunity with  the  old  countefs. 

Duke.   I  am  afraid,  baronet,  you  love  money.—  Rot 

.    I  never  {avc  a  fhiliing. — Indeed  I  am  fure  of  a  plactf 

io  the  excife Lady  Charlotte  is  to  be  of  the  party 

to-night ;  how  do  you  manage  that  ? 

Sir  Har.  Why,  we  do  meet  at  a  third  place ;  are 
Tcr)-  ci\il,  and  look  queer,  and  laugh,  and  abufie  one 
another,  and  all  that. 

Duke.  A-Ia-mode,  ha! Here  they  are. 

K  2  Sir 
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Sir  Har.  Let  us  retire.  V^^^y  retire. 

Enter  Lady  Bab'/  Maid  and  Lady  Charlotte'/  Maid. 
L.  Bah.  Oh  fie,  lady  Charlotte  !  you  are  quite  inde- 
licate ;  I  am  forry  for  your  tafte. 

L.  Char.  Well,  I  fay  it  again,   I  love  Vauxhall. 

L.  Bab.  O  my  ftars !  Why,  there  is  nobody  there 
bwt  filthy  citizens. 

L  Char.  We  were  in  hopes  the  raifing  the  price 
would  have  kept  them  out,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

/>.  Bab.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! Runelo'w  for  my  money. 

L.  Char.  Now  you  talk  of  Runelonv,  when  did  you 
fee  the  colonel,  lady  Bab  ? 

L.  Bab.  The  colonel !    I  hate  the  fellow.' He  had 

the  alTurance  to  talk  of  a  creature  in  Gloucefterfhire  be- 
fore my  face. 

L.  Char.  He  is  a   pretty  man   for   all  that. Sol- 

ciiers,  you  know,  have  their  miftrefles  ev'ry  where. 

L.  Bab.   i  defpife  him. How  goes  on   your  affair 

with  the  baronet  ? 

L.  Char.  The  baronet  is  a  ftupid  wretch,  and  I  fliall 
have  nothing  to  fay  to  him. — —You  are  to  be  at  Le- 
vel' a  to-night,  lady  Bab  ? 

L.  Bab.  Unlefs  I  alter  ray  mind — I  don't  admire  vi- 
fiting  thefe  commoners,  Lady  Charlotte. 

L.  Char.   Oh,  but  Mrs  Kitty  has  tafte. 

L.  Bab.  She  affeas  it. 

L.  Char.  The  duke  is  fond  of  her,  and  he  has  judge- 
ment. 

L.Bab.  The  duke  might  fhew  his  judgment  mucii 
better.  \_Holding  up  her  head. 

L.  Char.  T'here  he  is,  and  the  baronet  too. Take 

BO  notice  of  them. — We'll  rally  them  by-and-by. 

L.  Bah.  Dull  fouls !  Let  us  fet  up  a  loud  laughj 
and  leave  'em. 

L.  Char.  Ay — let  us  be  gone  ;  for  the  common  people 
do  fo  ftare  at  us — we  fhall  certainly  be  mobb'd. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  — ha,  ha,  ha  !  \_Exeunt. 

Duks  and  Sir  Harry  come  foremiard. 

Duke.  They  certainly  faw  us,  and  are  gone  oiF  laugh- 
ing at  us 1  muft  follow. 

Sir  Har.  No,  no. 

Duke.   I  muft — I  muft  have  a  party  of  raillery  with 

thcmj 
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them,  a  bon  mot  or  fo.  Sir  Harry,  you'll  excufe  mf . 
Adieu;  I'll  be  with  yoii  in  the  evening,  if  pofTiblc  : 
though,  hark  ye  !  there  is  a  bill  dtpending  in  our  houfe, 
which  the  miniftry  make  a  point  of  our  attending  ;  and 
fo  you  know,  mum  !  ive  muft  nund  the  il6ps  of  the 
great  fiddle. — Adieu.  f  £*//. 

Sir  Har.  What  a  coxcomb  this  is  !  and  the  fellow 
can't  read.  It  was  but  the  other  day  that  he  was  cow- 
boy in  the  country  ;  then  was  bound  prentice  to  a 
pcrriwig-maker,  got  into  my  lord  duke's  family,  and 
HOW  fcts  up  for  a  fine  gentleman.  0  Tevipora,  0  Morcj  ! 
Re-cnttr  Duke*}  Servant. 

Duke.  Sir  Harry,  prithee  what  are  we  to  do  at  Le- 
vel's when  w'c  come  there  ? 

Sir  Har.  Wc  (hall  have  the  fiddles,   I  fuppofe. 

Duke.  The  fiddks  !  I  have  done  with  dancing  ever 
fince  the  lail  fit  of  the  gout.  I'll  tell  you  what,  my 
dear  boy,  I  pofitively  cannot  be  with  them,  unlefs  we 
liavc  a  little —     \_I\iakn  a  motion  as  ifnx'iih  thg  dice-bot* 

Sir  Har,   Fie,  my  lord  duke. 

Duki.  Look  ye,  baronet,  I  infift  on  it.— —Who  the 
devil    of    any    fashion   can   poflibly    fpend   an    evening 

I'thout  it? — But  1  Hiall  lofe  the  girls. How  grave 

\()U  look,  lia,  ha,  ha! — Well,  let  there  be  fiddks. 

Sir  Har.  But,  my  dear  lord,  1  (hall  be  quite  mifci  - 
able  without  you. — 

Duke.  Well,  1  won't  be  particular ;  I'll  do  as  the  rcfl: 
do. — Tol,  lol,  lol.  \_Exit  fmgivg  attd  dancing. 

Sir  Har.  (fajta.)   He  had  the  affurancc,  lafl  winter, 

to  cov.rt  a   tiadefman's   daughter  in  the  city,  with  two 

thoufand  pounds  to  her  fortune, — and   got  me  to  write 

'lis  lovc-lclters.     He  pretended  to  be  an  enfign  in   a 

narching  regiment ;   fo  whecdkdthc  old  folks  into  con  • 

nt,  and  would  have  carried  the  girl  off,  but  was  un- 
luckily prevented  by  the  wafherwoman,  who  happened' 
to  be  his  Cril  coufin. 

-, i.  hilip. 

Mr  Philip,  your  fer\ant. 

P/j:/.  You  are  v.elcome  to  Eiiv,iaiu.,  .:-ii  n.u.s  ;  ^ 
hope  you  received  the  card,  and  will  do  us  the  honour 

'  f  your  company. My  mafter  is  gone   into  Devci.- 

;-.;re.— -We'll  have  a  roaring  r.ight. 
K  3 
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Sif  Har.  I'll  certainly  wait  on  you. 

Phil.  The  girls  will  be  with  us. 

Sir  Har.  Is  this  a  wedding-fupper,  Philip  ? 

Phil.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  The  duke  tells  me  fo. 

Phil.  The  duke's  a  fool. 

Sir  Har.  Take  care  what  you  fay ;  his  grace  is  a 
bruifer. 

Phil.  I  am  a  pupil  of  the  fame  academy,  and  not 
afraid  of  him,  I  afTure  you.  Sir  Harry,  we'll  have  a 
Boble  batch — I  have  fuch  wine  for  you  ! 

Sir  Har.   I  am  your  man,  Phil. 

Phil.  Egad  the  cellar  fhall  bleed  :  I  have  fome  Bur- 
gundy that  is  fit  for  an  emperor. — My  mailer  would 
have  given  his  ears  for  fome  of  it  t'other  day,  to  treat 
my  lord  what  d'ye-call-hira  with  ;    but   I  told  him  it 

was   all  gone — ha  !   charity  begins   at  home,  ha  ! 

Odfo,  here  is  Mr  Freeman,  my  mailer's  intimate  friend  ; 

he's  a  dry  one Don't  let  us  be  feen  together 

he'll  fufpedl  fomething. 

Sir  Har,   I  am  gone 

Phil.  Away,  away  J remember — Burgundy  is  tha 

■word. 

Sir  Har.  Right — Long  corks  !  ha,  Phil!  \_Mimicks 
the  dranxiing  of  a  cork.'] — Your's.  \_Exit. 

Phil.  Now  for  a  caft  of  my  office A  ftarch  phizj 

a  canting  phrafe,  and  as  many  lies  as  neceffary Hem  ! 

Efiter  Freeman. 

Free.  Oh,  Philip- — How  do  you  do,  Philip  ? — You 
have  loll  your  matter,  I  find. 

Phil.  It  ia  alofs  indeed,  Sir. — So  good  a  gentleman  ! 

— He  mull  be  nearly  got  into  Dcvonfhire  by  this  time. 

Sir,   your  fervant.  \_Going. 

Free.  Why  in  fuch  a  hurry,  Philip  ? 
.     Pbtl.  I  Ihall  leave  the  houfe  as  little  as  poffible,  now 
his  honour  is  away. 

Free.  You  are  in  t^ie  right,   Philip. 

Phil.  Servants  at  fuch  times  are  too  apt  to  be  negli- 
gent and  extravagant,   Sir. 

Free.  True ;  the  mailer's  abfence  is  the  time  to  try  a 
good  fervant  in. 

Phil.  It  is  fo,  Sir.— 6ir,  your  fervant.  {^Goitig. 

Frce^ 
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free.  Oh„  Mr  I'hilip  ! — pray  ftay — you  muft  do  mc 
a  piece  of  fervice. 

Phil.  You  command  me,  Sir —  \JB<riiis. 

Free.  I  look  upon  you,  Philip,  as  one  of  the  bell 
behaved,  mod  fcnlible,  completell  [Philip  ^j>au/]  rafcals 
in  the  world.  [_AjiJf. 

Phil.  Your  honour  is  pleafcd  to  compliment. 

Free.  There  is  a  tenant  of  mine  in  EfTex,  a  very  ho- 
oeft  man  ■  Poor  fellow,  he  has  a  great  number  ot 
children  ;  and  they  have  fent  mc  one  of  *em,  a  tall 
gawky  boy,  to  make  a  fervant  of ;  but  my  folks  fay 
they  can  do  nothing  with  him. 

Phil.  Let  me  have  him,   Sir. 

Free.   In  truth,  he  is  an  unlick'd  cub* 

Phil.   I  will  lick  him  into  fomcthing,   I  warrant  yoi;. 

Sir. Now  my  mafter  is  abfcnt,  I  (hall  have  a  good 

deal  of  time  upon  my  hands  ;  and  I  hate  to  be  idle,  Sir: 
in  two  months  I'll  engage  to  finiih  him. 

Free.    I  don't  doubt  it.  {_^JiJr, 

Phil.  I  have  twenty  pupils  in  the  parifh  of  St  James's  ; 
and  for  a  table,  or  a  lidc-board,  or  behind  an  equipage, 
or  in  the  dcliyciy  of  a  mefTage,  or  any  thing 

Free.  What  have  you  for  entrance  ? 

Phtl.   I  always  leave  it  to  gentlemens  geoerofity. 

Free.  Here  is  a  guinea 1  beg  he   may  be  taken 

caic  of. 

PhiL  That  he  (hall  I  promife  you  \^jiJ:Je.']  Your  ho- 
■our  knows  mc. 

Free.  Thoroughly.  \_^Aftde, 

Phil,  When  can  I  fee  him.  Sir  ? 

Free.  Now ;  direftly — Call  at  my  houfc,  and  take 
Uim  in  your  hand. 

Phil.   Sir,   I  will  be  with  you  in  a  minute 1  will 

at  ftep  into  the  market  to  let  the  tradefraen  know  they 
iiuiil  not  tnill  any  of  our  fervants,  now  they  are  at 
board-wages. Humph ! 

Free,  How  happy  is  Mr  Lovel  in  fo  excellent  a  fer- 
vant !  ^  [£.v//. 

Phil.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !     This  is  one  of  my  mailer's  pru- 
dent friends,  who  dines  with  him   three  times  a-week, 
.aad  thiaks  he  is  mighty  generous  in  giving  mc  fire  gui- 
nea* 
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neas  at  Chriilmas. Damn  all  fuch  fneaking  fcoun- 

drels,  I  fay.  {^Exit, 

Scene,  The  ServaKts  Hall  inL,o\tVs  Houfe. 

Kingfton  and  Coachman,  drutik  and  fleepy. 

\_A  knocking  at  the  door, 

Kingf  Somebody  knocks Coachy,  go go 

to  the  door,  Coachy 

Coach.    I'll  not  go do  you  go you  black  dog. 

Kitif.  Devil  fliall  fetch  me  if  I  go.  [^Knocking. 

Coach.  Why  then  let  'em  ftay — I'll  not  go — damme 

Ay,  knock  the  door  down,  and  let  yourfelf  in. 

\_Kuocking. 

Kingf.  Ay,  ay,  knock  again — knock  again 

Coach.  Mafter  is  gone  into  Devonfliire — fb  he  can't 
be  there — So  I'll  go  to  fleep 

Kingf.   So  will  1 — I'll  go  to  fleep  too. 

Ccach.  You  li€,  devil you   fhall  not  go  to  fleep 

till  I  am  afleep 1  am  king  of  the  kitchen. 

Kingf.  No,  you  are  not  king ;  but  when  you  are 
drunk,  you  are  fulky  as  hell. — Here  is  cooky  coming 
— flie  is  king  and  queen  too. 

Enter  Cook. 

Cook.  Somebody  has  knock'd  at  the  door  twenty 
times,  and  nobody  hears. Why,  coachman — Kingf- 
ton-  Ye  drunken  bears,  why  don't  one  of  you  go  to 

the  door  ? 

Coach.  You  go,  cook  ;  you  go — 

Cook.   Hang  me  if  I  go 

Kin^f.  Yes,  yes,  cooky  go ;  Mollfy,  Pollfy,  go — 

Cook.  Out  you  black  toad It  is  none  of  my  buli- 

Befs,  and  go  1  will  not.  \_Sits  donun. 

Enter  Philip  ii'/f^  Lovel  difguii^d. 

Phil.  I  might  have  ftaid  at  the  door  all  night,  as  the 
little  man  in  the  play  fays,  if  I  had  not  had  the  key  of 
the  door  in  my  pocket What  is  come  to  you  all  ? 

Cock.  There  is  John  coachman  and  Kingfton  as  drunk 
as  two  bears. 

Phil.    Ah,    ha !   my  lads  ;     what,    finifh'd    already  ? 

Thefe  are  the  very  beft  of  fei-vants Poor  fellows,   I 

fuppofe   they  have  been  drinking  their  mafter's  good 

journey- ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Lov.. 
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Lev.  No  doubt  on't.  \^Jftdc, 

Phil.  Yo  ho !  get  to-bed,  you  dogs,  and  deep  your- 
felves  fobcr,  that  you  may  be  able  to  get  drunk  again 
by-and-by — They  are  as  fall  as  a  church — Jemmy. 

Lov.  Anon  ? 

Phil,  Do  you  love  drinking  ? 

Lov-  Yts — 1  love8  ale. 

Phil.  You  dog,  you  lliall  fwim  in  Burgundy. 

Lov.  Burgundy  !   what's  that  ? 

Phil.  Cook,  wakt  thofe  honeft  gentlemen,  and  fei.d 
them  to  bed. 

Cook.    It  is  impolTlble  -to  wake  them. 

Lov.  I  think  1  could  wake  'cm.  Sir,  if  I  might— 
hch— 

Phil.  Do,  Jemmy,  wake  'cm,  Jemmy — ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Lov.  Hip Mrcoachmah. 

\Givis  him  a  ^r  eat  flap  on  the  face* 

Coach.  Oh!  oh '—What !— Zounds  !— Oh  ! — dnmn 
\  (  u  !■ — 

Lrj.  What,  blackcy  !  blackcy  !  [^Pui'ts  hiuthy  ther.cfr. 

Ki'tf.  Oh  !  oh  ! What  now  !  Curfe  you'!  Oh  !— 

*  Cot  tarn  you.' 

Ln:   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Phtl.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Well  done,  Jemmy. Cook, 

fee  thofe  gentry  to  bed. 

Cook.  Marry  come  up,   I  fay  fo  too  ;  not  I  indeed  — 

Coach.  She  Shan't  fee  us  to  bed— We'll  fee  ourfclvcs 
to  bed. 

Kinf  We  got  drunk  together,  and  we'll  go  to-bcd 
together.  \_F.X!;tit:t  reeling. 

Phil.  You  fee  how  we  live.  boy. 

IjOv.  Yes,   I  fves  how  you  live. 

Phil.   Let  the  fupper  Ijc  elegant,  cook. 

Cook.  Who  pays  for  it  ? 

Phil.  My  mailer,  to  be  fure  ;  who  elfe  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
He  is  rich  enough,   I  hope,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lov.  Humh  !  \_/yide. 

Phil.  Each  of  us  muft  take  a  part,  and  fink  it  in  our 
next  weekly  bills ;  that  is  the  way. 

Lov.  Soh!  [y^jV. 

Cook.  Prithee,  Philip,  what  boy  is  this  ? 

Phil.  A  boy  of  Frecmau's  recommending. 

Liv, 
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Lov.  Yes,  I'm  fquire  Freeman's  boy heh 

Cook.  Freeman  is  a  ftingy  hound,  and  you  may  tell 
him  I  fay  fo.  He  dines  here  three  times  a  week,  and  I 
never  faw  the  colour  of  his  money  yet. 

Lov.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !    that   is   good Freeman   fliall 

have  it.  \_Ajide. 

Cook.  I  muil  ilep  to  the  tallow-chandler's  to  difpofe 
of  fome  of  my  perquifites  ;  and  then  I'Ufet  about  fupper. 

Fhil.  Well  faid,  cook,  that  is  riglit,  the  perquifite  is 
the  thing,  cook. 

Cook.  Cloe,  Cloe  !   where  are  you,  Cloe  ? —      \_Calb. 
Enter  Cloe. 

Cloe.  Yes,  miftrefs 

Cook.  Take  that  box  and  follow  me.  \_Exit. 

Cloe.  Yes,  miilrefs   \_Takes  the  box.'\ — Who  is  this  ? 

\_feeing  Lovel  ] Hee,  hee,  bee Oh This  is 

pretty  boy Hee,  hee,  hee  ! Oh This  is  pret- 
ty red  hair,  hee,  hee,  hee  ! You  fliall  be  in  love 

with  me  by-and-by Hee,  hee  ! 

\_Exit  chucking  Lovel  under  the  chin. 

Lov.  A  very  pretty  amour  \J/}Jide.~\  Oh  la!  what  a 
fine  room  is  this  !  —  Is  this  the  dining-room,  pray  Sir  ? 

Phil.  No  ;  our  drinking-room. 

Lov.  La  !  la !  what  a  fine  lady  here  ia — This  is  ma- 
dam, I  fuppofe. 

Phil.  Where  have  you  been  Kitty  ? 
Enter   Kitty. 

Kit.  I  hav«  been  difpofing  of  fome  of  his  honour's 
Ihirts,  and  other  linen,  which  it  is  a  fhame  his  honour 

fhould  wear  any  longer. Mother  Barter  is  above,  and 

waits  to  know  if  you  have  any  commands  for  her. 

Phil.  I  fhall  difpofe  of  my  wardrobe  to-morrow. 

Kit,  Who  have  we  here  ?  [Lovel  ho^'s, 

Phil.  A  boy  of  Freeman's ;  a  poor  filly  fool 

Lov.  Thank  you \_Afide. 

Phil.  I  intend  the  entertainment  this  evening  as  a 
compliment  to  you,   Kitty. 

Kit.   I  am  your  humble,  Mr  Philip. 

Phil.  But  I  beg  I  may  fee  none  of  your  airs,  or  hear 
aay  of  your  French  gibberifh  with  the  duke. 

Kit.   Don't  be  jealous,   Fhil.  \_Fa'u:ningly. 

Phil.   I  intend,  before  our  marriage,  to  fettle  forae- 

thing 
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thing  Iiandfomc  upon  you  ;  and  with  the   five   hundred 
pounds  which  I  have  already  favcd  in   this   extravagant 
'.low's  family 

Lov.  A  dog!   \_JlJtclf.'\ O  la,  la!  what!  have  you 

got  five  hundred  pounds  ? 

Phil.  Peace,  blockhead — 

Kir>   I'll  tell  you  what  you  (hall  do,  Phil. 

Phil.  Ay,  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

Kit.  You  fhall  fet  up  a  chocolatc-houfc,  my  dear — 

Phil.  Yes,  and  be  cuckolded  \_Apart. 

Kit.  You  know  my  education  was  a  very  genteel  one. 
—I  was  a  half-boarder  at  Chelfea,  and  I  fpcak  French 
like  a  native — Coimmnt  vous  porter  vousj  Mounfuur. 

\_Auknuardlj* 

Phil.  Pflia,  p(hn! 

Kit.  One  is  nothing  without  French— I  fhall  Ihinc  in 
the  bar — Do  you  fpcak  French,  boy  ! 

Lov.  Anon 

Kit.  Anon — O  the  fool !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Come  here, 
do,  and  let  me  new-mould  you  a  little — You  muft  be  a 
good  boy,  and  wait  upon  the  gentlefolks  to-night. 

\_She  ties  and porvJerj  his  hair. 

Lov.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you,  I'lldomybcft. 

Kit.  His  beft  !  O  the  natural  ! — This  is  a  ftrangc 
head  of  hair  of  thliic,  boy — It  is  fo  coarfe,  and  fo  ca- 
rotty. 

L.OV.  All  mv  brothers  and  fitters  be  red  in  the  pole. 

Phil.  Kit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  '  ILaugh. 

Kit.  There — Now  you  are  fomething  like Come, 

Philip,  give  the  boy  a  lefFon,  and  then  I'll  lecture  him 
out  of  the  Servant's  Guide. 

Phil.  Come,   Sir,    firft.    Hold  up    your   head — very 

well 'I'um  out  your  toes.  Sir — very  well Now 

call  coach 

Lov.  What  is  call  Coach  ? 

Phil.  Thus,  Sir — Coach,  coach,  coach!  ^Lcud. 

Lov.  Coach,  coach,  coach!  \_Iviitating. 

Phil.  Admireblc  !  the  knave  has  a  good  ear — Now, 
Sir,  tell  me  a  lie. 

Lov.  O  la  !    T  never  told  a  lie  in  all  my  life. 

Phil.  Then  it  is  high  time  you  fhoidd  begin  now ; 
what  is  a  fcr\  aut  good  for  tuat  can't  tcil  a  lie  ? 

Kit, 
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Kit.  And  Hand  in  it — Now  I'll  lefture  him  [Takes 
eut  abook.~\  '1  his  is  "The  fervant's  guide  to  wealth, 
•*  by  Timothy  Shoulderknot,  formerly  fervant  to  feve- 
•*  ral  noblemen,  and  now  an  officer  in  the  cufloms  ;  ne- 
**  ceflary  for  all  fervants." 

Phil.  Mind,  Sir,  what  excellent  rules  the  book  con- 
tains, and  remember  them  well Come,  Kitty,  be- 
gin  

Kit.  [Reads.)  Advice  to  the  footman. 
**  Let  it  for  ever  be  your  plan  "y 

"  To  be  the  mafter,  not  the  man,      C 
**  And  do  as  little  as  you  can.  j 

Lov-  He,  he,  he! Yes,  I'll  do  nothing  at  all  — 

not  I. 

Kit.  *'  At  market,  never  think  it  ftealing 

"  To  keep  with  tradefmen  proper  dealing 
*<  All  flewards  have  a  fellow-feeling. 
Phil  You  will  underftand  that  better  one  day  or 
•ther,  boy. 

Kit.  To  the  groom. 

**  Never  allow  your  mailer  able 
*'  To  judge  of  matters  in  the  ftable  : 
**  If  he  fhould  roughly  fpeak  his  mind,  "^ 

**  Or  to  difmifs  you  feems  inclin'd,  v 

"  Lame  the  beft  horfe,  or  break  his  wind,    j 
Lov.  Oddines!  that's  good — he,  he,  he! 
Kit.  To  the  coachman. 

♦*  If  your  good  mafter  on  you  doats, 

"  Ne'er  leave  his  houfe  to  ferve  a  ftrangcr  ; 
*'  But  pocket  hay,  and  ftraw,  and  oats, 
"  And  let  the  horfes  eat  the  manger." 
Lov.  Eat  the  manger! — he,  he,  he! 
Kit.  I  won't   give   you   too  much  at  a  time — Here, 
boy,  take  the  book,   and  read  it  every  night  and  morn- 
ing before  you  fay  your  prayers. 

Phil.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !  very  good  ;  but  now  for  bufinefs. 
Kit.  Right — I'll  go  and  get  one  of  the  damafli  table- 
cloths, and  feme  napkins  ;  and  be  fure,  Phil,  your  fidc- 
board  is  very  fmart.  \RxH. 

Phil.  That  it  (hall Come,  Jemmy \  E\it. 

Lov.  Soh  I — foh !  . .  ■   It  works  well.  [Exit. 

ACT 
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ACT     II. 

Scene,  Ths  Servants  HalJt  luith  tie  Supper  mnd  Side- 
board fet  out. 

Philip,  Kittv,  and  Lovel. 

Kit.  X  XT  ELL,  Phil,  what  think  you?     Don't 

VV     we  look  veryfmart? Now  Itt  'cm 

come  as  foon  as  they  will,  we  fhall  be  ready  for  'em. 

Phil.  'Tis  all  very  well ;  but 

Ktt.   But  what  ? 

Phil.  Why,  I  wifli  wc  could  get  that  foarling  cur, 
Tom,  to  make  one. 

Kit.  What  is  the  matter  with  him  ! 

Phtl.   I  don't  know — he  is  a  queer  fon  of  a 

Kit.  Oh,  i  know  him  ;  he  i»  one  of  your  fncaking 
balf-bred  icllows,  that  prefers  his  mailer's  interell  t» 
his  own. 

Phil.  Here  he  i». 

Enter  Tom. 
— And  why  won't  you   make   one   to-night,  Tom  .'— 
Here's  cook  and  coachman,  and  all  of  us. 

T*m.   1  tell  you  again,   I  will  not  make  one. 

Phil.  We  ftiall  have  fomething  that's  good. 

Tom.  And  make  your  mailer  pay  for  it. 

Phil.  I  warrant,  now,  you  think  yourfelf  mighty 
honeft ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Tom.  A  little  honefter  than  you,  I  hope,  and  not 
brag  neither. 

Kit.  -Hark  you,  Mr  Honefty,  don't  be  faucy — 

Lov.  This  i«  worth  lillening  to.  \_j4Jide. 

Tom.  What,  madam,  you  are  afraid  for  your  cully, 
are  you  ? 

Kit.  Cully,  firrah,  cully  !  Afraid,  firrah  !  afraid  of 
what  ?  [Goes  up  to  Tom. 

Phil.  Ay,  Sir,  afraid  of  what  ? 

{Goes  vp  on  the  other ^df. 

Lov.  Ay,  Sir,  afraid  of  what  ?  ^Goes  up  tss. 

Tom.  I  value  none  of  you — I  know  your  tricks. 

Phil.  What  do  you  know,  S'n  ali  ? 

Kit.  Ay,  what  do  you  knov  '. 

Vol.  f .  L  Z«v. 
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Lov.  Ay,  Sir,  what  do  you  know  ? 

'To7H.  I  know  that  you  two  are  in  fee  with  every 
tradefman  belonging  to  the  hoiifc — and  that  you,  Mr 
Clodpole,  are  in  a  fair  way  to  be  hang'd. — 

{^Strikes  Level. 

Phil.  What  do  you  ftrike  the  boy  for  ? 

Lov.   It  is  an  honefl  blow.  \_AJide. 

V^orn.  I'll  ftrike  him  again— *—'Tis  fuch  as  you  that 
bring  a  fcandal  upon  us  all. 

Kit.  Come,  none  of  your  impudence,  Tom. 

Tom.   Egad,  madam,  the  gentry  may  well  complain, 

•when  they  get  fuch  fervants  as  you  in  their  houfes. 

There's  your  good  friend,  mother  Barter,  the  old  cloaths 
woman,  the  greatell  thief  in  town,  juft  iiow  gone  out 
with  her  apron  full  of  his  honour's  linen. 

Kit.  Well,  Sir,  and  did  you  never ha  ? 

'Tu7ii.  No,  never :  1  have  lived  with  his  honour  four 
years,  and  never  took  the  value  of  that  \_Snapping  his 
finders ■~\  —  His  honour  is  a  prince,  gives  noble  wages, 
and  keeps  noble  company ;  and  yet  you  two  are  not 
contented,  but  cheat  him  wherever  you  can  lay  your 
fingers. — Shame  on  you  ! 

Lov.  The  fellow  I  thought  a  rogue,  is  the  only  ho- 
neft  fcrvant  in  my  houfc.  .  \Ajide. 

Kit.  Out  you  mealy-mouth'd  cur. 

Phil   Well,  go  tell  his  honour,  do ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Tom.  I  fcorn  that — Damn  an  informer  ! — But  yet  I 
hope  his  honour  will  find  you  two  out  one  day  or  other, 
— tliat's  all [-E.V//. 

Kit.  This  fellow  muft  be  taken  care  of. 

Phil.  I'll  do  his  bufinefs  for  him,  when  his  honour 
comes  to  town. 

Lov.  You  lie,  you  fcoundrel,  you  will  not.       \_Afide. 
0  la  !  here  is  a  fin?  gentleman. 

Enter  Duke'j-   Servant. 

Duke.  Ah,  ma  chere  mademfeile !  Comment  vous 
portez  vous  ?  [^Salute. 

Kit.   Fort  bien,  je  vous  remercier,  Motifieur. 

P/'/7.''Now  we  (hall  have  nonfenfe  by  vvholefale. 

Duke.  How  do  you  do,  Philip  ? 

Phil.  Your  grace's  humble  fervgiit. 

D'.ike.  But,  inv  dear  Kitty [Talk  apart, 

Phil, 
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Phil.  Jemmy. 

Z^r..  Anon/ 

PhU.  Come  along  with  mc,  and  I'll  make  you  free 
of  the  cellar. 

Liv.  Yes — I  will — But  won't  you  a(k  he  to  drink  ? 

Phil-  No,  no  r  lie  will  have  his  (hare  by-and-b^ 

Come  along. 

Lov.  Ye«.  r Exeunt  Philip  am/  Lovel. 

A7/.   Indeed  I  thought  your  grace  an  age  in  coming. 

Duh.  Upon  honour,  our  houfe  is  but  this  moment 
r.n. — You  have  a  damn'd  vile  colleftion  of  pictures  I  ob- 

rve,  above  ftairs,  Kitty. Your  'fquire  has  no  tafte. 

Kit.  No  talle  !  that's  impoflible,  for  he  has  laid  out 
a  vaft  deal  of  moneyt 

Dukf.  There  i»  not  an   original  pifture  in  the  whole 

IleAion—— Where  could  he  pick  'cm  up  ? 

Kit.  He  employs  three  or  four  men  to  buy  for  him, 
and  he  always  pays  for  originals. 

Duke.  Donnc'z  moi   votre  cau  dc  luce Mv  '  . 

aches  confoundedly  \_Ske  gi'jet  a  fmtliitig-bottle'\  —  1. 
my  dear,  I  hear  you  are  going  to  be  married. 

Kit.   Fardonnez  moi  for  that. 

Duke.  If  you  get  a  boy,  I'll  be  godfather,  faith. — 

Kit.  How  you  rattle,  duke! 1  am  thinking,  my 

lord,  when  I  had  the  honour  to  fee  you  firft. 

Duke.  At  the  piay,  Mademfeillc 

Kit.  Your  grace  loves  a  play  ? 

Duke.  No — it  is  a  dull,  old-fafhiened  entertainment ; 
I  hate  it  — 

Kit.  Well,  give  me  a  good  tragedy. 

Duke.   It  muft  not  be  a  modern  one  then — You  are 
devilifh  handfome,   Kate — Kifa  me —  {Offers  to  kifs  her, 
Entfr  Sir  Harry'/  Servant. 

Sir  Nar  Oho ! — are  you  thereabouts,  my  Lord 
Duke  ?  That  may  do  \ery  well  by-and-by How- 
ever, you'll  ncTCr  ftnd  me  behind  hand. 

{Offers  to  kifs  her. 

Duke.  Stand  off",  you  are  a  commoner — Nothing  un- 
dar  nobility  approaclies  Kitty. 

Sir  Har.  You  are  fo  devilifh  proud  of  your  nobility— 
Now,  I  think,  we  have  more  true  nobility  than  you — 
Let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  a  knight  of  the  (hire 

L  2  Duke. 
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Duke.  A  knight  of  the  (hire!  ha,  ha,  ha!  a  mighty- 
honour,  truly,  to  reprefent  all  the  fools  in  the  county. 

Kit.  O  lud  !  this  is  charming,  to  fee  two  noblemen 
quarrel. 

Sir  Har.  Why,  any  fool  may  be  born  to  a  title,  but 
only  jr  wife  man  can  make  himfelf  honcfurable. 

Kit.  Well  faid,  Sir  Harry,  that  is  good  moriUity. 

Duke.  I  hope  you  make  fome  difference  between  he- 
reditary honours  and  the  huzzas  of  a  mob. 

Kit.  Very  fciart,  my  lord    •     Now,  Sir  Harry — 

Sir  Har.  If  you  make  ufe  of  your  hereditary  honours 
to  fereen  you  from  debt 

Duke.  Zounds,  Sir,  wliat  do  you  mean  by  that? 

Kit.  Hold,  hold !  I  fhali  have  fome  fine  old  noble 
blood  fpilt  here Ha'  done.   Sir  Harry—— 

Sir  Har.  Not  I Why,  he  is  always  valuing  him- 
felf upon  his  upper  houfe. 

Duks.   We  have  dignity.  '[Shnu. 

Sir  Har.  But  what  becomes  of  your  dignity,  if  we 
refufc  the  fupplies  ?  \_^uick. 

Kit.  Peace,  peace Here's  Lady  Bab- 

Enter  Lady  Bab'j  Servant  in  a   Chair. 
—  Dear  lady  Bab 

Lady  J^ab.  Mrs  Kitty,  your  fervant — I  was  afraid  of 
taking  cold,  and  fo  ordered  the  chair  dovv'n  flairs.  Weil, 

aiid  how  do  you  do  ? My  lord  Duke,  your  fervant  — 

and  Sir  Harry  too — your's. 

Duke.  Your  ladyfhip's  devoted — 

Lady  Bah.  I'm  afraid  I  have  trefpafled  in  point  of 
time — X^Looks  on  her  'watch.~\ — But  I  got  into  my  fa- 
vourite author. 

Duke.  Yes,  I  found  her  ladyfliip  at  her  fludies  this 
morning Some  wicked  poem — 

Lady  Bab.  O  you  wretch! — I  never  read  but  one 
book. 

Kit,  What  is  your  ladyfhip  fo  fond  of  ? 
,  Lady  Bab.  Shikfpur.  Did  you  never  read  Shikfptir  ? 

Kit.  Shikfpur!    Shikfpur! Who  wrote  it  ?— No, 

I  never  read  Shikfpur. 

Lady  Bab.  Then  you  have  an  imtnenfe  pleafure  to 
come. 

Kit. 


BELO^    STAIRS.  125 

Kit.  WeU  then,  I'll  read  it  over  one  afternotm  or 

other Here's  Lady  Charlotte. 

Enter  Lady  Charlotte'/  Maid  in  a  Chair. 
Dear  Lady  Charlotte  ! 
Lady  Cly<tr.  Oh,  Mrs  Kitty,  I  thought  I  nerer  (Tion'd 

have   reach'd  your  houfc Such  a  fit  of  the  colic 

feix'd  me Oh,   Lady  Bab,  how  long  has  your  lady- 

fhip  been  here  i* My  chairmen  were  fuch  drones—— 

My  I^ord  Duke  !  the  pink  of  all  good  breeding. 

Duke,  O  Ma'am —  [^Bo-wing. 

Lady  Char.    And   Sir  Harry! Your  fcrvant,  Sir 

Harry.  [^Formally. 

Sir  Har.  Madam,  your  fcrrant — I  am  forry  to  hear 
)ur  ladylhip  has  been  ill. — 
Lrdy  Chiir.  You  mutt  give  me  leave  to  doubt  the  fin- 

cerity  of  that  furrow,   Sir Remember  the  Park. 

Sir  Har.  The  Park  !  I'll  explain  that  affair,  Ma- 
dam. 

Lady  Char.  I  want  none  of  your  explanations. 

\Scorfifully. 
Sir  Har.  Dear  lady  Charlotte  ! 

Lady  Char.  No,   Sir ;   I  have  obferv'd  your  coolncCs 
of  late,  and  dcfpife  you  -       A  trumpery  baronet ! 
Sir  Har.   \  fee  how  it   is ;  nothing  will  fatisfy  you 

but  nobility ^That  fly  dog  the  marquis  • 

Lady  Char.  None  of  your  rcfl  eft  ions.  Sir— —The 
marquis  is  a  perfon  of  honour,  and  above  inquiring  af- 
ter a  lady's  fortune,  as  you  meanly  did. 

Sir  Har.   I — I — Madam  ?     I   fcorn   fuch  a  thing — 

I  aflure  you,  Madam,  I  never — that  is  to  fay -Egad 

I  am  confounded My  Lord  Duke,  what  (hall  1  fay 

to  her  ? — Pray  help  me  out-^  \_AJide, 

Dah.  Aflc  her  to  fliow  her  legs-^ha,  ha,  ha  ! — 

l^fide. 
Enter  Philip  and  Lovel,  IcaJtd  'with  hoitlet. 

Phil.  Here,  my  little  peer here  is  wine  that  will 

ennoble  your  blood Both  your  ladyHiips  moil  hum- 
ble fervant. 

Lov.  \_Affening  to  he  drunk..'\  Both  your  ladyfhips 
mod  humble  fervant. 

Kit.  Why,  Philip,  you  have  made  the  boy  drunk. 
l^bil.  I  have  made  him  free  of  the  ccUar-^La,  ha.  ha ' ' 
J-  3  ^--'' 
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Lov,  Yes,  I  am  frer — I  am  very  free— — 

Phil.  He  has  had  a  fmack  of  every   fort  of  wine, 
from  humble  Port  to  imperial  Tokay. 

Lov.  Yes,   I  have  been  drinking  Kokay. 

Kit.  Go,  get  you  fome  fleep,  child,  that  you  may 
wait  on  his  lordftiip  by-and-by. 

Lov.  Thank  you.  Madam 1  will  certainly  wait 

«n  their  lordfhips,  and  their  ladyfhif  s  too. 

\_AJidey  and  exit. 

Phil.  Well,  ladies,  what  fay  you  to  a  dance,  and 
then  to  fupper  ?     *  Have  you  had  your  tea  ?' 

jill.  A  dance,  a  dance  ! — '  no  tea — no  tea. 

'  Phil.  Here,  fiddler — [_calls.'\  I  have  provided  a  very 

*  good  hand,  you  fee. 

*  Enter  Fiddler  nuith  a  nuooden  leg. 

*  Sir  Bar.  Not  fo  well  legg'd,  Mr  Philip. 
.    *  All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

*  Dide.  Le  drole  ! — Hark  ye,  Mr — which  leg  do  you 

*  beat  time  with  i 

*  All.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  ^Loud laugh. 

*  Sir  Har.  What  can  you  play,  Domine  ? 

*  Fid.  Any  thing,  an't  pleafe  your  honour,  from  a  jig 
'  to  a  fonata. 

*  Phil  Come  here Where  are  all  our  people  ?' 

[£;//i'r  Coachman,  Cook,  Kingfton,  Cioe.] 

*  I'll  couple  you — My  Lord  Duke  will  take  Kit- 

*  ty,'^ — Lady  Bab  will  do  me  the   honour  of  her  hand  ;. 

*  bir  Harry  and  lady  Charlotte— Coachman  and  Cook» 
«  and  the  two  devils,  dance  together ha,  ha,  ha !' 

Duke.  With  fubmilfion,  the  country-dances  by- 
and-by- 

Lady  Char.  Ay,  ay,    French  dances  before  fupper^ 

and  country-dances  after 1  beg  the  Duke   and  Mrs 

Kitty  may  give  us  a  minuet. 

Duke.  Dear  lady  Charlotte,  confider  my  poor  gout — 
Sir  Hany  will  oblige  us.  \Sir  Harry  l(n\3s. 
.    All.  Minuet,  Sir  Harry — minuet,  Sir  Harry-^ 

Fid^  What  minuet  would  your  honours  pleafe  to  have  ? 

.    Kit.   What  minuet  ? Let  me  fee Play  Mar- 

fhal  Thingumbob's  minuet. 

[/y  minuet  hy  Sir  Harry  and  Kitty,  au^njjard  and  con- 
edUd. 

Lady 
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Lady  Char.  Mrs  Kitty  dances  fweetly. 

Phii.  And  Sir  Harry  delightfully. 

Duks.  Well  enough  for  a  commoner. 

Pkil.  Come,  now  to  fupper A  gentleman  and  a 

hidy — •  Here,  fiddler  [_gives  inoney\  wait  without. 

Fid.  Yes,  an't  plcafe  yoxir  honour. 

[£x/7  'with  a  tankard. 

Phil.   {Thsyfit  doivn."}  We  will  fet  the   wine  on  thc 

table Here    is  claret,   Burgundy,  and  Champagne, 

and  a  bottle  of  Tokay  for  the  ladies There  arc  tick- 
ets on  every  bottle If  any  gentleman  choofes  port — 

Duie.  Port ! — 'Tis  only  fit  for  a  dram. 

Kit.  Lady   Bab,  wlat  fhall  I   fend  you  ? Lady 

Charlotte,  pray  be  free  :  the  more  free  the  more  wel- 
come, as  they  fay  in  my  country. The  gentlemen 

will  be  fo  good  as  to  take  care  of  themfclves.   \A  paufc. 

Duke.  Lady  Charlotte,   "  Hob  or  Nob!" 

Lady  Char.  Done — my  Lord — in  Burgundy,   if  you 
pleafe. 

Duke.  Here's   your   fweelheart   and   mine,  and  the 
friends  of  the  company.  \JT hey  drink.     A  paufe. 

Phil.  Come,    ladies  and   gentlemen,    a   bumper  all 

nd  — 1  have  a  health    for  you »*  Here  is  to  the 

amendment  of  our  mailers  and  miftreffes  " 

All.   Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !     \^Loud  laugh.  A  paufe. 

Kit.  Ladies,  pray   what  is  your  opinion  of  a  finglc- 
gcntleman's  fervice  ? 

Lady  Char.  Do  you  mean  an  old  fingle-gentleman  ? 

All.  Ha^  ha,  ha,  lia,  ha,  ha  !  [_LauJ  laugh. 

Phil.  My  Lord  Duke,  your  toaft.  - 

Duke.  Lady  Betty 

Pi::l.  Oh  no— A  health  and  a  fentiment. 

Dukf.  A  health  and  a  fentimcnt ! No,  no,  let  us 

ve  a  fong Sir  Harry,  your  fong 

Sir  Bar.  Would  you  have  it  i Well  then — Mrs 

Kitty,  we  muft  call  upon  you Will  you  honour  my 

mufe  ! — — 

All.  A  fong,  a  fong }  ay,  ay,  ^ir  Harry's  fong — 
Sir  Harry's  fong— 

Duk.'.   A  fong  to  be  fure — but   fiift-*— prelude, 

\_K:Jfej  Kitty.3 Pray>  gentlemen,  put  it  about. 

\Ki-Jing  r(,uKd — ivingllon  kiJTis  Cloe  heartily. 

Sir 
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Sir  Har.  See  how  the  devils  kifs ! 
Kit.  I  am  really  hoarfe ;    but— hem — I  muft  clear 
up  my  pipes — hem This  is  Sir  Harry's  fong  ;  be- 
ing a  new  fong,  intitled  and  called,    The  Fellovj-Se?-- 
•want ;  or^  All  in  a  livery.      \_Sings.'\ 
I. 
Come  here,  fellow-fervant,  and  liften  to  me, 
I'll  fhow  you  how  thofe  of  fuperior  degree 
Are  only  dependents,  no  better  than^we. 

\Chor,'\  Both  high  and  low  in  this  do  agree^ 
^Tis  here  fellow-fervant. 
And  there  fellow-fervant, 
And  all  in  a  livery. 
II. 
See  yonder  fine  fpark  in  embroidery  drefl, 
Who  bows  to  the  great,  and  if  they  fmile  is  bleft  ; 
What  is  he,  I'faith,  but  a  fervant  at  bell  ? 
Cho.   Both  high,  &c. 

III. 
Niature  made  all  alike,  no  diftinftion  fhe  craves: 
So  we  laugh  at  the  great  world,  its  fools  and  its  knaves  j 
For  we  are  all  fervants,  but  they  are  all  flaves^ 
Cbo.  Both  high,  &c. 
IV. 
The  fat-fhining  glutton  looks. up  to  the  flielf, 
The  wrinkled  lean  mifer  bows  down  to  his  pelf, 
And  the  curl-pated  beau  is  a  Have  to  himfelf. 
Cho.  Both  high,  &c. 
V. 
The  gay  fparkling  belle,  who  the  whole  town  alarms, 
And  with  eyes,  lips,  and  neck,  fets  the  fmarts  all  in 
I«  a  vaflal  herfclf,  a  mere  drudge  to  her  charms,   [arms, 
Cho,  Both  high,  &e. 
VI. 
Then  we'll  drink  like  our  betters,  and  laugh,  fingand 

love  ; 
And  when  fick  of  one  place,  to  another  we'll  move ;. 
For,  with  little  and  great,  the  beft  joy  is  to  rove.. 
Cho.  Both  high  and  low  in  this  do  agree,. 
That  'tis  here  fellow-fervant, 
And  there  fellow-fervant, 
Aad  all  iu  a  lirery. 

mi 
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Phil.   How  do  you  like  it,  my  Lord  Duke  ? 

Duke.   It  is  a  damn'd  vile  compofition—— 

Pkil.   Howfo? 

Duke.  O  very  low  !   very  low  indeed  ! 

Sir  Har.  Can  you  make  a  better  ? 

Duki.   I  liope  fo. 

Sir  Har.  That  is  very  conceited. 

Dike.  What  is  conceited,  yon  fcoundrel  ? 

Sir  Har.   Scoundrel! — You  are  a  rilcal I'll  pi-.ll 

you  by  the  nofc \^All  rije. 

Duki.   Look  ye,  friend,  don't  give  yourftlf  airs,  and 

make   a   diftmbance  among  the  ladies If  you  are  a 

jfentleman,  name  your  weapons. 

Sir  Har.   Weapons  1— What  you  will— riftols— - 

Dukt.   Done — behind  Montague  houfe. 

Sir  Har    Done — with  fecouds. 

Duke.  Done 

Phil.  Oh,  for  (hame,  gentlemen  I — My  Lord  Duke 
-        Sir  Harry,  the  iadies  ! — fie  ! 

[Duke  and  Sir  Harry  afe/?  tofmg, 

Phil.  I J  violent  knocking.']  What  the  dcril  can  that 
be,  Kitty? 

Kif.   Who  can  it  pofSbly  be  ? 

PhiJ.    KingftoR,    run    up  ftairs   aj»d   peep.      [^Exit 

Kingfton.3    It  founds  like  my  mafter's    rap Pray 

Heaven  it  is  no  the  ! — [_Eniir  Jvingfton.] — Well,  King* 
iion,  what  is  it  ? 

AV/jf'.  It  is  matter  and  Mr  Freeman — I  peep'd  thro' 
the  key-hole,  and  fa vv  them  by  the  lamp-light-  Tom 
has  juil  let  them  in  - — 

Phil.  The  devil  he  has !  What  can  have  brought 
him  back  ? 

Av/.  No  matter  what Away  with  the  things — 

P/iil.  Away  with  the  wine— Away  with  the  plate- 
Here,  Coachman,  Cook,  Cloe,  Kinglton,  bear  a  hand— 
Out  with  tlie  candles — Away,  away. 

[  They  carry  aiuay  the  table^  &c. 

Vifitcrs.  What  {hall  we  do  ?  What  fhall  we  do  I 

[^Thy  all  run  about  in  confujion. 

Kit.   Run  up  ftairs,  ladies. 

Phil.  No,   no,  no  !  —  He'll  fee  you  then 

Sir  Har.  What  the  devil  had  I  to  do  here  ! 
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Duke.  Pox  take  it,  face  it  out. 

Sir  Har.   Oh  no  ;  thefe  Weft- Indians  are  very  fiery. 

Phil.  I  would  not  have  him  fee  any  of  you  for  the 
world. 

Lov.    [nvithout.)   Philip -Where's  Philip  ? 

Phil.   Oh    the    devil  ?    he's   certainly    coming   dowa 

flairs Sir  fiarry,  nm  down  into  the  cellar My 

L.ord  Duke,  get  into  the  pantry Away,  away  ! 

Kit.  No,  no  ;  do  you  put  their  ladyfliips  into  the 
pantry,  ••nd  I'll  take  his  grace  into  the  coal-hole. 

V fdors.  Any  where,  any  where Up  the  chimney, 

if  you  will. 

Pbil.  There in  with  you. 

\T'hey  all  go  into  the  pantry, 

Lov.    (ivi/hout.)   Philip Philip 

Phil.  Coming,  ^Sir — [^J^loaJ.^ — Kitty,  have  you  never 
a  good  book  to  be  reading  of? 

ICil.  Yes,  here  is  one. 

Phil.  'Egad,  this  is  black  Monday  virithus — Sit  down 

Seem  to  read  your  book Here  he  is,  as  drunk 

•as  a  piper \_TkeyJit  down, 

£nier  Lovel  luithpijiohy  affeiiing  to  be  drunk  i  Freeman 
follcwing, 

Lov-  Philip,  the  fon  of  Alexander  the  Great,  where 

are  all  my  myritiidons  ! What  the  devil  makes  you 

up  fo  early  this  morning  ? 

PbiL  He  is  very  drunk  indeed — \_Jfide.~\ — Mrs  Kitty 
and  I  had  got  Into  a  good  book,  your  honour. 

Free.  Ay,  ay,  they  have  been  well  employed,  I  dare 
fay — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lov»  Come,  fit  down,  Freeman. — Lie  you  there— 
\^Lays  his  pijhlt  doivti.']  I  come  a  little  unexpedledly, 
perhaps,  Philip. 

Phil.  A  good  fervant  is  never  afraid  of  being  caught, 
Sir— 

Lov.   I  have  feme  accounts  that  I  muft  fettle 

Phil.  Accounts,  Sir  ? — To-night  ? 

Lov.  Yes,  to-night — I  find  myfelf  perfeftly  clear — 
You  fhall  fee  I'll  fettle  them  in  a  twinkling 

Phil.  Your  honour  will  go  into  the  parlour  ? 

Z<5.v.   No,  I'll  fettle  'em  all  here. 

Kit.  Your  honour  muft  not  fit  here 


B  E  L  O  W    S  T  A  I  R  S.  151 

Lov.  Why  not  ? 

Kit.  You  will  certainly  take  cold,  Sir ;  the  room  has 
mot  been  wafhed  above  an  hour. 

Lov.  What  a  curted  lie  that  is  !  {.^JJf- 

Duke.   Philip Philip Philip.        {.Pf'-'ping  out. 

Phil.  Pox  take  you  ! hold  your  tongQe — \^Aftde, 

Free.  You  have  juil  nick'd  them  in  the  very  minute. 

\^AfiJe  to  lx>vcl. 

Ltyu.  I  find  I  have Mum— — ^[^..v  to  Freeman.] 

Get  fome  wine,  Philip {^Exit  Philip  ] Though 

I  muft   eat  fomething  before  1  drink Kitty,  what 

have  you  got  in  the  pantry  ? 

Kit.  In  the  pantry  \     Lard,  your  honour !    we  are 
at  board-wages. —— 

Free.    I  could  eat  a  morfcl  of  cold  meat. 

Lov.  You  (hall  have  it Here — [/?'y^J-] Open 

the  pantry -door — I  11  be  about  your  board-wages  ! 

I  have  treated  you  often,  now  you  (hall  treat  your  ma- 
iler.  

Kit.   If  I  may  be  believed.  Sir,  there  is  not  a  fcrap  of 
any  thing  in  the  world  in  the  pantry.  \  i-iu:. 

Lov.   Well,  then,  we  mull  be  contented,  a.— • 

Let  us  have  a  cruA  of  bread  and  a  bottle  of  wine. 

\^Sits  do'wn  agair. 

Kit.  Sir,  had  not  my  mafter  better  go  to-bed  ?— — 
\^Muk(^i  jigns  to  Freeman  ttttt  Lovel  //  drunk. 

Lov.   Bed!   not  I I'll  fit  here  all  night '  FU 

very  plcafant ;  and  nothing  like  variety  in  life. 

Sir  Har     {^peeping.']   Mrs  Kitty Mrs  Kitty 

Kit,  Peace,  on  your  life.  (^Jijtde.) 

Lov.   Kitty,   what  voice  is  that  ? 

Kit.   Nobody's,   Sir. Hem 

Lev.    [Philip   brings  ot'/w.]    Soh very  well 

Now  do  you  two  march  off March  o(r,    I  fay.—" 

Pkil.  We  can't  tliink  of  leaving  your  honour — For 
egad,  if  we  do,  wc  are  undone.  [_yfjidt. 

Lov.  Begone My  fervice  to  you,  Freeman — This 

is  good  (luff 

Free.   Excellent.  \_SotKebody  in  the  pantry  fneezet. 

Kit.  We  are  undone  ;  undone.  \_Afide» 

"hil.   Oh,  that  is  the  Duke's  damn'J  rapee.     \^Ajide. 

'  .V.  Didn't  you  hear  auoife,  Chgrlcs  ? 

Free, 
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Free.  Somebody  fneez'd,  I  thought. 

Lav.  Damn  it,  there  are  thieVes  in   the  houfe . 

I'll  be  among  'em {Takes  a  pijiol. 

Kit.  Lack-a-day,  Sir,  it  was  only  the  cat They 

fometimes  fnecze  for  all  the  world  like  a  Chriftian 

Here,  Jack,  Jack He  has  got  a  cold,    Sir Pufs, 

— pufs — 

Lov.  A  cold!  then  I'll  cure  him — ——Here,  Jack, 
Jack pufs,  pufs 

Kit,  Your  honour  won't  be   fo   rafh Pray  your 

honour,  don't \Ppp^ff^^' 

Lov.   Stand  off Here,    Freeman — here's  a  barrel 

for  bufinefs,  with  a  brace  of  (lugs,  and  well  prim'd,  as 

you  fee Freeman — I'll  hold  you  five  to  four- — — 

nay,  I'll  hold  you  two  to  one,  I  hit  the  cat  through 
the  key-hole  of  that  pantry-door. 

Free.  Try,  try  ;  but  I  think  it  impoflible. 

Lov.  I  amadamn'd  good  markfman    {Cctcks  the pijloly 

and  points   it  at   the  pantry- door  r\ Now  for  it !    \_A 

violent  JJjriek,  aJid  all  is  difcovered.~\ Who  the  devil 

are  all  thefe  ?     One two three four 

Phil.  They  are  particular  friends  of  mine.  Sir ;  fer- 
vants  to  fome  noblemen  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Lov.  I  told  you  there  were  thieves  in  the  houfe. 

Free.   Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Phil.  I  affure  your  honour  they  have  been  entertained 
at  our  own  expence,  upon  my  word. 

Kit.  Yes,  indeed,  your  honour,  if  it  was  the  laft 
word  I  had  to  fpeak. 

Lov  Take  up  that  bottle [Philip  takes  up  a  bottle 

nvith  a  ticket  to  it,  and  is  going  off '\ Bring  it  back. 

Do  you  ufually  entertain  your  company  with  To- 
kay, Monfieur? 

Phil    I,  Sir,  treat  with  wine ! 

Lov-  O  yes,  from  humble  Pore  to  imperial  Tokay  too, 
Tes,  I  loves  Kokay.  [Mimicking  himfelf. 

Phil.   How! — Jemmy,  my  mafter  ! 

Kit.  Jemmy! — the  devil! — 

Phil.  Vour  honour  is  at  prefcnt  in  liquor — ^but  in  the 
morning,  v/hcn  your  honour  is  recovered,  I  well  fet  all 
to  rights  again 

Lov.  {ckangtr-g  his  countenance  ]  We'll  fct  all  to  rights 

now—" 
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now — There,    I  am   fober,    at    your  fervice What 

have  you  to  fay,  Philip  ?  \_Philip  J}arts.'\  You  may  well 
ftart Go,  get  out  of  my  fight. 

Duke.  Sir — I  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  td 
you,  but  I  have  the  honour  to  fervc  his  grace  the  duke 
of 

Ltv.  And  the  impudence  familiarly  to  affiime  his 
title — Your  grace  will  gite  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Tliat 

is  the  door And  if  you   e\"er  enter  there  again,   I 

afTure  you,  my  lord  Duke,   I  will  break  every  bone  in 
your  grace's  /kin Begone — 

Duke.   {^Afidi.'y   Low-bred  fellows.  \_Exif. 

Lov.  I  beg  their  ladyfliips  pardon ;  perhaps  they 
cannot  go  without  chairs — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fre:.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  {^Sir 'Htirry  Jleals  cff. 

hady  Char.   This  comes  ofvijiting  coiwnoners.     \_Extt. 

Lady  Bah.  They  are  downright  Hottevpots.       \_E>.it, 

Phil,  and  Kit.  1  hope  your  honour  will  not  take  away 
our  bread.  ' 

Lov.  **  Five  hundred  pounds  will  fet  you  up  in  a 
**  chocolate-houfe — You'll  fhine  in  the  bar.  Madam." — 
I  have  been  an  eyc-witnefs  of  your  roguery,  extrava- 
gance, and  ingratitude. 

Pkil.  and  Kit.  Oh,  Sir Good  Sir  ! 

Lev.    You,    madam,    may  flay  here  till  to-morrow 

morning And  there,  madam,  is  the  book  you  lent 

me,  which  I  beg  you'll  read  •*  night  and  morning  bc- 
**  fore  you  fay  your  prayers." 

Kit.   I  am  ruin'd  and  undone.  \_Exif. 

Lov.  But  you.  Sir,  for  youi  wl. .-.:;/,  and  (what  I 
hate  worfe)  your  hypocrify,  fhall  not  ftay  a  minute 
longer  in  this  houfc  ;  and  here  comes  an  honeft  man  t« 

(how  you  the  way  out — Your  keys.  Sir 

£  Philip  ^/wj  the  keys. 
Enter  Tom. 

Tom,  I  refpet^  and  value  you — You  are  an  honeft 
fcrvant,  and  fiiall  never  want  encouragcinent Be  fo 

xl,  Tom,  as  to  fee  that  gentleman  out  of  my  houfe, 
^jjinlt  to  Philip] — and  then  take  charge  of  the  cellar  and 
plate. 

Totn.  I  thank  your  honour ;  but  I  would  not  rife  oa 
the  ruin  of  a  fcUow-fervant. 

VuL.  I.  *M  Z'>r. 
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IjOV.  No  remonllrances,  Tom  ;  it  fliall  be  as  I  fay. 

Phil.  What  a  curfed  fool  have  I  been  ? 

\_Exetint  farvants* 

Lov.  Well,  Charles,  I  muft  thank  yoii  for  my  fro- 
lic— It  has  been  a  wholefome  one  to  me Have  i 

done  right  ? 

Free.  Entirely No  judge   could  have  determin'd 

better As  you  punifh'd  the  bad,  it  was  but  juftice 

to  reward  the  good. 

*  Lov.  A  faithful  fervant  is  a  worthy  charafter. 

*  Free.  Atid  can  never  receive  too  much  encourage- 

*  ment. 

*  Lov.  Right. 

*  Free,  You  have  made  Tom  very  happy. 

*  Lov.  And  I  intend  to  make  your  Robert  fo  too.— • 

*  Every  honeft  fervant  fhould  be  made  happy.' 

Free.  But  what  an  infufferable  piece  of  affurance  is  it 
in  fome  of  thefe  fellows  to  affedl  and  imitate  their  ma- 
ilers manners  ? 

Lov.  What  manners  muft  thofe  be  which  they  can 
imitate  ? 

Free.  True. 

Lov.  If  perfons  of  rank  would  aft  up  to  their  ftand- 
ard,  it  would  be  impofiible  that  their  fervants  could  ape 
them — But  when  they  affeft  every  thing  that  is  ridicu- 
lous, it  will  be  in  the  power  of  any  low  creature  to  fol- 
low their  example. 
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Dor.  And  I  tell  you^  You  fhall  conform  to  my  will  ; 
and  that  I  was  not  married  to  you  to  fufFer  your  ill- 
humours. 

Greg.  O  the  intolerable  fatigue  of  matrimony  !  Ari- 
ftotle  never  faid  a  better  thing  in  his  life,  than  when  he 
told  us,   That  a  'wi/e  is  ivorfc  than  a  devil. 

Dor.   Hear  the  learned  gentleman  with  his  Ariftotle. 
Greg..  And  a  learned  man  I  am  too:  find  me   out  a 
maker  of  fagot*  that's  able,  like  myfelf,  to  reafon  upon 
things,  or  that  can  boaft  fuch  an  education  as  mine. 
Dor.   An  education  ! 

Greg.  Ay,  hufly,  a  regular  education  ;  firft  at  the 
charity-fchool,  where  I  learnt  to  read  ;  then  I  waited 
on  a  gentleman  at  Oxford,  where  I  learnt — very  neaf  as 
much  as  my  mafter  ;  from  whence  I  attended  a  travel- 
ling pbyficiaft  fix  years,  under  the  facetious  denomina- 
tion of  a  Merry  Avdre'w,  where  I  learnt  phyiic. 

Dorc.  O  that  thou  had'ft  follow'd  him  ftill !  Curs'd 
be  the  hour  wherein  I  anfwer'd  the  paj-fon,   /  'will. 

Greg.  And  curs'd  be  the  parfon  that  aflc'd  me  the 
queftion  ! 

Dor.  You  have  reafon  to  complain  of  him  indeed, 
who- ought  to  be  on  your  knees  every  moment,  return- 
ing thanks  to  heaven  for  tl.at  great  bleffing  it  fent  you, 

when  it  fent  you  myfelf. 1   hope   you  have  not  the 

xfFurance  to  think  you  deferv'd  fuch  a  wife  as  me. 
Greg.   No,  really,   I  don't  think  I  do. 

Dorcas  Jif!gs, 
When  a  lady,  like  me,  condefcends  to  agree 

To  let  fuch  a  jackanapes  tafte  her. 
With  what  zeal  and  care  fliou'd  he  worfhip  the  fail', 
Who  gives  him — what's  meat  for  his  mailer  r 
His  aftions  (hould  llill 
Attend  on  her  will  ; 
Hear,  firrah,  and  take  it  for  warning  ; 
To  her  he  Ihould  be 
Each  night  on  his  knee, 
And  fo  he  fliould  be  on  each  morning. 
Greg.  Meat  for  my  maftcr !   you  were  meat  for  your 
mailer,  if  I  an't  miilaken  ;  *  for,  to  one  of  our  fhames 
*  be  it  fpoken,  you  rofe   as  good  a  virgin   from  me  as 

*  you 
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*  you  went   to-bed'     Come,  come,  Madam,  It  was  a 
lucky  day  for  you  when  you  found  me  out. 

Dor.  Lucky  iodecd  I  a  fellow  who  eat«  every  thing  I 
have. 

Greg.  That  happens  to  be  a  miflakc,  for  I  drink 
fome  part  oii't. 

Dor.  That  has  not  even  left  me  a  bed  to  lie  on. 

Grtg.  You'll  rife  the  earlier. 

Dor.  And  who  from  morning  till  night  is  eternally  iu 
an  althoufe. 

Greg.   It's  genteel ;  the  fquire  docs  the  fame. 

Dor.  Pray,  Sir,  what  are  you  willing  I  ihall  do  wick 
my  family  ? 

Greg.   Whatever  you  pleafe. 

Dor.  My  four  little  children  that  arc  continually  cry- 
ing for  bread? 

Greg.  Give  'em  a  rod !  bed  cure  in  the  Wfirld  fof 
crying  children. 

Dor.  And  do  you  imagine,   fut 

Greg.  Hark  ye,  my  dear,  you  know  my  temper  is 
not  over  and  above  paillve,  and  that  my  arm  is  extreme- 
ly adive. 

Dor.  I  laugh  at  your  threats,  poor  beggarly  infolent 
ftUow. 

Greg.  Soft  objc«ft  of  ray  wifhing  eyes,  I  (hall  play 
vith  your  pretty  ears. 

Dor.  Touch  me  if  you  dare,  you  in(blent,  impudent, 
dirty,  lazy,  mfcally — 

Greg.  Oh  ho,  ho  !  you  will  bave  it  then,  I  find. 

{_Beati  her.  • 

Dor.  O  murdtr,  murder  ! 

Enter  Squire  Robert. 

Roh.  What's  the  naatter  here  ?  Fy  upon  you,  f>- 
upon  you,  neighbour,  to  beat  your  wife  ia  this  fcanda- 
lous  manner ! 

Dor.  Well,  Sir,  and  I  have  a  mind  to  be  beat,  and 
what  then  ? 

Rob.  O  dear.  Madam,  I  give  my  confent  with  all  my 
heart  and  foul. 

Dor.  What's  tluit  to  you,  faucebox  ?  Is  it  any  bu- 
Unefs  of  your's  ? 

R'.b^  No  certaixilv,  Madam. 

M  3  Dfr^ 
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Dor.  Here's  an  impertinent  fellow   for  you,   won't 
fufFer  a  hufband  to  beat  his  own  wife  ! 

AIR,      Wmchejler  Wedding, 
Go  thrafh  your  own  rib,   Sir,  at  homc^ 

Nor  thus  interfere  with  oiir  ftrife ; 
May  cuckoldom  ftill  be  his  doom, 

Who  ftrivcs  to  part  huiband  and  wife. 
Suppofe  I've  a  mind  he  fhould  drub, 

Whofe  bones  are  they,   Sir,  ..he's  to  lick  ? 
At  whofe  expcnce  is  it,  you  fcnib? 
You  are  not  to  find  him  a  ftick. 
Roh.  Neighbour,  I  afk   your  pardon  heartily ;  here, 
take  aftd  threfh  your  wife  ;  beat  her  as  you  ought  to  do. 
Greg.  No,  Sir,   I  won't  beat  her. 
Rob.   O  Sir,  that's  another  thing. 
Greg.  I'll  beat  her   v:hen  I  pleafe,  and  will  not  beat 
her  when  I  do  not  pleafe.   She  ismy  wife,  and  not  your's. 
Roh.  Certainly. 

Dor.  Give  me  the  ftick,  dear  hufban  J. 
Roh.  Well,  if  ever  I  attempt  to  part  hu(baftd  and  wife 
again,  may  I  be  beaten  myfelf !  \^Exit  Sq.  Robi 

Greg.  Come,  my  dear,  let  us  be  friends. 
Dor.  What,  after  beating  me  fo.! 
Greg.  'Twas  but  in  jeft. 

Dor.  I  defire  you  will  crack  your  jefts  on  your  own 
bones,  not  on  mine. 

Greg.  Pfhaw  !  you  know  you  and  I  are  one,  and  I 
beat  one  half  of  myfelf  when  I  beat  you. 

Dor-.  Yes,  but  for  the  future  I  delire  you  will  beat 
the  other  half  of  yourfelf. 

Greg.  Come,  my  pretty  dear,  I  a(k  pardon  ;  I'm 
forry  for't. 

Dor.  For  once  I  pardon  you — but  you  fhall  pay  for 
it.  l^Jide. 

Greg.  Piha  !  pfha  !  child,  thefe  are  only  little  aflaii-s, 
neceflary  in  friendfhip  ;  four  or  five  good  blovvs  with  a 
cudgel  between  your  very  fond  couples,  only  tend  to 
heighten  the  aifcdtions.  I'll  now  to  the  wood,  and  I 
jsromife  thee  t&  make  a  hundred  faggots  before  1  come 
•feoxpe  again.  [^Exit. 

Dor.  If  I  am  not  reveng'd  on  thofe  blows  of  your's  ! 
«  — Qh,  tliat  I  could  but  think  of  fomc  method  to  be 


T  H  E   M  O  C  K    D  O  C  T  O  R.      139 

*  reveng'd  on  htm  !  Hang  the  rogue,  he'a  quite  infen- 
'  fible  of  cuckoldom. 

*  A  1  R,    Oh  London  is  a  fine  tcnvn, 
'  In  ancient  days,  I've  heard,  with  horns 

*  The  wife  her  fpoufe  could  fright, 

*  Which  now  the  hero  bravely  fcorns, 

*  So  common  is  the  fight. 

*  To  city,  country,  camp,  or  court, 

*  Or  whercfoe'er  he  go, 

*  No  horned  brother  dares  make  fport ; 

*  They're  cuckolds  all  a-row.' 

Oh  that  I  could  find  out  fume  invention  to  get  him  well 
di-ubb'd ! 

Enter  Harry  and  James. 

Har.  Were  ever  two  fools  fent  on  fuch  a  meffage  a 5 
we  are,  in  queft  of  a  dumb  doftor  ! 

ya.  Blame  your  own  curfed  memory  that  made  you 
forget  his  name.  For  my  part,  I'll  travel  through  the 
world  rather  than  retum  without  him  ;  that  were  as  much 
as  a  limb  or  two  were  worth. 

Har.  Was  ever  fuch  a  curfed  misfortune,  to  lofe  the 
ktter !  1  fhould  not  even  know  his  name  if  I  were  to 
hear  it. 

Dor.  Can  I  find  no  invention  to  be  reveng'd  !••— Hcy^ 
day  !  who  are  thefe  ? 

Ja.  Hark  ye,  raiftrefs,  do  you  know  where— where 
— where  doftor  What-d'ye-call-him  livc?v? 

Dor.  Duftor  who  ? 

Ja.  Doftor doftor what's  his  name  ? 

Dor.  Hey!  what,  has  the  fellow  a  mind  to  banter  me? 

Har.  Is  there  no  phyficiau  hereabouts  famous  for  cu- 
ring dumbnefs  ? 

Dor.  I  fancy  you  liave  no  need  of  fuch  a  phyfician, 
Mr  Impeiiinence. 

Har.  Don't  miftake  us,  good  woman,  we  don't  mean 
to  banter  you  :  we  are  fent  by  our  mailer,  whofc  daugh- 
ter has  loft  her  fpc'ech,  for  a  certain  phyfician  who  lives 
hereabouts  ;  we  have  loft  our  direftion,  and  'tis  as  much 
as  our  lives  are  worth  to  return  without  him. 

Dor.  There  is  one  Dr  Lazy  lives  juft  by,  bijt  he  har 
left  off  pradifing.  You  would  not  get  him  a  mile  to 
favc  U»e  lives  of  a  thoufaud  patients* 
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Ja,  Direft  us  but  to  him  \  we'll  bring  him  with  us 
one  way  or  other,   I  warrant  you. 

Hat:  Ay,  ay,  we'll  have  him  with  us,  though  we 
carry  him  on  our  backs. 

Dor.  Ha  !  Heav'n  has  infpir'd  me  with  one  of  the  • 
moil  admirable  inventions  to  be  reveng'd  on  my  hang- 
dog!  \_Afide.~\^  I  aflure  you,  if  you  can  get  him  with 
you,  he'll  do  your  young  lady's  bufmcfs  for  her  ;  he's 
reckoned  one  of  the  belt  phyficians  in  the  world,  efpe- 
cially  for  dumbnefs. 

Har.  Pray  tell  us  where  he  lives  ? 

Dor.  You'll  never  be  able  to  get  him  out  of  his  own 
huofe  ;  but  if  you  watch  hereabouts,  you'll  certainly 
meet  with  him,  for  he  very  often  amufes  himfelf  here 
with  cutting  wood. 

Har.  A  phyfician  cut  wood  ! — 

ya.  I  fuppofe  he  amufes  himfelf  in  fearching  after 
herbs  you  mean. 

Dcr.  No  ;.  he's  one  of  the  moft  extraordinary  men  in 
the  world :  he  goes  dreft  like  a  common  clown  ;  for 
there  is  nothing  he  fo  much  dreads  as  to  be  known  for  a 
phyfician. 

Ja.  All  your  great  men  have  fome  ftrange  oddities 
about  'em. 

Dor.  Why,  he  will  fuffer  himfelf  to  be  beat  before 
he  will  o\\'Ti  himfelf  to  be  a  phyfician — and  I'll  give  you 
my  word,  you'll  never  make  him  own  himfelf  one,  un-- 
lefs  you  both  of  you  take  a  good  cudgel  and  thrafh. 
him  into  it ;  'tis  what  we  are  all  ferced  to  do  when  we 
have  any  need  of  him. 

Ja.  What  a  ridiculous  whim  is  here  ! 

Dor.  Very  true ;  and  in  fo  great  a  man. 

Ja.  And  is  he  fo  very  fkilful  a  man  ? 

Dor.  Skilful  ?  why  he  does  miracles.  About  half  a 
year  ago,  a  woman  was  given  over  by  all  lier  phyficians, 
nay,  fhehad  been  dead  fome  time  ;  when  this  great  man 
came  to  her,  as  foon   as  he  faw  her,  he  pour'd  a  little 

drop  of  fomething  down  her  throat he  had  no  foon- 

er  done  it,  than  (he  got  out  of  her  bed,  and  walk'd 
about  the  room  as  if  there  had  been  nothing  the  mat- 
ter with  her. 

Boih^  O  prodigious  \ 

Ber., 
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Dor.  'Tis  not  above  tliree  weeks  ago,  that  a  child  of 
twelve  years  old  fell  from  tlie  top  of  a  houfe  to  the  bot- 
tom, and  broke  its  fcull,  its  arms,  and  legs. Our 

phylician  was  no  fooner  drnbb'd  into  making  him  a  vifit* 
than,  having  rubb'd  the  child  all  over  with  a  certain  oint- 
ment, it  got  upon  its  legs,  and  run  a\%-ay  to  play. 

BitL  Oh  moft  wonderful ! 

Har.  Hey  !  Gad,  Jamc»,  wt'll  drub  him  out  •"  ^  -  ♦ 
of  this  ointment. 

'/:i.  But  can  he  cure  dumbnefs  ? 

Dor.  Dumbnefs  !  Why  the  curate  of  our  parifti's  wife 
was  born  dumb  ;  and  the  doctor,  with  a  fort  of  wafh, 
wafhed  her  tongue,  till  he  fet  it  a-going  fo,  that  in  lefs* 
than  a  month's  time  flie  out-talk'd  her  huiband. 

liar.  This  rauft  be  the  ver)'  man  we  were  fent  after. 

Dor.   Yonder  is  the  very  man  I  fpeak  of. 

jfa.  What,  that  he  yonder  ! 

Dor.  'I  he  vei7  fajne. He  has  fpy'd  us,  and  ta- 
ken up  his  bill. 

j^a.  Come,  Harry,  don't  let  us  lofc  one  moment.— 
Millrefs,  your  fervant ;  we  give  you  ten  thoufand  thanks 
for  this  favour. 

Dor.  Be  fure  you  make  good  ufe  of  your  flicks. 

Ju.  He  (han't  want  that.  {^Exeunt. 

Scene,  Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Gregory  dlfcover'd  fitting  on  the  ground  withfaggctt 
about  him. 

Greg.  Pox  on't,  'tis  moft  confounded  hot  weather. 
Hey,  who  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  James  and  Harry. 

'Ja.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient  humble  fervant 

Greg.  Sir,  your  fervant. 

ya.  We  are  mighty  happy  in  finding  you  here 

Greg.  Ay,   like  enough 

^a.  'Tis  in  your  power.  Sir,  to  do  us  a  very  great 
favotu- — We  come.  Sir,  to  implore  your  affiftante  in  a 
certain  affair. 

Greg.  If  it  be  in  my  power  to  give  yon  any  afCft- 
ance,  mafters,  I  am  very  ready  to  do  it. 

Jcj.  Sir,  you  are  extremely  obliging — But,  dear  Sir, 

let 
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let  me  beg  you  be  cover'd,  the  fun  will  hurt  your  com" 
plexion. 

Har.   For  Heaven's  fake,  Sir,  be  cover'd. 

Greg.  Thefe  (hould  be  footmen  by  their  drefs,  but 
courtiei-s  by  their  ceremony.  \^Afidi:. 

Ja.  You  mufl  not  think  it  ftrange,  Sir,  that  we 
come  thus  to  feek  after  you  ;  men  of  your  capacity  will 
be  fought  after  by  the  whole  world. 

Greg.  Truly,  gentlemen,  though  I  fay  it,  that  fhculd 
not  fay  it,  I  have  a  pretty  good  hand  at  a  faggot. 

Ja.  Odcar,  Sir! 

Greg.  You  may  perhaps  buy  faggots  cheaper  other- 
wife  ;  but  if  you  find  fuch  in  all  this  country,  you  fhall 
have  mine  for  nothing.  To  make  but  one  word  then 
with  you,  you  fhall  have  mine  for  ten  (hillings  a  hun- 
dred. 

ya.  Don't  talk  in  that  manner,  I  defire  you. 

Greg.  I  could  not  fell  'em  a  penny  cheaper,  if  'twas 
to  my  father. 

ya.  Dear  Sir,  we  know  you  very  well— don't  jeft 
with  us  in  this  manner. 

Greg.  Faith,  mafter,  I  am  fo  much  in  earneft,  that  I 
can't  bate  one  farthing. 

Ja.  Q  pray.  Sir,  leave  this  idle  difcourfe. Can  a- 

perfon  like  you  amufe  himfelf  in  this  manner  ?  Can 
a  learned  and  famous  phyfician  like  you,  try  to  dif- 
guife  himfelf  to  the  world,  and  bury  fuch  fine  talents  in 
the  woods  ? 

Greg.  The  fellow's  a  fool. 

Ja.  Let  me  intreat  you,  Sir,  not  to  diffemble  with 
us. 

Har.  It  is  in  vain.  Sir  ;  we  know  what  you  are. 

Greg.  Know  what  you  are  !  what  do  you  know  of 
me? 

Ja.  Why,  we  know  you.  Sir,  to  be  a  very  great 
phyfician. 

Greg.   Phyfician  in  your  teeth ;      I  a  phyfician  ! 

ya.  The   fit  is  on  him Sir,  let  me  befeech  you 

to  conceal  yourfelf  no  longer,  and  oblige  us  to  you 
know  what. 

Greg.  Devil  take  me  if  I  know  what,  Sir. — But  I 
know  this,  that  I'm  no  phyfician. 


T  H  E    M  ac  K    D  O  C  T  O  R.        143 

Ja.  We  mufl  proceed  to  the  ufual  remedy,  I  find— ~ 
And  fo  you  are  no  phyfician  ? 

Greg.  No. 

Ja.  You  are  no  phyfician  ? 

Greg.  No,  I  tell  you. 

Ja.  Well,  if  we  muft,  we  muft.  \Beat  him, 

Greg.  Oh,    oh  !    gentlemen  !    gentlemen  !    what  are 

you  doing  ?     I  am 1  am whatever  you  picafe 

to  have  me. 

jfa.  Wliy  will  you  oblige  us,   Sir,  to  this  violence  ? 

Har.  Why  will  you  force  us  to  this  troublefome  re- 
medy ? 

Ja.  I  aflUre  you.  Sir,  it  gives  me  a  great  deal  oi 
pain. 

Greg.  I  affure  you,  Sir,  and  fo  it  does  me.  But 
pray,  gentlemen,  what  it  the  reafon  that  you  have  a  mind 
to  make  a  phyfician  of  me  ? 

Ja.  What !  do  you  deny  your  being  a  phyfician 
again  ? 

Greg.  And  the  devil  take  me  if  I  am. 

Har.  You  are  no  phyfician  ? 

Greg.  May  I  be  pox'd  if  I  am.      {Tkeyheat  hhrt."^—- 

Oh,  oh  I Dear  gvntlemcii ;  oh  !   for  Heaven's  fake! 

I  am  a  phyfician,  and  an  apotliecary  too,  if  you'll  have 
me  :  I  had  rather  be  any  thing,  than  be  knock'd  o'  the 
head. 

Ja.  Dear  Sir,  I  am  rejoic'd  to  fee  you  come  to  your 
fenfes ;  I  a(k  pardon  ten  thoufand  times  for  what  you 
have  forc'd  us  to. 

Greg.  Perhaps  I  am  deceiv'd  myfelf,  and  am  a  phy- 
fician without  knowing  it.  But,  dear  gentlemen,  arc 
you  certain  I'm  a  phyfician  ? 

Ja.  Yes,  the  greatcil  phyfician  in  the  world. 

Greg.   Indeed ! 

Har.  A  phyfician  tliat  lias  cur'd  all  forts  of  diflem- 
pers. 

Greg.   The  devil  I  have  ! 

Ja.  That  has  made  a  woman  walk  about  the  room 
after  flic  was  dead  fix  hours. 

Har.  That  fet  a  <;hild  upon  its  legs  immediately  after 
it  had  broke  'cm. 
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"Ja.  That  made  the  curate's  wife,  who  was  dumb, 
talk  fafter  than  her  huOjand. 

Har.  Look  ye,  Sir,  you  fhall  have  content ;  my 
mafter  will  give  you  whatever  you  will  demand. 

Greg.  Shall  I  have  whatever  I  will  demand  ? 

Ja.  You  may  depend  upon  it. 

Greg.  I  am  a  phyfician,  without  doubt — I  had  for- 
got it,  but  I  begin  to  recollect  myfelf. Well,  and 

what  is  the  diftemper  I  am  to  cure  ? 

ya.  My  young  miflrefs,  Sir,  has  loft  her  tongue. 

Greg.  The  devil  take   me  if  I  have  found  it. — But, 

come,  gentlemen,  if  I  muft  go  with  you,  I  muft  have  a 

phyfician 's  habit ;  for  a  phyhcian  can  no  more  prefcribe 

without  a  full  wig,  than  without  a  fee.  \_Ey:eunt. 

*  Enter  Dorcas. 

•  Dor.  I  don't  remember  my  heart  has  gone  fo  pit- 

*  a-pat  with  joy  a  long  while. Revenge  is  furely  the 

*  moft  delicious  morfel  the   devil    ever  dropt   into   the 

*  mouth  of  a  woman.     And  this  is  a   revenge  which 

*  cofts  nothing  ;  for,  alack-a-day  !   to  plant  horns  upon 

*  a  hufband's  head,  is  more  dangerous  than  is  imagin'd. 

*  Odd !    I  had  a   narrow  efcape  when  I  met  with  this 

*  fool ;  the  beft  of  my  market  was  over,  and  I  began  to 

*  grow  almoil  as  cheap  as  a  crack'd  china-cup. 

«  A  I   R,     Pinks  and  Lilies. 

*  A  woman's  ware,  like  china, 

*  Now  cheap,  Viow  dear  is  bought ; 

*  When  whole,  though  worth  a  guinea, 

*  When  broke's  not  worth  a  groat. 

*  A  woman  at  St  James's, 

*  With  hundreds  you  obtain  ; 

*  But  -flay  till  loft  her  fame  is, 

*  She'll  be  cheap  in  Drury-Lanc. 

ACT      II. 

Scene,  Sir  Jafper's  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir   Jasper   and  Jamet. 
Sir  Jaf.  WJ  HERE  is  he  ?  Whert  is  he  ? 

VV      Jt^'   Only  recruiting  himfclf  after  his 
journey.    You  need  not  be  impatient.  Sir  5  for  were  my 

youji^ 
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young  lady  dead,  he'd  bring  her  to  life  again — He  makes 
no  more  of  bringing  a  patient  to  life,  than  other  phyfi- 
cians  do  of  killing  him. 

Sir  Jaf.  'Tis  ftrange  fo  great  a  man  Hioiild  have  thofe 
unaccountable  odd  humours  you  mention'd. 

Ja.  'Tis  but  a  good  blow  or  two,  and  he  comet  im- 
mediately to  himfelf Here  he  is. 

Enter  Gregory. 

Har.  Sir,  this  i«  the  Doctor. 
■    Sir  Jaf.  Dear  Sir,  you're  the  wclcoraeft  man  in  the 
worm. 

Greg.  Hippocrates  fays,  wc  (hould  both  be  cover'd. 

Sir  Jaf.  Ha !    docs   Hippocrates   fay  fo  \    In   wiiat 
chapter,  pray  ? 

Greo.   In  his  chapter  of  Hats. 

Sir  Jaf.  Since  Hippocrates  fays  fo,  I  fhall  obey  him. 

Greg.  Do6lor,  after  having   exceedingly  travcU'd  in 
the  highway  of  letters 

Sir  Jaf  DoClor  !  pray  whom  do  you  fpeak  to  ? 

Greg.  To  you,  Doclor. 

Sir  Jaf   Ha,  ha  ! 1  am  a  km'ght,    thank  the 

King's  grace  for  it  ;  but  no  dotlor. 

Greg.  What,  you're  no  doctor  ? 

Sir  Jaf.  No,  upon  my  word. 

Greg.  You're  no  doclor  ? 

Sir  Jaf  DoAor  !   no. 

Greg.  There — 'tis  done.  X^Beats  kirn. 

Sir  Jaf  Done,   in  the  devil's  name  !  What'*  done  ? 

Greg.  Why  now  you  arc  made  a  doAor  of  phyfic— 
I  am  Uire  it's  all  the  degrees  I  ever  took. 

Sir  Jaf.  What  devil  of  a  fellow  have  yoa»  brought 
here? 

Ja.  I  told  you.  Sir,  the  doftor  had  Grange  whims 
with  him. 

Sir  Jaf  "Whims,  quotha  ! Egad,  I  fliall  bind  his 

phyficianlhip  over  to  his  good  behaviour,  if  he  has  any 
Diore  of  thcfe  whims. 

Greg.  Sir,   I  aflc  pardon  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken. 

Sir  Jaf.  Oh  !   It's  very  well,  it's  veiy  well  for  once. 

Grej^.   I  am  foiry  for  thofe  blows. 

Sir  Jaf  Nothi--    •  -^V   "'-hingatai:,    ^^■-. 

Vol.  I.  .N  a  .•«. 
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Greg.  Which  I  was  oblig'd  to  liave  the  honour  of  lay- 
ing on  fo  thick  upon  you. 

Sir  Jaf.    Let's    talk   no  more   of  'em,   Sir My 

daughter,  dofior,  is  fallen  into  a  very  flrangc  diltemper. 
Greg.  Sir,  I  am  overjoy'd  to  hear  it  :  and  I  wifli, 
with  all  my  heart,  you  and  your  whole  family  had  the 
fame  occafion  for  mc,  as  your  daughter,  to  fliow  the 
great  defire  I  have  to  ferve  you. 

Sir  jfaf.  Sir,   I  am  oblig'd  to  you. 

Greg.  I  affure  you,  Sir,  I  fpeak  from  the  very  bot- 
tom of  my  foul. 

Sir  Jaf.  I  do  believe  you.  Sir,  from  the  very  bottom 
of  mine. 

Greg.  What  is  your  daughter's  name  ? 

Sir  Jaf  My  daughter's  name  is  Chariot. 

Greg.  Are  you  fure  fhe  v^-as  chriften'd  Chariot  ? 

Sir  Jaf.  No,  Sir,  ihe  was  chriften'd  Charlotta. 

Greg.  Hum  !  I  had  rather  flxe  fhould  have  been 
chriften'd  Charlotte.  Charlotte  is  a  very  good  name  for 
a  patient ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  the  name  is  often  of  as 
much  fervice  to  the  patient,  as  the  phyfxcian  is. 

Sir  Jaf.  Sir,  my  daughter's  here. 

Enter  Charlotte  and  Maid. 

Greg.  Is  that  my  patient  ?  Upon  my  woi'd  flie  carries 
t)o  difteraper  in  htr  countenance — and  1  fancy  a  healthy 
young  fellow  would  fit  very  well  upon  her. 

Sir  Jaf  You  make  her  fmile,  doftor. 

Greg.  So  much  the  better  ;  'tis  a  very  good  fign  when 
we  can  bring  a  patient  to  fmile ;  it  is  a  fign  that  the 
diftemper  begins  to  clarify,  as  we  fay. — Well,  child, 
what's  the  matter  with  you  ?  What's  your  diftemper  ? 

Cha.   Han,  hi,  hon,  liao. 

Greg.  What  do  you  fay  ? 

Cba.   Han,  hi,  lian,  hon. 

Greg.  What,  what,  what  ?— — 

Cha.  Han,  hi,  hon 

Greg.  Han!   Hon!  Honin  ha! 1  don't  Under- 

ftand  a  word  ftae  fays.     Han !  Hi !  Hon  !  Wliat  the 
devil  of  a  language  is  this  ? 

Sir  Jaf.  Why,  that's  her  diftemper,  Sir.  She's  be- 
come dumb,  and  no  one  can  aflign  the  caufe — and  this 
diftemper,  Sir,  has  kept  back  her  marriage. 

Greg, 
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Greg.  Kept  back  her  marriage  !  Why  fo  ? 

Sir  Jaf.  Bccaufc  lier  lover  refufes  to  have  her  till  ihc'4 
cur'd. 

Greg.  O  lud  !  Was  ever  fuch  a  fool,  that  wou'd  not 

have  his  wife  dumb  ! Would  to  heaven  my  wife  wa* 

dumb,  I'd  be  far  from  dcfiring  to  cure  her. — Docs  thii 
diftcmpcr,  this  Han,  hi,  hon,  opprefs  her  very  much  ? 

Sir  Jaf.   Yes,  Sir. 

Greg.  Sio  much  the  better.    Has  {he  any  great  pains  \ 

Sir  jfaf.   Very  great. 

Greg.  That's  juft  as  I  would  have  it.  Give  me  ypur 
hand,  child.     Hum — Ha — a  vciy  dumb  pulfe  indeed. 

Sir  Jaf.  You  have  guefs'd  her  dilU-mper. 

Greg.  Ay,  Sir,  we  great  phyficians  know  a  diftcm- 
per  immediately  :  I  know  fome  of  the  college  would  call 
this  the  boreey  or  the  couf^ee^  or  the  ftnkee,  or  twenty 
other  diflempers ;  but    I  give  you  my  word.  Sir,  your 

daughter   is  nothing  more   than  dumb So  I'd  have; 

you  be  very  caly,  for  there  is  notlving  elfc  the  matter 

with  her —If  fhc  were  not  dumb,  (he  would  be  as 

well  as  I  am. 

Sir  Jaf.  But  I  fliould  be  glad  to  know,  do£tor,  from 
whence  her  dumbnefs  proceeds  ? 

Greg.  Nothing  fo  eafily  accounted  for Herdumt- 

Dcfs  proceeds  from  her  having  loft  her  fpeech. 

Sir  Jaf.  But  whence,  if  you  pleafe,  proceeds  her  ha- 
ving lofl  her  fpeech  ? 

Greg.  All  our  bed  authors  will  tell  you,  it  is  the  im- 
pediment of  the  action  of  the  tongue. 

Sir  Jaf.  But  if  you  pleafe,  dear  Sir,  your  fentiraenta 
upon  that  impediment. 

Greg.  Ariilotle  has  upon  that  fubje<£l  faid  very  fine 
things  ;  very  fine  things. 

Sir  Jaf.   I  believe  it,  do<£lor. 

Gicg.  Ah  !    he    was    a    great  man,    he    was    indeed 

a  very  great  man A  ir.an,  who  upon    that  fubjcft 

was  a  mtin  that — But  to  return  to  our  reafoning:  I  hold 
that  this  impediment  of  the  a<ftion  of  the  tongue  is  caufed 
by  certain  humours  which  our  great  phyficians  call 
Humours Humours Ah  !   you  underftand  La- 
tin  

Sir  J  J f.  Not.  in  the  leaft. 

N  X,  Greg.. 
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Greg.  What,  not  underftand  Latin  ? 

iS/>  Jaf.  No  indeed,  doctor. 

Greg.  Cabricius  arci  thuram  cathalimus,  fingulariter 
nom.  Haec  mufa  hie,  haec,  hoc,  genitive  hujus,  hunc, 
hanc  niufae.  Bonus,  bona»  bonum.  Eflne  oratio  La- 
linus  ?  Etiam.  Quia  fubftantivo  &  adjeftivum  concor- 
dat in  gcneri  numerwm  &  cafus,  fic  dicunt,  aiant,  pre- 
dicant, clamitant,   &  fimilibus. 

Sir  Jaf.   Ah  !  why  did  I  negleft  my  ftudifs  ? 

Har.  What  a  prodigious  man  is  this  ! 

Greg.  Befides,  Sir,  certain  fpirits  paffing  from  the 
left-fide,  which  is  the  feat  of  the  liver,  to  the  right, 
which  is  the  feat  of  the  heart,  we  find  the  lungs,  which 
we  call  in  Latin,  ivhifkerujy  having  communication  with 
the  brain,  which  we  name  in  Gre.e]^^jackbootos,  by  means 
©f  a  hollow  vein,  which  we  call  in  Wthrcvi  periiviggusf 
meet  in  the  road  with  the  faid  fpirits,  which  till  the  ven- 
tricles of  the  omotaplafmus ;  and  becaufe  the  faid  hu- 
mours have — you  comprehend  me  well,  Sir  ?  and  be- 
caufe the  faid  humours  have  a  certain  malignity 
liften  feriouHy,   I  beg  vou. 

Sir  Jaf   I  do. 

Greg.  Have  a  certain  malignity  that  is  caufed — be 
attentive,  if  you  pleafe. 

Sir  ynf.    I  am. 

Greg.  That  is  caufed,  I  fay,  by  the  acrimony  of  the 
humours  engender'd  in  the  concavity  of  the  diaphragm  ; 
thence  it  arrives,  that  thefe  vapours.  Propria  quae  mari- 
bus  tribuuntur,  raafcula  dicas,  ut  funt  divorum,  Mars, 
Bacchus,  Apollo,  virorum. — This,  Sir,  is  the  caufc  of 
your  daughter's  being  dumb. 

Har.  O  that  I  had  but  his  tongue  ! 

Sir  Jaf.  It  is  impoffible  to  reafon  better,  no  doubt. 

But,  dear  Sir,  there  is  one  thing 1  always  thought 

'till  now,  that  the  heart  was  on   the  left  fide,  and  the 
liver  on  the  right. 

Greg.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  they  Avere  formerly,  but  "we  have 
chang'd  all  that. The  college  at  prefent,^  Sir,  pro- 
ceeds upon  an  entire  new  method. 

iS/>  Jaf.   I  aflc  your  pardon.   Sir. 

Greg.  Oh,  Sir  !   there's  no  harm you're  not   o- 

hllg'd  to  know  fo  much  as  we  do. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jaf.  Very  true  ;  but,  doAor,  what  woulU  you 
have  done  with  my  daughter  ? 

Greg.  What  would  I  have  doae  with  her  ?  Why,  my 
advice  is,  that  you  immediately  put  her  into  a  bed 
wann'd  with  a  brafs  warming-pan  :  Caufc  her  to  drink 
one  quart  of  fpring-T\'ater,  mix'd  with  one  pint  of  bran- 
dy, fix  Seville  oranges^  and  three  ouuces  of  the  belt 
double-rcfin'd  fugar. 

i;>  Jaf.  Why,  thir  is  punch,  dodor. 

Greg.  Punch,  Sir !  ay.  Sir; and  what's  bet- 
ter than  punch  to  make  people  talk  ? — Never  tell  me  of 
your  juleps,  your  gruels,  your — your — this,  and  that, 
and  t'other,  which  are  only  arts  to  keep  a  patient  iii 
hand  a  long  time. — 1  love  to  do  a  bufinefs  all  at  once. 

Sir  JaJ.  Do6tor,   I  aik  paidon  ;  you  fhall  be  dI      '  ' 

[Givci 

Greg.  I'll  return  in  the  evening,  and  fee  what  ciitct 
it  has  had  i)n  her.  But  hold,  tiicre's  another  young- 
lady  here  that  1  muft  apply  fome  little  remedies  to. 

Maid.  Who,  mc  i  1  was  never  better  in  my  Ufe,  I 
thank  you.   Sir. 

Greg.   So  much  the   worfe.   Madam,    fo  much  the 

orfe— — 'Tis  very  dangerous  to  be  very  well ; for 

iien  one  is  very  well,  one  has  nothiog  clfe  to  do  but 

take  phyiic  and  bleed  away. 

Sir  JaJ.  Oh  llraugc !  What,  bleed  when  one  has  no 
-Aempe 


Greg.  It  may  be  ftrange,  perhaps,  but  'tis  very  wholc- 
fome.      Befidcs,  Madam,  it  is  not  your  cafe,  at  prefent, 

be  very  well:   at   Icall,   ycu  cannot  poflibly   be  well 
iove  three  days  longer  ;  and  it  is  always  bell  to  cure  a 

..ilemper  before  you  have  it or,  as  we  fay  in  Greek, 

Uiilemprum  bellum  ell  curare  ante  habeftura. — What  I 
(hall  prefcribe  you,  at  prefent,  is  to  take  every  fix  houra  • 
one  of  thefe  bolufts. 

T\Iai(L-  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Why  do&or,  thefc  look  exaftly 
like  lumps  of  loaf-fugar. 

Greg.  Take  one  of  thefc  bolufes,  I  fay,  every  fix  hours, 
wafhing  it  down  with  fix  fpoonfuls  of  the  beft  Holland's  • 
geneva. 

Sir  Jef.  Sure  you  are  in  jefl,  doAor  ! — This  wench 
4ocs  not  fhow  anv  fvmptom  of  a  diiUmpcr. 

N  3    .  G^^^ 
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Greg^  Sir  Jafper,  let  me  tell  you,  it  were  not  amifs 
if  yovi  yourfelf  took  a  little  lenitive  phyfic  j  I  fliall  pre- 
pare fomething  for  you. 

Sir  Jaf.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  No,  no,  doftor ;  I  have  ef- 
caped  both  doftors  and  diftempers  hitherto,  and  I  am 
refolv'd  the  dillemper  (hall  pay  me  the  firft  vifit. 

Greg.  Say  you  fo.  Sir?  "V^Tiy  then  if  I  can  get  no 
more  patients  here,  I  mufl  even  feek  'em  elfewhere  ;  and 
fo  humbly  beggo  te  domine  domitii  veniam  goundi  foras. 

\_Exit  Gregory. 

Sir  Jaf.  Well,  this  is  a  phyfician  of  vaft  capacity, 
Eut  of  exceeding  odd  humours.  {^Ext^unt. 

Scene,    TJjc  Street, 

Leander  folus. 
Ah,  Charlotte !  thou  haft  no  reafon  to  apprehend  my 
ignorance  of  what  thou  endureft,  fince  I  can  fo  eafily 
guefs  thy  torment  by  my  own. — Oh  how  much  more, 
juftifiable  are  my  fears,  when  you  have  not  only  the 
command  of  a  parent,  but  the  temptation  of  fortuneL 
to  allure  you ! 

AIR,    fet  hy  Mr  Seedo. 

*  O  curfed  power  of  gold, 

*■  For  which  ell  honour's  fold, 

*  And  honefty's  no  more  ! 

*  For  thee,  we  often  find 

*  The  great  in  leagues  combin'd 

*  I'o  trick  and  rob  the  poor. 

*  By  thee  the  fool  and  knave 

*  Tranfeend  the  wife  and  biave,. 

*  So  abfolute  thy  reign  : 

*  Without  fome  help  of  thine,. 

*  The  greatefr  beauties  fhine, 

*  And  lovers  plead,  in  vain.. 

To  him,   Gregory. 
Crsg.  Upon  my-  word,  this  is. a  good  beginning,  and' 

ii«ce 

Lenm  I  have  waited  for  you,  doftor,  a  long  time. 
I'm  conie  to. beg  your  affiftance. 

'^'  Greg.  Ay,  you  have  need  of  affiftance  in^ed  !  What 
3  pi.:He  is  litie  !  V/liat  do  you  out  o'  your  bed  ? 

[^Fee/j  his  pulfe, 
Lean-^ 
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Ij^an.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Doftor,  you're  miftaken  ;  I  am 
Bot  fick,   I  affure  you. 

Gre.  How,  Sir !  not  fick  !  Do  you  think  I  don't 
know  when  a  man  is  fick,  better  than  he  docs  himfelf  ? 

Lran.  Well,  if  I  have  any  ditkmper,  it  is  the  love  of 
that  young  lady  your  patient,  from  whom  you  juft  now 
came,  and  to  whom  if  you  can  convey  me,  I  fwcar, 
dear  do<itor,   I  Ihall  be  cfFcttually  cur'd. 

Gn.  Do  you  take  me  for  a  pimp.  Sir,  a  phyfician 
for  a  pimp  ? 

Lean.  Dear  Sir,   make  no  noife. 

Gre.  Sir,  I  will  make  a  noife  ;  you're  an  imperti- 
nent fellow. 

Lean.  Softly,  good  Sir ! 

Gre.   I  (hall  Ihow  you.   Sir,  that  I'm  not  fuck  a  fort 

of  a  perfon,  and  that  you  arc  an  infolent,   laucy 

[lut7a\^cr  gives  a  purje.'^ I'm  not  fpeaking  to  you, 

Sir ;  but  there  arc  certain  impertinent   fellows  in   the 

world,  that  take  people  for  what  they  are  not which 

always  puts  me.  Sir,  into  fuch  a  paflion,  that 

Ijean.  I  afk  pardon.  Sir,  for  the  liberty  I  have  taken. 

Gre.  O  dear.  Sir ;  no  offence  in  the  Icaft. Pray, 

Sir,  how  am  I  to  fcrve  you  ? 

Lean.  This  dillempcr.  Sir,  which  you  are  fent  for  to 
cure,  is  feign'd.  The  phyiicians  have  reafon'd  upon  it, 
according  to  cuftom,  and  have  derived  it  from  the  brain, 
from  the  bowels,  from  the  liver,  lungs,,  lights,  and  every 
part  of  the  body  :  but  the  true  caufe  of  it  is  love  ;  and 
is  an  invention  of  Charlotte's,  to  deliver  her  from  a  match 
fhe  difiikes. 

Gre.  Hum  ! — Soppofe  you  were  to  difguife  yourfelf 
as  an  apothecary  ? 

Leati.  I'm  not  very  well  known  to  her  father,  therc- 
iore  believe  I  may  pafs  upon  him  fecurtly. 

Gre.  Go  then,  di{guife  yourfelf  immediately  ;  TJl 
v/ait  for  you  here — Ha !   methinks  I  fee  a  patient. 

[£x;/  Leander. 
Enter  James  and  Davy. 

Gre.  Gad  !  matters  go  fwimmingly.  I'll  even  con- 
tinue a  phyfician  as  long  as  I  live. 

Jk,  [Speaking  to  Davy.]  Fear  not,  if  he  relapfc  into 

bis 
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his  humours,   I'll  quickly  thrafli  him  into  the  phyficiaa' 
again.     Do6lor,    I  have  brought  you  a  patient. 

Dav.  My  poor  wife,  do6lor,  has  kept  her  bed  thefe 
fix  months.   [Greg,  holds  out  his  iaKcf.J     If  your  wor- 

fhip  would  find  out  fome  means  to  cure  her 

Gre.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ? 
Dav.  Why,  Hie  has  had  feveral  phyficians ;  one  fays 
*tis  the  dropfy ;  another,  'tis  the  what-d'ye-call  it,  the 
tumpany ;  a  third  fays  'tis  a  flow  fever ;  a  fourth  fays 
the  rumatiz  ;  a  fifth — 

Gre.  What  are  the  fymptoms  ? 
Dav.  Symptoms,  Sir ! 
Gre.  Ay,  ay,  what  does  fhe  complain  of? 
Dav.   Why,  fhe  is  always  craving  and   craving  for 
drink,  eats  nothing  at   all.     Then  her  legs  are  fwell'd 
up  as  big  as  a  good  handfome  poft,  and  as  cold  they  be 
as  a  ftone. 

Gff.  Come  to  the  purpofe  ;  fpeak  to  the  purpofe,  my 
friend.  [^Ho/ding  out  his  hand. 

Dav.  The  purpofe  is,  Sir,  that  I  am  come  to  afk 
what  your  worihip  pleafes  to  have  done  with  her. 

Gre.  Pfha,  pfha,  piha  \'l  don't  underlland  one  word 
what  you  mean. 

Ja.  His  wife  is  fick,  doAor,  and  he  has  brought  ycu: 
a  guinea  for  your  advice.     Give  it  the  doftor,  friend. 

[Davy  gives  the  guinea. 
Gre.  Ay,  now  I   underftand    you ;  here's  a  gentle- 
man explains  the  cafe.    You  fay  your  wife  is  fick  of  the 
dropfy  ? 

X)axy...Yes,  an't  pieafe  your  worfliip. 
Gre.  Well,  I  have  made  a  (hift  to  comprehend  your 
meaning  at  lall;  you  have  the  ftrangeft  way  of  dcfcri- 
bing  a  diftemper.  You  fay  your  wife  is  always  calling 
for  drink  :  let  her  have  as  much  as  &e  defires  ;  ftie  can't 
drink  too  much :  and,  d'ye  hear,  give  her  this  piece  of. 
cheefe. 

Davy.  Cheefe,   Sir ! 

Gre.  Ay,  cheefe.  Sir.  The  cheefe,  of  which  this  is 
a- part,  has  cur'd  more  people  of  a  dropfy  than  ever 
haidit., 

Davj 
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Davy.  I  give  your  wornilp  a  thoufand  thanks ;  I'll 
go  make  her  take  it  immediately.  \_Ey:it. 

Gre.  Go  ;  and  if  (he  dies,  be  fure  to  bury  her  after 
the  bcft  manner  you  can. 

Enttr  Dorcas. 

Dor.  I'm  like  to  pay  feverely  for  my  frolic,  if  I  have 
loft  my  hu(band  by  it. 

Gre.  O  phylic  and  matrimony  !   my  wife  ! 

Dor.  For  though  the  rogue  ufed  me  a  little  roughly, 
be  was  as  good  a  workman  as  any  in  five  -  ■'  A  his 
head. 

AIR,     Thomat  I  cannot. 

*  A  fig  for  the  dainty  civil  fpoufe 

•  Who's  bred  at  the  court  or  France  ; 

*  He  treats  his  wife  with  fmiles  and  bows, 

*  And  minds  not  the  good  main-chance. 

*  Be  Gregory 

*  The  man  for  me, 

*  Though  given  to  many  a  maggot . 

*  For  lie  would  work 

*  Like  any  Turk  ; 

'  None  like  him  e'er  handled  a  faggot,  a  faggot, 

*  None  like  him  e'er  handled  a  faggot. 

Greg.  What  evil  ftars,  in  the  devil's  name,  have  fent 
her  hither?  If  I  could  but  perfuade  her  to  take  a  pill 
or  two  that  I'd  give  her,  I   (hould  be    a  phyficlan  to 

fome  purpofe Come  hider,  (hild,  leta  mc  fcela  your 

pulfe. 

Dor.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  pulfe  ? 

Greg.  I  am  de  French  pkyficion,  my  dear,  and  I  am 
to  feela  de  pulfe  of  de  pation. 

Dor.  Yes,  but  1  am  no  pation.  Sir,  nor  want  no 
phyficion,  good  doftor  Ragou. 

Gr:g.  Begar,  you  muil  be  puta  to-bed,  and  taka  de 
peel ;  me  fal  give  you  de  litle  peel  dat  fal  cure  you,  as 

'1  have  more  diflcmpre  den  evere  were  hered  off. 

Dor.  What's  the  matter  with  the  fool  ?  If  you  feci 
my  pulfe  any  more,   1  fhall  ftcl  your  ears  for  you. 

Grog.   Begar,  you  muft  taka  de  peel. 

Dor.   Begar,   I  fhall  not  taka  de  peel. 

Greg,  I'll  take  this  opportunity  to  try  her.  {_.-(^<^e.^ 
Mayc  dear,  if  you  will  not  ktta  mc  cura  you,  you  fala 

cura 
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cura  me ;  you  fall  be  my  phyficion,  and  I  will  give  you 
de  fee.  [^Holds  out  a  purfe. 

Dor.  Ay,  my  flomach  does  not  go  againft  thofe  pills ; 
and  what  muft  I  do  for  your  fee  ? 

Greg.  O,  begar  !  me  vill  fhow  you,  me  vill  teacha 
you  what  you  fal  doe  ;  you  mufl  come  kiffa  me  now, 
you  mufl  come  kifla  me. 

Dor.  \_K'ips  h'nn.'l  As  I  live,  my  very  hang-dog  ! 
I've  difcover'd  him  in  good  time,  or  he  had  difcover'd 
me.     {_Afidi:.'\ — Well,  dodor,-  and  are  you  cur'd  now  I 

Greg.  I  (hull  make  myfelf  a  cuckold  prefently. • 

[_j4Jtde.'] — Dis  is  not  a  propre  place,  dis  is  too  public  ; 
for  fud  any  one  pafs  by  while  I  taka  dis  phyfic,  it  vill 
preventa  de  opperation. 

Dor.  What  phyfic,  dodor  ? 

Greg.   In  your  ear,  dat —  {lVhifpers» 

Dor.  And  in  your  ear  dat,  firrah.  {^Hittlnq  himahox.'] 
Do  you  dare  affront  my  virtue,  you  villain  !  D'ye 
think  the  world  ftiould  bribe  mc  to  part  with  my  virtue, 
my  dear  virtue  !     There,  take  your  purfe  again. 

Greg.  But  where's  the  gold  ! 

Dor.  The  gold  I'll  keep,  as  an  eternal  monument  of 
my  virtue. 

Greg.  O  what  a  happy  dog  am  I,  to  find  my  wife  fo 
▼irtuous  a  woman  when  I  leaft  expefted  it !  Oh  my 
injur'd  dear !  behold  your  Gregory,  your  own  huiband  ! 

Dor.  Ha! 

Gre.  O  me,  I'm  fo  full  of  joy,  I  cannot  tell  thee 
more,  than  that  I  am  as  much  the  happieft  of  men,  as 
thou  art  the  moft  virtuous  of  women. 

D>r.  And  art  thou  really  my  Gregory  ?  And  haft 
thou  any  more  of  thefe  purfes  ? 

Gre.  No,  tny  deai*,  I  have  no  more  about  n^e  ;  but 
'tis  probable  in  a  few  days  I  may  have  a  hundred ;  for 
the  ftrangell  accident  has  happened  to  me ! 

Dor.  Yes,  my  dear ;  but  I  can  tell  you  whom  you 
are  oblig'd  to  for  that  accident :  had  you  not  beaten  mc 
this  morning,  I  had  never  had  you  beaten  into  a  phy- 
fician. 

Gre.  Oh,  oh !  then  'tis  to  you  I  owe  all  that  drub- 
bing, 

Dov. 
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Dor.  Yes,  my  dear,  though  I  little  dreamt  of  the 
confequcncc. 

Gre.    How  infinitely  I'm  oblig'd  to  thee ! But 

huih! 

To  them  enter  Hellebore.    - 

Hel.  Arc  not  you  the  great  doctor  juil  come  to  thi* 
town,  fo  famous  for  curing  dumbnefs  ? 

Gre.  Sir,  I  am  he. 

Hd.  Then,  Sir,  I  ftiould  be  glad  of  your  advice. 

Gre.  Let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Hel.  Not  for  myfclf,  good  doAor ;  I  am,  myfclf. 
Sir,  a  brother  of  the  faculty,  what  the  world  calls  a 
mad  do^or.  I  have  at  prcfcnt  under  my  care  a  patient, 
whom  I  can  by  no  means  prevail  with  to  fpeak. 

Gre.   I  (hall  make  him  fpeak.  Sir. 

Hel.  It  will  add.  Sir,  to  the  great  reputation  you 
have  already  acquir'd ;  and  I  am  happy  in  finding  you. 

Gre.  Sir,  I  am  as  happy  io  finding  you.  [Taking  hhn 
etJiJs.']  You  fee  that  woman  there  ;  ihc  is  poffcffcd  with 
a  moil  ftrauge  fort  of  madncfs,  and  imagines  every  mao 
fhc  fees  to  be  her  hufband.  Now,  Sir,  if  you  will  but 
admit  her  into  your  houfe— — 

Hel   Mcfl  willingly,  Sir. 

Gre.  The  firft  thing.  Sir,  you  are  to  do,  is  to  let  out 
tiiiriy  ounces  of  her  blood  :  then.  Sir,  you  are  to  (have 
off  all  her  hair  ;  all  her  hair.  Sir  :  after  which  you  are 
to  make  a  very  fevere  ufe  of  your  rod  twice  a-day  ;  and 
tiike  a  particular  care  that  fhe  have  not  the  Icail  allow- 
ance be}'ond  bread  and  \\-ater. 

Hil.  Sir,  I  (hall  readily  agree  to  the  diAates  of  fo  great 
a  man;  nor  can  I  help  approving  of  your  method,  which 
it  exceeding  mild  ami  wholefomc. 

Gre.  [^fo  his  lyz/Z'-J  My  deir,  that  gentleman  will  con* 

du6l  you  to  my  lodgings. Sir,  I  beg  you  will  take 

a  particiilar  care  of  the  lady. 

Ncl.  You  may  depend  oii't,  Sir,  nothing  in  my  power 
{hall  be  wanting ;  you  ha\e  oiily  to  inquire  for  Dr  Hel- 
lebore, 

Dor.  'Twon't  be  long  before  I  fee  you,  hu(band  ? 

Hel.  Hufband  !  this  is  as  unaccountable  a  madnefs  as 
any  I  have  yet  met  with.  [£.v//  laith  Dorcas. 

Enitr 
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Enter  Leander. 
Gre.   I  think   I  (hall  be   reveng'd  of  you  now,  my 

dear. So,  Sir. 

Lean.   I  think  I  make  a  pretty  good  apothecary  nowl 
Gre.  Yes,  faith,  you're  almoft  as  good  an  apothecary 
as  I'm  a  phyfician  ;  and  if  you  pleafe  -Pll  convey  you  to 
the  patient. 

Lean.  If  I  did  but  know  afewphyfical  hard  words—— 
Gre,  A  few  phylical  hard  words  !  why,  in  a  few  hard 
words  confills  the  fcicnce.  Would  you  know  as  much 
as  the  whole  faculty  in  an  inftant.  Sir  ?  Come  along, 
come  along. Hold;  the  dodlor  muft  always  go  be- 
fore the  apothecary.  .    [^Exeutif. 

Scene,  Sir  Jafper'j  Houfe. 

Sir  Jafper,  Charlotte,  Maid. 

Sir  yaf.  Has  (he  made  no  attempt  to  fpeak  yet  ? 

Maid.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Sir ;  fo  far  from  it,  that  as 
flie  ufed  to  make  a  fort  of  noife  before,  flie  is  now  quite 
filent. 

Sir  yaf.  \_laokiiig  on  his  nvaicL']  'Tis  almoft  the  time 
the  doctor  promis'd  to  return Oh,  he  is  here.  Doc- 
tor, your  fervant. 

Enter  Gregory  and  Leander. 

Gre,  Well,  Sir,  how  does  my  patient  ? 

Sir  yaf.  Rather  worfe,  Sir,  fince  your  prefcrlptioH. 

Gre.  So  much  the  better ;  'tis  a  fign  that  it  operates. 

Sir  yaf.  Who  is  that  gentleman,  pray,  with  yoU'? 

Gre.  An  apothecary.  Sir.  Mr  Apothecary,  I  defire 
you  would  immediately  apply  that  fong  I  prefcrib'd. 

Sir  yaf.   A  fong,    doftor  !  prefcribe  a  fong  ? 

Gre.  Prefcribe  a  fong,  Sir  !  Yes,  Sir,  prefcribe  a 
fong,  Sir.  Is  there  any  thing  fo  ftrange  in  that  ?  Did 
you  never  hear  oi  pills  to  purge  melancholy  P  If  you  un- 
derftand  thefe  things  better  than  I,  why  did  you  fend 
for  me  ?     'Sbud,    ^ir,    this  fong  would  make   a  ftone 

fpeak. But  if  you  pleafe.   Sir,  you  and  I  will  confer 

at  fome  diftance,  during  the  application  ;  for  this  fong 
will  do  you  as  much  harm  as  it  will  do  your  daughter 
good.  Be  fure,  Mr  Apothecary,  to  pour  it  down  her 
ears  very  clofelv. 

A  I  R, 
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A  I  R. 
JLean.  Thus,  lovely  patient,  Charlotte  fees 
Her  dying  patient  kneel : 
Soon  cur'd  will  be  your  feign'd  difeafe; 
But  what  phyfician  e'er  can  eafc 

The  torments  which  I  feel  i 
Think,  charming  nymph,  while  I  complaIw» 

J\h,  think  what  I  endure  ! 
All  other  remedies  are  vain  ; 
1  he  lovely  caufe  of  all  my  pain 
Can  only  caufe  my  cure. 
Gre.   It  is,   Sir,  a   great   and    fubtlc  qucftion  among 
the  doftors.   Whether  women  are  more  cafy  to  be  cur'd 
than  men.      1  beg  you  would  attend  to  this,  Sir,  if  you 

pleafe. Some  fay.  No;    others   fay,  Yes:    and  for 

my  part,  I  fay  both  Yes  and  No ;  forafmuchas  the  in- 
congruity of  the  opaque  humours  that  meet  in  the  natu- 
ral temper  of  women,  arc  the  caufe  that  the  brutal  part 

will  always   prevail  over  the   fenfiblc One  fees  that 

the  inequality  of  their  opinions  depends  on  the  black 
movement  of  the  circle  of  the  moon  ;  and  as  the  fun, 
that  daits  his  rays  upon  the  concavity  of  the  earth, 

finds 

Char.  No,  I  am  not  at  all  capable  of  changing  my 
opinion. 

Sir  Jaf.  My  daughter  fpeaks  !   my  daughter  fpeak*  ! 

Oh,  the  great   power  of  phyfic  !     Oh,  the   admirable 

phyfician  !      How  can   I  reward  thee  for  fuch  a  fervice  ? 

Gre.  This  diftemper  has  given  me  a  moll  infufferable 

deal  of  trouble.      [Traverftng  the  Stage  in  a  great  heat^ 

the  apothecary  folhnving. 

Char.  Yes,  Sir,   I  have  recover'd  my  fpeech ;  but  I 

liave  recover'd  it  to  tell  you,  that  I  never  will  have  any 

iiuiband  but  Leandcr.  [^Speaks  nvith  great  eagern:fi,  and 

drives  Sir  Jafpcr  round  the  Stage.. 

Sir  Jaf.  But 

Char.  Nothing  is  capable  to  (hake  the  refolution  I 
have  taken. 

Sir  Jaf.  What  ] 

Cha.  Your  rhetorick  is  in  vain  ;  nil  your  dlfcourfei 
fignify  nothing. 

Sir  Jaf   I 

Vol.  i.  O  f/vr. 
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Cka.  I  am  dctermin'd ;  and  all  the  fathers  In  the 
world  {hall  never  oblige  me  to  many  contrary  to  my  in- 
clinations. 

Sir  Jaf.   I  have 

Cha.  I  never  will  fubmit  to  this  tyranny ;  and  if  I 
mull  not  have  the  man  I  like,   I'll  die  a  maid. 

Sir  Jaf.  You  fliall  have  Mr  Dapper 

Cha.  No  ;  not  in  any  manner ;  not  in  the  leaft,  not 
s\t  all :  you  throw  away  your  breath  ;  you  lofe  your 
time  :  you  may  confine  me,  beat  nie,  bruife  me,  dellroy 
me,  •  kill  me  ;  do  what  you  will,  ufe  me  as  you  will,  but 
I  never  will  confent ;  nor  all  your  threats,  nor  all  your 
blows,  nor  all  your  ill-ufage,  never  (hall  force  me  to 
confent.  So  far  from  giving  him  my  heart,  I  never  will 
give  him  my  hand  :  for  he  is  my  avcrfion  ;  I  hate  the 
very  light  of  him ;  I  had  rather  fee  the  devil,  I  had  ra- 
ther touch  a  toad :  you  may  make  me  miferable  any 
other  way  ;  but  with  him  you  flian't,  that  I'm  refolv'd. 
Gre.  There,  Sir,  there  ;  I  think  we  have  brought 
her  tongue  to  a  pretty  tolerable  conlillency. 

Sir  Jaf.  Coniillency,  quotha  !  why,  there  is  no  flop- 
ping her  tongue. Dear  doctor,  1   defire  you  would 

make  her  dumb  again. 

Gre.  That's  impoffible.  Sir ;  all  that  I  can  do  to 
fcrve  yovi  is,   1  can  make  you  deaf,  if  you  pleafe. 

jS/>  Jjf.  And  do  you  think 

Cha.  All  your  reafouing  (hall  never  conquer  my  refo- 
iution. 

Sir  Jaf.  You  fhall  marry  Mr  Dapper  this  evening. 
Cha.  I'll  be  buried  firit. 

Gre.  Stay,  Sir,  ttay  ;  Itt  me  regulate  this  affair;  it 
is  a  diilemper  that  poffeffeB  her,  and  I  know  what  re- 
micdy  to  apply  to  it. 

sir  Jaf.  Is  it  pofHble,  Sir,  that  you  can  cure  the 
diftempers  of  the  mind  ? 

Gre.  Sir,  I  can  cure  any  thing.  Hark  ye,  Mr  Apo- 
thecary, you  fee  that  the  love  ftie  has  for  Leander  is 
entirely  contrary  to  the  will  of  her  father,  and  that 
there  is  no  time  to  lofe,  and  that  an  immediate  remedy 
is  neceffary.  For  my  part,  J  know  of  but  one ;  M'hich 
is  a  dofe  of  purgative  running-away,  mixt  with  two 
irams  of  pills  matvimcniac,  and  three  large  haudfuls  of 

tiitf 
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the  arhor  vitjt :  perhaps  (he  will  make  fome  difficulty 
to  take  them  ;  but  as  you  are  an  able  apothecary,  t 
fhall  trull  to  you  for  the  fuccefs.  Go,  make  her  walk 
in  the  garden ;  be  fare  lofe  no  time  ;  to  the  remedy, 
quick  ;  to  the  remedy  fpeciiic. 

\_Exeiint  Leander  and  Charlotte. 

Sir  Jaf.  What  drugs,  Sir,  were  thofc  1  heard  you 
mention,  for  I  don't  remember  I  ever  heard  them  fpokc 
of  before  ? 

Gre.  They  arc  fome.  Sir,  lately  difcover'd  by  the 
Royal  Society. 

Sir  Jaf.  Did  you  ever  fce  any  thing  equal  to  her  in  - 
folcnce  ? 

Gre.  Daughters  arc  indeed  fometimes  a  little  too 
headftrong. 

Sir  yaf.  You  cannot  imagine,  Sir,  how  fooliflily  fond 
(he  is  of  that  Leander. 

*  Gre.   The  heat  of  blood.  Sir,  caufes  that  in  young 

*  minds. 

*  Sir  Jaf.  For  my  part,  the  moment  I  difcover'd  the 

*  violence  of  her  paflion,  I  have  always  kept  her  lock'd  up. 

*  Gre,  You  have  done  very  wifely. 

*  Sir  Jaf.  And    1   have  prevented  them  from  having 

*  the  lead  communication    together :     for  vrho   knows 

*  what  might  have  been  the  confcquence  ?    Who  knows 

*  but  (he  might  have  taken  it  into  her  head  to  have  rua 

*  away  with  him  ? 

*  Gre.  Ver)'  true. 

*  Sir  Jaf.  Ay,  Sir,  let  mc  alone  for  governing  girls  ; 

*  I  think  I  have  fome  reafon  to  be  vain  on  that  head ;  I 

*  think  I  have  (hown  the  world  that  I  underftand  a  little 

*  of  women,  I  think  1  have  :  and  let  mc  tell  you,  Sir, 

*  there  is  not  a  little  art  requir'd.     If  this  girl  had  had 

*  fome  fathers,  they  had  not  kept  her  out  of  the  hand* 

*  of  io  vigilant  a  lover  as  I  have  done. 

*  Gi  c.   No  certainly.   Sir.' 

Enter  Dorcas. 
Dor.  Where  is  this  villain,  this  rogue,  this  pretended 
phyfician  ? 

Sir  Jaf.  Heyday  !  what,  what,  what's  the  matter 
now  ? 

Dcr.  Oh,  firrah,  furah  ! — would  you  have  deft royed 
O  2  vour 
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your  wife,  you  villain  ?     Would   you  have   been  guilty 
of  murder,  dog ! 

Gre.   Hoity  toity  ! What  madwoma©  is  this  ? 

Sir  jfaf.  Poor  wretch  !— For  pity's  fake  cure  her, 
doftor. 

Gre.  Sir,   I  fhall  not  cure  her,  unlefs  fomebody  gives 

me  a  fee If  you  will  give  me  a  fee,  Sir  Jafper,  you 

ihall  fee  me  cure  her  this  inftant, 

Dor.  I'll  lee  you,  you  villain Cure  me  ! 

«  A  I  R,    fet  by  Mr  Scedo. 

*  If  you  hope  by  your  fkill 
'  To  give  Dorcas  a  pill, 

*  You  are  not  a  deep  politician  : 

'  Cou'd  wives  but  be  brought 

*  To  fwallow  the  draught, 

*  Each  hufband  would  be  a  phyfician. 

Enter  James. 

\fa.  O  Sir,  undone,  undone !  Your  daughter  ia 
jun  away  with  her  lover  Leander,  who  was  here  dif- 
guis'd  like  an  apothecary — and  this  is  the  rogue  of  a 
phyfician  who  has  contrived  all  the  affair. 

Sir  Jaf  How  !  am  I  abus'd  in  this  manner !  Here, 
who  is  there  ?  Bid  my  clerk  bring  pen,  ink,  and  pa- 
per ;   I'll  fend  this  fellow  to  jail  immediately. 

Ja.  Indeed,  my  good  doftor,  you  Hand  a  very  fair 
chance  to  be  hang'd  for  ftealing  an  heirefs. 

Gre.  Yes  indeed,  I  believe  I  fhall  take  my  degrees 
now. 

Dor.  And  are  they  going  to  hang  you,  my  dear  huf- 
band  ? 

Gre.   You  fee,  my  dear  wife. 

Dor.  Had  you  finifh'd  the  faggots,  it  had  been  fome 
confolation. 

*  Gre,   Leave  me,  or  you'll  break  my  heart. 

*  Dor.  No,  I'll  ftay  to  encourage  you  at  your  death 
'  — nor  will  I  budge  an  inch  till  I've  feen  you  hang'd.' 

To  them  Leander  and  Charlotte. 
Lean.   Behold,   Sir,  that  Leander  whom  you  had  for- 
bid your  houfe,  reftores  your  daughter  to   your  power, 
even  when  he  had  her  in  his.    I  will  receive  her.  Sir,  only 

at  your  hands. 1  have  received  letters,  by  which  I 

have  karnt  the  tisath  of  an  uncle,  whofe  cllate  far  ex- 
ceeds 
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cccd*  that  of  your  intended  fon-in-law. 

Sir  Jaf.  Sir,  your  virtue  Is  beyond  aH  eflates  ;  and  I 
give  you  my-'daughter  with  all  the  pleafure  in  the  world. 

Lean.  Now  my  fortune  makes  me  happy  indeed,  my 
deareft  Charlotte. And,  dot^kor,  I'll  make  thy  for- 
tune too. 

Gre.  If  you  would  be  fo  kind  to  make  mc  a  phyfician 
in  earneft,   I  fhould  delire  no  other  fortune. 

Lean.  Faith,  doftor,  I  wifh  I  could  do  that  in  re- 
turn for  your  having  made  me  an  apothecary  ;  but  I'll 
do  as  well  for  thee,   I  warrant. 

Dor.  So,  fo  ;  our  phyfician,  I  find,  has  brought  about 
fine  matrers.     And  is  it  not  owing  to  mc,  firrah,  that 
}U  have  been  a  phyfician  at  all  ? 

Sir  yaf.  May  I  beg  to  know  whether  you  arc  a  phy- 
fician or  not — or  what  the  devil  you  are  ? 

Gre.  1  think,  Sir,  after  tiie  miraculous  cure  you  have 
feen  me  perform,  yon  have  no  reafon  to  aik  whether  I 
am  a  phyfician  or  no — And  i^sr  you,  wife,  I'll  hence- 
forth have  you  behave  with  all  deference  to  my  grcat- 
ncfs. 

Dor.  W^y,  thou  puff'd  up  fool,  I  conld  have  made 
as  good  a  phyfician  myfclf ;  the  cure  was  owing  to  the 
apothecary,  not  the  duftof.  " 

AIR,   We've  cheated  the  Parfon^   &c. 

Wiien  tender  young  virgins  leok  pale  and  complain. 

You  may  fiend  fur  a  dwzeM  great  dolors  in  vain  : 

All  give  their  opinion,  and  pocket  their  fees  ; 

Lach  writes  Ber  a  ctue,  tuougli  all  JoaiTs  her  difitaifc  ; 
Powders,   drops, 
Juleps,  flops, 

A  cargo  of  poifon  from  phyfical  {hops. 

Though  they  phyfic  to  death  the  unhappy  poortuaJd^ 

What's  that- to  the  do&or fiuce  he  muft  be  paid?. 

Would  you  know  how  you  may  manage  licr  right  ? 

Our  dodor  has  brought  yon  a  noftrum  to-aight. 
Can  never  varj'. 
Nor  mifcany. 

If  the  lover  be  but  the  apothecary. 
Chorus. 
Can  never  vary,  &c. 

O3,  TAi"  — 
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Written  by  Mr   G  A^R  R  I  C  K, 
And  fpoken  by  him  In  the  charaftsr  of  an  jittHionter., 

BEFORE  this  Court,  I  Peter  Puff  appear, 
A  Briton  born,  and  bred  an  AuHioneer  ; 
Who  for  myfelf,  and  eke  a  hundred  others, 
My  iifeful,  honeft,  learned,  bawling  brothers. 
With  much  humility  and  fear  implore  ye. 
To  lay  our  prefent  defp'rate  cafe  before  yc. 
'Tis  fa-d.  this  night  a  certain  wag  intends 
To  langh  at  us,  cur  calling,  and  our  friends  t 
if  loids  and  ladies,  andfuch  dainty  folks, 
Are  curM  of  au(fVloii-hu))ting  by  his  jokes  j 
Should  this  odd  doftrine  fprcad  throughout  the  land, 
Bef'/ie  you  buy,  le'^ire  to  underjlund; 
Oh,  think  on  us  what  various  ills  will  flow 
WLen  great  ones  oaly  purchaic— — what  they  know ! 
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Why  laugh  at  Taste  .'     It  is  a  harmUft  fafhion. 
And  quite  fubdues  eacli  detrimental  paflinn  : 
The  fair  ones  hearts  will  ne'er  incline  to  man. 
While  thus  they  rage  for         china  and  japan. 
The  virtuofo,  too,  and  ecnnoijjtiir. 
Are  ever  decent,  delicate,  and  pure; 
The  fmalled  hair  their  loofer  tl»oughts  rright  hold, 
Jurt  warm  when  Angle,  and  when  married,  cold: 
Their  blood  at  fight  of  beauty  gently  flows ; 
Their  I'enus  mull  be  old,  and  want  a  nofc  ! 
No  am'rous  pafHon  with  deep  knowledge  thrives  ; 
'lis  the  complaint,  indeed,  of  all  our  wives  i 
'Tis  faid  Vtrtu  to  Inch  a  height  is  grown. 

All  artifls  are  encourag'd but  our  own. 

Be  not  deceiv'd,  I  here  decbrc  an  oath, 
I  never  yet  fold  goodh  of  foreign  growth  ; 
Ne'er  feni  commifHons  out  to  Gnece  or  Romt  ; 
My  befl  antiquities  are  made  at  home. 
I've  Romans,  Greeks,  Italians,  near  at  hand. 
True  Biitons  all         and  living  in  :he  Strand, 
I  ne'er  for  trinkets  rack  my  pericranium, 
They  furnilh  out  my  room  fiom  Hnculancum. 

But  hufh 

Should  it  be  known  that  Englijb  are  cmploy*d. 
Our  manufa^ure  is  at  once  dedroy'd ; 
No  matter  what  our  countrymen  defcrve. 
They'll  thrive  as  accients,  but  as  moderns  ftatve— 
If  we  fhould  fall  to  >ou  it  will  be  owing  ; 

Farewell  to  arts they're  g'.ing,  ^oir.^,  going  f 

The  fatal  hammer's  in  yowr  hand,  oh  Town  ! 
Then  ict  Us  up         and  knock  the  Poet  down. 
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Scene,  A  painting  Room, 
Etiter  Ca8.mine,  folhivid  by  the  Boy. 

Carmine. 

LAY  thefe  colours  .in   the  window,  by   the  pallet. 
Any  vidtors  or  meffages  ? 
Boy.  Squire  FcUtree  has  been  here,  and  infuls  upon 
Mifs  Racket's  piftures  being  immediately  finifh'd  and 
carry'd  home  ■  -   -As  to  his  wife  and  children,  he  fays, 
you  may  take  your  own  time. 

Car.  Well 

Bloj.  Here  has  been   a  meflage  too  from  my  lady 

Pea— 
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Pen -I  can't  remember  her  name,  but  'tis  upon  the. 

flate.  She  defues  to  know  If  you  will  be  at  home  about 
noon. 

Car.  Fetch  it.  [_E>:it  Boy.']  Was  the  whole  of  our 
profeflion  confined  to  the  mere  bufinefs  of  it,  the  em- 
ployment would  be  pleafing  as  well  as  profitable ;  but,  as 
matters  are  now  managed,  the  art  is  the  laft  thing  to  be 
regarded.  Family  connexions,  private  recommenda- 
tions, and  an  eafy  genteel  method  of  flattering,  is  to 
fupply  the  delicacy  of  a  Guido,  the  colouring  of  a  Ru- 
bens, and  the  defign  of  a  Raphael all  their  quidities 

centring  in  one  man,,  without  the  firft  lequifites,  would 
be  ufelefs ;  and  with  thcfe,  not  one  of  them  is  neccf* 
fary. 

Enter  Boy  nvith  the  Slate. 

Car.  Let's  fee Oh  !  lady  Pentweazel  from  Blow- 

bladder-ftreet Admit  her  by  all  means  ;  and  if  Puff 

or  Varnifh  fhould  come,  [  am  at  home.  {.Exit  Boy.'} 
Lady  Pentweazel  !  ha,  ha  !  Now  here's  a  proof  that 
avarice  is  not  the   only  or  laft  pafiion  old  age  is  iubjecl 

to. This  fuperannuated  beldame  gapes  for  flattery, 

like  a  neft  of  unfledg'd  crows  for  food  ;  and  with  them,. 
too,  gulps  down  every  thing  that's  offered  her — no  mat- 
ter how  coarfe.     Well,  Ihe  (hall  be  fed  ;   I'll  make  her 
my  introduftory  key  to  the  whole  bench  of  aldermen. 
Enter  Boy  'with  Puff. 

Bey.  Mr  Puff,  Sir. 

Carni.  Let  us  be  private.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Puff.  Two  of  Rembrandt's  etching,  by  Scrape  in 
May's  buildings :    a  paltry    affair,    a  poor  ten-guinea 

job  ;  however,  a  fmall  game you  know  the  proverb 

• What  became  of  you  yefterday  ? 

Car.  I  was  detained  by  Sir  Pofitlve  Bubble.  How 
went  the  piftures?     The  Guido,  what  did  that  fetch  ? 

Puff.  One  hundred  and  thirty. 

Car.  Hum  !  Four  guineas  the  frame,  three  the  paint- 
ing ;  then  we  divide  juft  one  hundi-ed  and  twenty- 
tJiree. 

Piff.  Hold not  altogether  fo  fafl Varnifh  had 

two  pieces  for  bidding  againft  Squander,  and  Brufh  five 
for  bringing  Sir  Tawdry  Trifle. 

(7<?r.. Mighty  \velll     Look   ye,    Mr  Puff,    If  thefe 

people 
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people  are  eternally  quarter'd  upon  us,  I  declare  off, 
t>ir ;  they  eat  up  the  profit.    There's  that  damn'd  Drufh 

but  you'll  find  him  out.      I  have  upon  his  old  plan 

given  him  copies  of  all  the  work  I  executed  upon  his 
recommendation  ;  and  what  was  the  confcquence  ?  He 
clandeftincly  fold  the  copies,  and  I  have  all  the  originals 
in  my  lumber-room. 

Pujf.  Come,  come.  Carmine,  you  are  no  great  lofer 
by  that.  Ah !  that  lumber-room !  that  lumber-rooia 
out  of  repair,  is  the  heft  condition'd  ellatc  in  the  county 
of  Middlcfex.  Why  now  there's  your  8ufannah,  it 
could  not  have  produc'd  you  above  twenty  at  moft  ;  and 
by  the  addition  of  your  lumber-room  dirt,  and  the  falu« 
tary  application  of  the  'fpaUham-pot,  it  became  a  Guido, 
worth  a  hundred  and  thirty  pounds.  •  Befides,  in  all 
'  traffic   of  this   kind,    there  muft  be  combinations. — 

*  Varnifli  and  Brufh  are  our  jackalls,  and  it  is  but  fair 

*  they  fhould  partake  of  the  prey.     Courage,  my  hoy  I 

*  never  fear  !   I'raife  be  to  folly  and  falbion,  there  arc, 

*  in  this  town,  dupes  enough  to  gratify  the   avarice  of 

*  U3  all.' 

Car.  Mr  Puff,  you  ate  ignorant  and  fcurrilous,  and 
very  impertinent,  Mr  Puff;  and,  Mr  Puff,  I  have  a 
ftrange  mind  to   leave  you  to  yourfclvcs,  and  then  fee 

what  a  hand  you  would  make  of  it Sir,  if  I  do  now 

and  then  add  fome  tints  of  antiquity  to  my  pi£iures,  I 
do  it  in  condefcenfion  to  the  foible  of  the  world ;  for. 
Sir,  age,  age,  Sir,  is  all  my  piftures  want  to  render 
*em  as  good  pieces  as  the  malle»-8  from  whom  they  are 
taken  :  and  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  took  my  Su- 
fannah  for  a  Guido,  gave  no  mighty  proofs  of  his  igno- 
rance, Mr  Puff. 

FujT-    Why,    thou  poft-paintcr,  thou  dauber,    thou 

execrable  white-walher,  thou *  Sirrah,'  have  you  fa 

foon  forgot  the  wretched  ftate  from  whence  I  dragg'd 
you?  The  firft  time  I  fet  eyes  on  you,  ♦  rafcal  !'  what 
was  your  occupation  then  ?  Scribbling,  in  fcarce  legible 
letters,  Coffi-Cy  tea.,  and  chocolatCy  on  a  bawdy-houfe 
window  in  Goodman's-fields. 

Car.  The  meannefs  of  my  original  demonftrates  the 
greatnefs  of  my  genius. 

Fuf.  Genius !  Here's  a  dog.     Pray,  how  high  did 

your 
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your  genius  foar  ?  To  the  daubing  diabolical  angels  for 
ale-houfes,  dogs  with  chains  for  tanners  yards,  rounds 
of  beef  and  roatted  pigs  for  Porridge  ifland. 

Car.   Hannibal  Scratchi  did  the  fame. 

Piiff]  From  that  contemptible  ftate  did  not  I  raife  you 
to  the  Cat  and  Fiddle  in  Petticoat-lane  ;  the  Goofe  and 
Gridiron  in  Paul's  Church-yard ;  the  firil  live  things 
you  ever  drew,  '  dog  :' 

Car.  Pox  take  your  memory.  Well,  but,  Mr  Puff 
you  are  fo— . — 

Pujf.  Nor  did  I  quit  you  then ;  Who,  firrah,  recom- 
mended you  to  Prim  Stiff,  the  mercer  upon  Ludgate- 
hill ;  how  came  you  to  draw  the  queen  there  ? 

\_Lotid  knocks  at  the  door. 

Car.  Mr  Puff,  for  Heaven's  fake  !  Dear  Sir,  you  are 
fo  warm,  we  ihall  be  blown — 

Enter  Boy, 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lady  Pen 

Car.  Send  her  to  the Shovr  her  up  flairs.     Dear 

Puff 

Puff.  Oh  !  Sir,  I  can  be  calm  ;  I  only  wanted  to  let 
you  fee  I  had  not  forgot,  tho'  perhaps  you  may. 

Car.   Sir,  you  are  very  obliging.     Well,  but  now  as 

all  is  over,  if  you  will  retreat  a  fmall  time Lady 

Pentweazel  fits  for  her  pifture,  and  {lie's 

Puff.  I  have  fome  bufmefs  at  next  door ;  I  fuppofe  ia 
half  an  hour's  time 

Car.   I  fhall  be  at  leifure.     Dear  Puff — 

P?^^  Dear  Carmine [£y// Puff. 

Car.    Son  of  a  whore Boy,    fhow   the   lady   up 

ftairs. 

Enter  Lady  Pentweazel. 

L.  Pen.  Fine  pieces  ! — very  likely  pieces  !  And,  in- 
deed, all  alike.  Hum  !  Lady  Fuffock — and,  ha,  ha, 
ha !  Lady  Glumftcad,  by  ail  that's  ugly — Pray  now, 
Mr  Carmine,  how  do  you  limners  contrive  to  overlook 
the  uglinefs,  and  yet  preferve  the  iikenefs? 

Car.  The  art,  Madam,  may  be  con  vey 'd  in  two  v/ords : 
where  nature  has  been  fevere,  we  foften ;  where  flic  has 
been  kind,  we  aggravate. 

L.  Pen.  Very  ingenus,  and  very  kind,  truly.  Well, 
good  Sir,  I  bring  you  a  fubjecl  that  will  demand  the 

wliok 
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wliole  of  the  firft  part  of  your  fkill ;  and,  if  you  are  at 
Icifurc,  you  may  begin  directly. 

Car.  Your  ladyihip  is  here  a  little  ungrateful  to  na- 
ture, and  cruel  to  yourfclf ;  even  lady  Pentweazcl's  ene- 
mies (if  fuch  there  be)  muil  allow  fhe  is  a  fine  wo- 
man. 

/,.  Pen.  Oh  !  your  fcrvant,  good  Sir.  Why,  I  have 
had  my  day,  Mr  Carmine  ;   I  have  had  my  day. 

Car.  And  have  ilill,  Madam.  The  only  difference  I 
(hall  make  between  what  you  were,  and  wliat  you  are, 
will  be  no  more  than  what  Rubens  hai  diftinguilhed 
between  Mary  de  Mcdicis  a  virgin  and  a  regent. 

L.  Pen.  Mr  Carmine,  1  vow  you  are  a  verj'  judicious 
perfon.  I  was  always  faid  to  be  like  tliat  family.  When 
my  piece  was  firft  done,  the  limner  did  me  after  Venus 
de  Medicis,  *  which,  1  fuppofe,  ought  be  one  of  Mark's 
*  fifters :'  but  things  muft  change  ;  to  be  fitting  for  my 
piAure  at  this  time  of  day  ;  ha  !  ha  ! — But  my  daugh- 
ter Sukey,  you  muft  know,  ij  juft  married  to  Mr  De- 
puty Dripping,  of  Candlewick-ward,  and  would  not  be 
faid  nay ;  fo  it  is  not  fo  much  for  tlie  beauty,  as  the 
iimilitude.     Ha  !   ha  ! 

Car.  Ti-ue,  Madam  ;  ha,  ha  !  But  if  I  hit  the  like- 
nefs,  I  muft  prcfcive  the  beauty. — Will  your  lad\-fliip 
befeated?  {^^h^Jits. 

L.  Pen.  I  have  heard,  good  Sir,  that  crery  body  has 
a  more  bttterer  and  more  worferer  fide  of  the  face  than 
the  other — now  which  will  you  choofe  ? 

Car.  The  right-fide.  Madam — the  left — now,  if  you 

plcafe,  the   full Voun  ladyftiip't.  countenance   is  fo 

exaftly  proportion'd,  that  1  mult  have  it  all ;  no  fea- 
ture can  be  fpar'd. 

L  Pin.  When  you  come  to  the  eyes,  Mr  Carmine, 
let  me  know,  tliat  I  may  call  up  a  look. 

Car  Mighty  well,  Madam — your  face  a  little  nearer 
-to  the  left,  nearer  me — your  head  more  up — (houlders 
back — and  chell  forward. 

L.  Piti.  Blefs  me,  Mr  Cr.rmine,  don't  mind  my  Ihape 
this  bout ;  for  I'm  only  in  jumps. — Shall  1  fwnd  for  my 
tabbies  ? 

Ciir.  Ko,  Madam,  we'll  fupply  that  for  the  prefcnt 
•—Your  ladyfhip  was  juft  now  mentioning  a  daughter — 

Is 
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Is  flie — your  face  a  little  more  towards  me — Is  fhe  the 
fok'  inheritor  of  her  mother's  beauty  ?  Or — have  you — 
L.  Pen.  That  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !— Why  that's  my  young- 
eft  of  all,  except  Caleb.  I  have  had,  Mr  Carmine,  live- 
born  and  chrilten'd — ftay — don't  let  me  lie  now — One 
— two — three — four — five '  Then  I  lay  fallow 

*  but  the  year  after  I  had  twins they  came  in  Mr 

*  Pentweazel's  flieriffalty  ;    then    Roger,    then   Robin, 

*  then  Reuben '  in  ihort,  I  have  had  twenty  as  fine 

babes  as  ever  trod  in  fhoe  of  leather. 

'Car.  Upon  my  word,  Madam,  your  ladyflilp  is  an 
admirable  member  of  the  commonwealth ;  'tis  a  thou- 
fand  pities  that,  like  the  Romans,  we  have  not  fome 
honours  to  reward  fuch  diilinguifii'd  merit. 

L.  Pen.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Carmine,  if  breeding  amongft 
Chriftians  was  as  much  encouraged  as  amongft  dogs  and 
horfes,  we  need  not  be  making  laws  to  let  in  a  parcel  of 
outlandifh  locufts  to  eat  us  all  up. 

Car.  I  am  told,  Madam,  that  a  bill  for  fome  fuch 
purpofe  is  about  to  pafs,  ♦  and  that  we  begin  now   to 

*  have  almoft  as  much  regard  for  the  propagation  of  the 

*  fpecies,  as  the  prefervation  of  the  game  in  thefe  king- 

*  doms' — Now,  Madam,  I  am  come  to  the  eyes — Oh ! 
— that  look,  that,  that,   I  muft  defpair  of  imitating. 

-  Li.  Pen.  Oh  !  oh  !  good  Sir,  have  you  found  out  that? 
Why,  all  ray  family  by  the  mother's  fide  were  famous 
for  their  eyes :  I  have  a  great  aunt  among  the  beauties 
at  Windfor ;  fhe  has  a  fifter  at  Hampton-court,  a  per- 
digious  fine  woman — flie  had  but  one  eye,  indeed,  but 
that  was  a  piercer ;  that  one  eye  got  her  three  hufbands 
— ^we  were  called  the  gimlet-ey'd  fami'y.  Oh  !  Mr  Car- 
mine, you  need  not  mind  thefe  heats  in  my  face ;  they 

always    difcharge    themfelves    about    Chriltmas my 

true  carnation  is  not  feen  in  my  countenance.  That's 
carnation  !    Here's  your  flcfh   and  blood 

[^She'vcing  her  arvi. 

Car.  Delicate,  indeed  !  finely  turn'd,  and  of  a  charm- 
ing colour ! 

L.  Pen.  And  yet  it  has  been  employ'd  enough  to 
fpoil  the  beft  hand  and  arm  in  the  world. Even  be- 
fore marriage  never  idle  ;  none  of  your  galloping,  gof 
fiping,  Rauclagh  romps,  like  the  forward  minxes  of  the 

prcffiit 
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prefent  age.     I  was  always  cmploy'd  either  In  painting 
your  lamll<ips,  playing  upon  the  hafpicols,  making  pafte, 

or  fomething  or  other All  our  family  had  t  gene  j 

and  then  1  lung  !    Every  body  faid  1   had  a  monftrous 
fine  voice  for  mufic. 

Car.  That  may  be  difcem'd  by  your  ladyihip't  tone* 
In  converfation. 

L.  Pen.  Tones you  are  right,  Mr  Carmine  ;  that 

was  Mr   Purcel'*  word.     Mifs  Molly  Grilkin,  fays  he, 
(my  maiden  name)  you  have  tones. 

Car.  As  your  ladyfhip  has  prcferved  every  thing  eUe 
fo  well,  1  dare  fwear  yoii  have  not  loil  your  Tolce.  Will 
you  favour  me  with  an  air  ? 

L.  Pen.  Oh  !   Sir,  you  are  fo  polite,  that  It's  Impof- 

fible But   I  have  none  of  your  new  playhoufe  fonga 

1   can   give  you  one  that  was  made  on  myfclf  by 

Laurence  Luteftri ng,  a  neighbour's  fon. 

Car.  What  you  pleafe.  Madam. 

/,.  Pin.   {Singt.)       , 

As  I  was  a  walking  by  the  fide  of  a  river, 
I  met  a  young  damfel  fo  charming  and  clever ; 
Her  voice  to  pleafe  it  could  not  fail, 
She  fung  like  any  nightingale. 

Fal,  de,  rol  ;  hugh,  hugh,  ic. 
Blefs  me !   I  have  fuch  a  cough  j  but  there  are  tones. 

Car.   Inimitable  ones. 

L.  Pen.  But,  Mr  Carmine,  you  limners  are  all  Ingenus 
men you  fing. 

Car.  A  ballad,  or  fo,  Madam  ;  mufic  is  a  fifter-art ; 
.rid  it  would  be  a  little  unnatural  not  to  cultivate  an 
i-cquaintance  there. 

L.  Pen.  Why  truly,  we  ought  not  to  be  afliamed  of 
our  relations,  unlefs  they  are  poor ;  and  then,  you 
know 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Alderman  Pentweazel,  and  Mr  Puff. 

L.  Pin.  Oh  !  he  was  to  call  upon  me  s  we  go  to  the 
auftion.  Defire  him  to  walk  up — Mr  Pentweazel,  you 
■:iuft  know,  went  this  morning  to  meet  Caleb,  my 
.  oungell  boy,  at  the  Bull  and  Gate.  The  child  has 
been  two  years  and  three  quarters  at  fchool,  with  Dr 
Jerk,  near  Doncaller,  and  comes  to-day  by  the  York 

Vol.  I.  P  waggon  •, 
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waggon  :  for  it  has  always  been  my  maxum,  Mr  Car- 
mine, to  give  my  children  learning  enough  ;  for,  as  the 
old  faying  is, 

When  houfe  and  land  are  gone  and  fpent, 
Then  learning  is  moft  excellent. 
•    Car.  Your  ladyfliip  is  quite  right      Too  much  mo- 
ney cannot  be  employed  in  fo  material  an  article. 

L  Pefi.  Nay,  the  cofl  is  but  fmall ;  but  poor  ten 
pounds  a-year,  for  head,  back,  books,  bed,  and  belly  j 
and  they  fay  the  children  are  ail  wonderful  Latiners, 
and  come  up,  lack-a-day,  they  come  up  as  fat  as  pigs. 

. Oh!   here   they  are;    odds  me!    he's  a  thumper. 

You  fee,  Mr  Carmine,  I  breed  no  ftarvelings.  Come 
hither,  child  Mind  your  haviours  Where's  your  bcfl 
bow  ?  Turn  out  yoirr  toes.  One  would  think  he  had 
learnt  to  dance  of  his  father.  I'm  fure  my  family  were 
none  fo  aukward  t  here  was  my  brother  George,  a 
perfeft  pifture  of  a  man  ;  he  danc'd,  lud !  But  come, 
all  in  good  time Hold  up  thy  head,  Caleb. 

j4ld  Pr'ythee,  fweet  honey,  let  the  child  alone.  His 
matter  fays,  he  comes  on  wonderful  in  his  learning;  and 
as  to  your  bows  and  your  congees,  never  fear,  he'll  learn 
them  fall  enough  at  home. 

L.  Pen.   Lack-a-day  !    well   fiid  We  now If  he 

does,  \  know  who  mull  teach  him  Well,  child,  and 
doll  remember  me  ?  Hey  ?  Who  am  I  ? 

•Caleb.   Anon  ? 

L  Pen    Doft  know  me  ? 

Caleb.  "Yes  ;  you  be  mother. 

Z.  Pen,  Nay,  the  boy  had  always  a  good  memory. 
And  what  haft  learnt,  Caleb,  hey  I 

.  Caleb  1  be  got  into  ^fop's  Fables,  and  can  fay  all  Js 
in  prcefenti  by  heart. 

L  Pen.  Upon  my  word — that's  more  than  ever  thy 
father  could. 

Aid  Nay,  nay,  no  time  has  been  loft  ;  I  queftion'd 
the  lad  as  we  came  along  ;    I  aflc'd  him  himfelf 

L.  Pen.   Well,  well  ;  fpeak  when  you  are  fpoken  to, 

Mr  Alderman.      How  often  muft   1 Well,  Caleb, 

and  hadft  a  good  deal  of  company  in  the  waggon,  boy  ? 

Caleb.  O  la  !  powers  of  company,  mother.  There 
v.':'.3  Lord  Gormau'^  fat  cook,  a  blackamorc  drumming 


TASTE.  17J 

man,  two  aftor  people,  a  recruiting  ferjcant,  a  monkey, 
and  I. 

L.  Pen.  Upon  my  word,  a  pretty  parcel. 

CaUb.  Yes,   indeed;    but  the the    fat  cook  got 

ilrunk  at  Coventry,  and  fo  fell  out  at  the  tail  of  thtf 
waggon  ;  fo  we  left  (he  behind.  The  next  day  the  fer- 
jcant ran  away  with  the  fliowman's  wife  ;  the  t'other 
two  went  after  ;  fo  only  the  monkey  aud  i  came  to  town 
together. 

Car.  Upon  my  word,  the  yoimg  gentleman  gives  a 
good  account  of  his  travels. 

L.  Pen.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Carmine,  he's  all  over  the  blood 
of  the  Grilkins,  1  warrant  the  child  will  make  his  way. 
Go,  Caleb,  go  and  look  at  tliem  pretty  paintings — 
Now,  Mr  Carmine,  let  us  fee  if  my  goodman  can  find. 
lue  out. 

Aid  Lack-a-day  ;  well,  I  profefs  they  are  all  fa 
Iiandfome,  that  I  am  puzzled  to  know  which  is  thine, 
chuck. 

Puff.  I  am  furprifcd  at  your  want  of  difcermcat,  Mr 
Alderman  ;  but  the  pofleflion  of  a  jewel  dcftroys  its  va- 
lue with  the  wearer  :  now,  to  me  it  feems  impoffible  to 
err  ;  and  though  Mr  Canninc  is  generally  fuccefsful,  in 
this  inftance  he  is  particularly  happy.  "VVliere  can  yo\» 
meet  with  that  mixture  of  fire  and  foftnefs,  but  in  the 
eyes  of  Lady  Pentweazel  ? 

L.  Pen.  Uh,  Sir ! 

Puff,  i  hat  clearnefs  and  delicacy  of  complexion,  wilh 
that  flow  of  ruddinefs  and  hccUth. 

L  Pea.  Sir  !   Sir  !   Sir  ! 

Puff.  That  fall  of  (houlders,  turn  of  oeck,  fet  0.1 
head,  full  chelt,  taper  waiil,  plump 

L.  Pen.  Spare  mc,  fweet  Sir  ! You  fee,  Mr  Pent- 
weazel, other  people  can  find  out  my  charms,  tho'  you 

overlook    them AVell,    I    profefs.    Sir,    you   are   a 

p;entleman  of  great  difcernment :  and,  if  bufinefs  ftiould 
bring  you  into  the  city  ;  for,  alas !  what  pleafure  can 
bring  a  man  of  vour  refined  tafte  there  !— 

Puff.  Uh  !   Ma'am  ! 

L.  Pen.  I  fay,  Sir,  if  fuch  an  accident  Ihould  hap- 
pen, and  Blowbladder-ftreet  has  any  charms 

Puff.O\\\  Ma'am!   Ma'am!  Ma'am!  Ma'am! 

P  2  X.  Peu. 
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L.  Pen.  It  Is  not  impoflible  but  we  may  receive  y-ou, 
though  not  equal  to  your  merits 

Puff.  Ma'am! 

L.  Pen.  Yet  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  fhovv  our  fenfe  of 
them.     Sir,   I'm  your  very  obedient. 

Puff.  Your  ladyfhip's  moft— — 

L.  Pe?j.  Not  a  ftep. 

Puff.  Ma'am 

L.  Ptn.  Sir Mr  Alderman,  your  bow  to  the  gen- 
tleman.    The  very  fineft. 

Piff.  Ma'am! 

L.  Pen.  Sir your  moft  obedient. 

Puff.  Your  devoted.  \^Ex£Ufht  Alder,  atid  Wife. 

Car.  Ha !  ha !  Well  faid,  Puff.  What  a  calamity 
haft  thou  drawn  upon  the  knight !  Thou  haft  fo  tickled 
the  vanity  of  the  harradan,  that  the  poor  helpmate  will 
experience  a  double  portion  of  her  contempt. 

*  Puff.   Rot  them. 

*  Car.  Come,   PufF,  a  matrimonial  afllftant  to  a  rich 

•  alderman  is  no  contemptible  employment. 

*  Puff.  Ay,  if  it  were  a  finecure. 

'   Car.  No,  that  you  muft  not  exped  ;  but  unlefs  I 

•  am  greatly  miftaken  in  the  language  of  the  eyes,  her 

•  ladyfliip'o  were  addrefs'd  to  you  with  moft  perfuafive 

•  tcndernefs. 

Puff.  *  Well,  of  that  hereafter '   But  to  our  bu- 

fmefs.  The  auftion  is  about  beginning  ;  and  I  had 
promifed  to  meet  Mr  David  Dufledorpe,  Hir  Pofitive 
Bubble,  and  Lord  Dupe,  to  examine  the  piftures,  and 

fix   on  thofe   for  which   they  are  to  bid But  fince, 

we  have  fettled  the  German  plan  ;  fo  Varnifti  or  Brufii 
muft  attend  them. 

Car.  Oh  !  by  all  means  purfue  that.     *  You  have  no 

•  conception  how  dear  the  foreign  accent  is  to  your  true 

•  virtuofo  J  it  announces  tafte,  knowledge,  veracity,  and 

•  in   fhort  every  thing '  But  can  you  enough  dif- 

gviife  the  turn  of  your  face,  and  tone  of  your  voice  ?  A 
difcovery  of  Mr  PufF  in  mynheer  Groningen  blafts  us  at 
once. 

Puff.  Never  fear  me.  I  wifh  you  may  have  equal  fuc- 
tefs  in  the  part  of  Canto. 

Car.  PUo  !   mine's  a  trifle.     A  man  muft  have  very 

iiender 
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fiender  abilities  indeed,  who  can't  for  ten  minutes  Imi- 
tate a  language  and  deportment  that  he  has  been  wit- 
nefs  to  for  ten  years. 

Puff.  *  But  jrou  muft  get  their  tones,  their  tones ; 

*  'tis  eafy  enough      Come,   hand   up  here  that  there 

*  Corregio ;  an  inimitable  piece,  gentlemen  and  ladies : 

*  the  very  heft  work  of  the  beft  mafter ;  fubjedl  agree- 

*  able,  highly  finifhed,  and  well  preftrvcd  ;  a  feat  for  the 

*  ladies  ;  hand  it  to  Sir  Pofuive  ;  a-going  for  fifty  :  Joy 

*  to  your  ladyfhip :  Come,  the  next.'  But  remember, 
let  your  bob  be  bufhy,  and  your  bow  low 

Car.  Enough,  enough  ;  we  are  ftrangers  to  each  other, 
you  know. 

Puff..  Abfolute.  Oh  !  but  what  pifturesofyour's  are 
in  the  fale? 

Car.  There's  my  Holy  Family,  by  Raphael ;  the  Mar- 
riage in  Cana,  by  Reuben  Rouge  ;  Tom  Jackfon's  I'c- 
niers  ;  and  for  bufts,  Taylor'*  head  without  a  nofc  from 
Herculaneum. 

Puff.  Arc  the  antique  feals  come  home  ? 

Car.  No ;  but  they  wiU  be  finifh'd  by  next  week. 

Puff.  You  muft  take  care  of  Novice's  coUeftion  of 
medals — he'll  want  them  by  the  end  of  the  month. 

Car.  The  coins  of  the  firft  emperors  are  now  fteeping 
in  copperas;  and   I   have  an   Ctho,  a  Galba,  a  Nero, 

and  two  Domitians,  reeking  from  the  dunghill. The 

reft  we  can  have  from  Dr  Mummy ;  a  never-failing 
chap,  you  know. 

Puff.   Adieu. 

Car.  Your's,  Sir A  troublefome  fellow,  this 

confounded  "memory ufeful,  tho' Rounds  of  beef 

and  roafted  pigs  ! Muft  get  rid  of  him Ay,  but 

when  ?  ■ Why  when when  f  have  gain'd  my  point. 

But  how,  how  then  ?■  .Oh,  then  it  does  not  fignif/ 
two  pence. 
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ACT      11. 

S  c  E  N  E,  Aucllon-roovi. 

Enter  PufF  as  Monjieur  Baron  de  Gronlngen,  Carmme 
as  Canto,  and  Brufh. 

Canto,    /^OME,    buftle,  buftk.     Brufh,    you  intro- 
V_/   duce   PufF.     PufiF,  how  are  you  in  your 
German  ? 

Puff.  I  canno  fpeak  for  Englandt,  but  I  can  mak  un- 
derlland  very  mightily.     Will  that  do  ? 

BruJJj.  To  a  hair.  Remember  you  are  come  hither 
to  purchafe  piftures  for  tlie  eleftor  of  Bavaria.  Car- 
mine, you  mufl  clap  lord  Dupe's  coat  of  arms  on  that 
half-length  of  Erafmus  ;  I  have  fold  it  him  as  his  great- 
grandfather's third  brother  for  fifty  guineas. 

Can.  It  fhall  be  done Be  it  my  province  to  efla- 

blifh  the  baron's  reputation  as   a  connoiffeur. Brufh 

has  feen  you  abroad  at   the  court  of  the  reigning  prince 
of  Blantin. 

Ptiff.  Yes ;  I  v/as  do  bufinefs  mightily  for  prince 
Blantin, 

Brufh.  Your  portraits  go  firfl,  Carmine.  Novice, 
Sir  Pofitive  Bubble,  ^ck  Squander,  Lord  Dupe,  and 
Mordecai  Lazarus  the  Jew  broker,  have  appointed  me 
to  examine  with  them  the  hiflory-pieces.—— Which  are 
moft  likely  to  flick  ? 

Car.  Here's  a  lifl:. 

Briijh.  Hulh  !   hide  the  Erafmus  j  I  hear  the  compa- 
ny on  the  flairs.         \E-xit  Carmine,  and  re  enters  anon. 
Enter  Lord  Dupe,   Bubble,   Squander,  ^c. 

L.  Dupe.  Mr  Brufh,  I  am  your  devoted  fervant.  You; 
have  procured  my  anceflbr. 

Brufh..  It  is  in   my  pofTefHon,  my  lord;  and  I  have 
the  honour  to  affure  your  lordfhip,  that  the  family -fea- 
tures are  very  difcernible  ;  and  allowing  for  the  differ- 
tuce  of  di-efs,  there's  a  flrong  likenefs  between  you  and. 
your  predeccfTor. 

L.  Dupe.  Sir,  you  have  oblig'd  me.  All  thefe  you 
■have  mai-k'd  in  the  catalogue  are  originals  ? 

Bruflo.  Uudoubtcd.     But,    my  lord,    you  need  not 

d,epead. 
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depend  folclyon  my  judgement  :  here's  Mynheer  Baron 
de  Groningen,  who  is  come  hither  to  furv-ey,  and  pur- 
chafe  for  the  eltdor  of  Bavaria  ;  an  indifputabk  con- 
noiffeur  :  his  bidding  will  be  a  direilion  for  your  lord- 
fhip.     •  'Tis  a  thouiand  pities  that  any  of  thcfe  mafters 

*  (hould  quit  England.  '1  hey  were  conducled  hither  at 
«  an  immenfe  expence  ;  and  if  they  now  leave  us,  what 

*  will  it  be  but  a  public  declaration,  that  all  tafte  and 

*  liberal  knowledge  is  vanilh'd  from  amongft  us  ? 

L.  Dupe.  *  Sir — leave  the  fupport  of  the  national  cre- 

*  dit  to  my  care.* — Could  you  introduce  me  to  Myn- 
heer ? — Does  he  fpeak  Englilh  ? 

Brujh.  Not  fluently,  but  fo  as  to  be  undcrftood. 
Mynheer,  Lord  Dupe — the  patron  of  arts,  the  Petro- 
nius  for  tafte,  and  for  well-timed  generofity  the  Leo — 
and  the  Maecenas — of  the  prefent  age,  defiresto  know  you. 

Puff.  Sir,  you  honour  me  very  mightily.  I  was  hear 
of  Lord  Dupes  in  HoUandt.  I  was  tell  he  was  one  de- 
latant,  one  curicufe,  one  precieufe  of  his  country. 

L.  Dupe.  The  Dutch  are  an  obliging,  civilized,  well- 
bred,  *  pretty*  kind  of  people.  But  pray.  Sir,  what 
occafions  us  the  honour  of  a  vifit  from  ymi  ? 

Puff.  I  was  come  to  bid  for  paints  for  de  eleAor  of 
Bavaria. 

//.  Dupe.  Are  there  any  here  that  deferve  your  at- 
tention ? 

Puff.  O,  dare  are  good  pieces ;  but  dare  is  one  I 
likes  mightily  ;  de  ofF-lky,  and  home-track  is  fine,  and 
^e  mafter  is  in  it. 

L.  Dupe.  What  n  the  fubjeA  ? 

Puff.  Dat  I  know  not ;  vat  I  minds,  vat  you  call  th« 
draws  and  the  colors. 

L.  Dupe.  Mr  Canto,  what  is  the  fuhjeft  ? 

Can.  It  is,  my  Lord,  St  Anthony  of  Padua  exorci- 
fing  the  devil  out  of  a  ram-cat:    it    has  a  companiou 

{bmewhcre oh,  here  ! — which  is  the  fame  faint  in  a 

wildernefs,  reading  his  breviary  by  the  light  of  a  glow- 
worm. 

BrnJh.  Invaluable  pi«^ures  both  !  and  will  match  your 
lordfhip's  Corregio  in  the  fuloon. 

L.  Dupe.  I'll  have  them.  What  pidurcs  arc  tbofc, 
Mr  Canto,' 

Can» 
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Can.  They  are  not  in  the  fale ;  but  I  fancy  I  could 
procure  them  for  your  lordfhip. 

L.  Dupe.  This,  I  prefume,  might  have  been  a  land- 
/l<ip  ;  but  the  water,  and  the  men,  and  the  trees,  and 
the  dogs,  and  the  ducks,  and  the  pigs,  they  are  all  ob- 
literated, all  gone. 

BriiJJj.  An  indifputable  mark  of  its  antiquity  ;  its 
very  merit ;  befides,  a  little  varnifii  will  fetch  the  figure* 
again. 

L.  Dupe.  Set  it  down  for  me The  next. 

Can.  That  is  a  Mofes  in  the  bulrufhes.  I'he  blended 
joy  and  grief  in  the  figm^e  of  the  fiiter  in  the  corner^ 
the  diftrefs  and  anxiety  of  the  mother  here,  and  the 
beauty  and  benevolence  of  Pharaoh's  daughter,  are  cir- 
cumftances  happily  imagined,  and  boldly  exprefs'd. 

B'lijh,  Lack-a-day,  'tis  but  a  modern  performance ; 
the  mafter  is  alive,  and  an  Englishman 

L.  Dupe    Oh,  then  I  would  not  give  it  houfe-room. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  pretty  piece  I  find  ftick  up  here  in  de 
corner :  1  was  fee  in  Holland,  at  Loo,  a  piece  mighty 
like ;  there  was  little  mices,  that  was  nibble,  nibble, 
nibble,  upon  vat  you  call  frumage,  and  little  fliurels  all 
vit  brufh  tails  ran   up   de   trees ;    and  there  was  great 

things,  vat  you  call pfha,  that  have  long  hearts,  and 

cry  Ba. 

Briijlj.  What !  goats  ? 

Puff.  Ay,  dat  was  de  name. 

L.  Dupe.  I  fhould  think,  by  thecheefe  and  thegoatsi 
mynheer,  your's  was  a  Welch  piece  inftead  of  a  Dutch^ 

Puff.  Ah,  'twas  good  piece.     I  wifh  to  my  heart 
JLqrd  Dupes  was  have  that  piece. 
Enter  Novice. 

Nov.  Where's  Mr  Brufh  ?  My  dear  Brufh,  am  I  too 
late? 

Brtijh.   In  pretty  good  time. 

Nov.  May  1  lofe  my  Otho,  or  be  tumbled  from  my 
phaeton  the  firft  time  I  jehup  my  forrels,  if  I  have  not 
made  more  hafte  than  a  young  furgeon  to  his  firft  lar 
bour.  But  the  lots,  the  lots,  my  dear  Brufh,  what  are 
they  ?  I'm  upon  the  rack  of  impatience  till  I  fee  theni^ 
and  in  a  fever  of  defire  till  I  poffefs  them. 

Brufh.  Mr  Canto,  the  gentleman  would  be  glad  to 

fee 
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fee  the   buds,  medals,  and   precious  reUcs,   of  Greece 
and  ancient  Rome. 

Can.  Perhaps,  Sir,  we  may  (how  him  fomething  of 

greater  antiquity Brin^  them  forward The  firll 

lot  confilts  of  a  hand  witliout   an  arm,  the  firfl  joint  of 
the  forefinger  gone,  fuppofed  Id  be  a  Kmb  of  the  A- 

pollo   Delphos Tile  fccond,  half  a  foot,  with  the 

toes  entire,  of  tlie  Juno  Lucina The  third,  the  Ca- 

duceusoftbc  Mercurius  Infcraalis The  fourth,   the 

half  of  the  leg  of  the  infant  Hercules — All  indifputablc 
antiques,  and  of  the  MempUian  marble. 

Puff.  Let  me  fee  Juno's  half  foot.  All  the  toe«  en- 
tire ? 

Can.   All. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  little  fwclt  by  this  toe,  dat  lookf 
bad  proportion. 

Ad.   Hey,  hey  ! 

Puff.  What's  dat  ? 

Can.  '1  hat !     Piha  !  that !    Why  thai's  only  a  corn. 

All.  Oh! 

Puff,  Corn !  dat  was  extreme  natural ;  dat  is  fine ; 
de  maifter  is  in  it. 

All.  Very  fine  !   Invaluable  ! 

Puff.  Where  is  de  Hercules'  calf?  Upon  my  word 
'tis  a  very  large  calf ;  big,  big,  big,  all  de  way  up,  all 
de  way  down. 

L.  Dupe.    I  believe  this  Hercules  was  an  Irifliman. 

Nov.  But  where  arc  your  bulls  ?  Here,  litre,  gen- 
tlemen, here's  a  curiofjty  !  a  medal  of  Oriuna  ;  got  for 
me  by  Doilor  Mummy ;  the  only  one  in  the  rifible 
world  ;  there  may  be  fome  under  ground- 

L.  Dupe.  Fine,  Indeed  I  Will  you  permit  me  to 
tafte  it  ?     It  has  the  reliih.  [  All  tajlc. 

Nov.  The  relifli !  Zooks,  it  coft  mc  a  hundred  giUT 
neas. 

Puf.   By  gar,  it  is  a  dear  bit,  tho'. 

Nov.  So  you  may  think  ;  but  three  times  the  money 
Hiould  not  purchafe  it. 

L.  Dupe.  Pray,  Sir,  whofe  buft  is  it  that  dignifies 
this  coin  ? 

A'i:-.  The  emprcf^  Oriuna,  my  Lord. 

L.  Dupe, 
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L  Dupe.  And  who,  Sir,  might  (he  be  ?  I  don't 
recolle6l  to  have  heard  of  the  lady  before. 

Nov,  She,  my  Lord  ?  Oh  !  fhe  was  a  kind  of  a 
what-d'ye-call-'em — a  firt  of  a  queen,  or  wife,  or 
fomething   or   other  to  fomebody  that  liv'd  a   damn'd 

while  ago-^ Mummy  told  me   the  whole  ftory  ;  but, 

before  Gad,     've  forgot  it      But  come,  the  bulls. 

'ar'.  Bring  forward  the  head  from  Herculaneum. 
Now,  gentlemen,  here  is  a  jewel. 

ylll.   Ay,  ay,  let's  fee. 

Can,  'Tis  not  entire,  though, 

Nov.  So  much  the  better. 

Can.  Right,  Sir — ^the  very  mutilations  of  this  piece 
are  worth  all  the  moft  perfedl  performances  of  modera 

artirts. Now,  gentlemen,    here's  a   touchllone    for 

your  tafte  ! 

y///.  tjreat !  great,  indeed  ! 

No:.  Great!  amazing!  divine!  Oh,  let  me  em- 
brace the  dear  dilmember'd  buft  !  A  little  farther  off. 
I'm  ravifli'd !  I'm  tranfported !  What  an  attitude  ! 
But  then  the  locks !  How  1  adore  the  fimplicity  of 
the  ancients  !  How  unlike  the  prefent,  priggifh,  crop- 
ear'd  puppets!  How  gracefully  they  fall  all  adown  the 
cheek !  fo  decent,  and  fo  grave,  and — Who  the  devil 
do  you  think  it  is,   Brufh  ?     Is  it  a  man  or  a  woman  ! 

Cun.  The  connoifleurs  differ  Some  will  have  it  to 
be  the  Jupiter  ■  onans  of  Phidias,  and  others  the  Venus 
of  Paphos  from  Praxiteles  :  but  I  don't  think  it  fierce 
enough  for  the  firft,  nor  handfome  enough  for  the  laft. 

Noi\   Yes,  handfome  enough. 

jiiL  Very  handfome  ;  handfome  enough. 

Can.  Not  quite — therefore  1  am  inclined  to  join  with 
Signor  Julio  de  Pampedillo,  who,  in  a  treatife  dedica- 
ted to  the  king  of  the  1  wo  Sicilies,  calls  it  the  Serapis 
of  the  Egyptians  ;  and  fuppofes  it  to  have  been  fabrica- 
ted about  eleven  hundred  and  three  years  before  the 
Mofaic  account  of  the  creation. 

Nov.   Prodigious  \  and  I  dare  fwear  true. 

ylil.  Oh  !   true,  very  true. 

Puff.  Upon  my  honour  'tis  a  very  fine  bull ;  but 
where  is  de  nofe  ? 

Nov.  The  nofe ;  what  care  I  for  the  nofe  ?    Where 

is 
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is  de  nofe  ?     ^Vhy,  Sir,  if  it  had  a  nofe,  I  would  not 

giv€  fixpence  for  it How  the  devil  ihoukl  we  diilin- 

guifli  the  works  of  the  ancients,  if  ihcy  were  pcrfedl  ? 
—  he  nofe,  indeed  !  Why,  1  don't  fuppofe  now,  but, 
barring  the  nofe,   Roubiliac  could   cut  as  good   a  head 

e^ery  whit Brufh,  who   is   this  man  with  his  nofe  ? 

The  fellow  fhould  know  foincthing  of  fomething  too, 
for  ho  fpcaks  broken  Englirti. 

Brujh.  it  is  Mynheer  Groningeti,  a  great  connoiffeur 
in  painting. 

Nov.  That  may  be  ;  but  as  to  fculpture,  I  am  his  ve- 
ry humble  fervant.  A  man  muft  know  damn'd  little  of 
ftatuary,  that  diflikcs  a  buft  for  want  of  a  nofe. 

Caiu   Right,    Sir The   nofe   itftlf,    without    the 

head,  nay,  in  another's  pofleffion  would  be  an  cllate — 
But  here  arc  behind,  gentlemen  and  ladles,  an  cque- 
ftiian  ftatue  of  Marcus  Aurclius  without  the  horfe,  and 
a  complete  ftatue  of  the  emperor  Trajan  with   only  the 

head   and   logs   mifling ;  both  from  Herculancum.-- 

This  way,  gentlemen  and  ladies. 

Enter  Lady  Pentweazel,  Alderman,  and  Caleb. 

L.  Pen.  Now,  Mr  Pentweazcl,  let  us  have  none  of 
y'our  Blowbladder  breeding.  Remember  you  are  at  the 
court-end  of  the  town.     This  is  a  quality  au^ion. — 

,'lld.  Where  of  courfe  nothing  is  fold  that  is  ufefal — 
I  am  tutor'd,  fweet  honey. 

L.  Pen.  Caleb,  keep  behind,  and  don't  be  meddling. 
Sir—  {To  Brufti. 

BruJJ?.  Your  pleafure.  Ma'am  ? 

L.  Pen.  I  ftiould  be  glad  you  would  inform  me  if 
there  are  any  lots  of  very  fine  old  china.  I  find  the 
quality  are  grown  infinitely  fond  of  it ;  and  I  am  willing 
to  fiiow  the  world,  that  we  in  the  city  have  tafte. 

Brujo.  *Tis  a  laudable  refolution,    Ma'am  ;    and,   I 

"' ^"-'i   Mr  Canto  can  fupply — i'lefsme,  what's  that? 

[Caleb  tkroivj  danvn  a  china  dijh, 

'..  Pen.  That   boy,   I    fuppofe !     Well,  if  the   mif- 

cvous  brat  has  not  broke  a — ami  look  how  he  ftands 
— Sirrah,  firrah,  did  I  not  bid  you  not  meddle — Leave 
fucking  your  thumbs.      V\  hat,  1  fuppofe  you  learnt  that 

:kof  your  friend  the  monkey  in  the  waggon  ? 

Cd'.  Lidecd  I  d;  J  not  go  to  do  it,  mother. 

Aid. 
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Aid.  Prythee,  fweet  honey,  don't  be  fo  paffionate. 
What's  done  can't  be  undone.  The  lofs  is  not  great  ; 
come,  come. 

BruJJj.  Mr  Alderman  is  in  the  right.  The  affair  is 
a  trifle  ;  but  a  twenty  guinea  job. 

L.  Pen.  Twenty  guineas !     You  ihould  have  twenty 

of  my  teeth  as 

Cart.  You  mean  if  you  had  them. — Your  ladyfhip 
does  not  know  the  vahie  of  that  piece  of  China.  It  is 
tlic  right  old  japan  of  the  pea-green  kind.  Lady  Man- 
darin offer'd  me,  if  I  could  match  it,  fourfcore  guineas 
for  the  pair. 

L.  Dupe.  A  fine  piece,  indeed ! 
Puff.  'Tis  ver  fine  ! 

CiiL   Indeed,    father,    I   did   not    break   it.     *Twas 
crack'd  in  the  middle,  and  fo  fell  a-two  in  my  hand. 
L.  Pen.  What !  was  it  crack'd  ? 
Cul.  Yes,  indeed,  mother. 
L.  Pen.  There,  gentlemen  ! 

L.  Dupe.  Ma'am,  I  would  willingly  fet  you  right  in 
this  affair  :  you  don't  fecm  acquainted  with  thefe  kinds 
of  things  ;  therefore,  I  have  the  honour  to  tell  you,  that 
the  crack  in  the  middle  is  a  mark  of  its  antiquity,  and 
-enhances  its  value ;  and  thefe  gentlemen  are,  I  dare  fay, 
of  the  fame  opinion. 
J II.  Oh,  entirely. 

L.  Pen.  You  are  all  of  a  gang,  I  think.  A  broken 
piece  of  china  better  th^i  a  whole  one  ! 

L.  Dupe.  Ma'am,  I  never  difpute  with  a  lady  ;  but  th:9 
gentleman  has  tafte  ;  he  is  a  foreigner,  and  fo  can't  be 
thought  prcjudic'd ;  refer  it  to  him  :  the  day  grows 
late,  and  I  want  the  audlion  to  begin. 

j4lii.  Sweet  honey,  leave  it  to  the  gentleman. 
L.  Pen.  Well,   8ir. 

Puff.  Madam,  I  love  to  ferve  de  lady.  ^Tis  a  ver 
fine  piece  of  china.  I  was  fee  fuch  another  piece  fell  at 
Amfterdam  for  a  hundred  ducats.  *ris  ver  well  worth 
twenty  guinea. 

Cal.  Mother! — father!  never  flir  if  that  gentleman 
ben't  the  fame  that  we  fee'd  at  the  painting-man's,  that 
was  fo  zivll  to  mother ;  only  he  has  got  a  black  wl'g  on> 

and 
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and  fpeaks  outlandidi.     I'll  be  fur  enough  If  it  cn't  a 
may -game. 

L.  Fen.  Hey  !  let  me  die  but  the  boy's  in  the  right. 
My  dear,  as  I'm  alive,  Mr  Puff,  that  we  faw  at  the 
limner's.  I  told  you  he  was  a  more  cleverer  man  than  I 
ever  faw.  Caleb  is  right ;  fomc  matter  of  merriment,  I 
warrant. 

Puff.   I  wifli  it  was.   \_Afide.'\   I  no  underftand. 
Can.  So,  Mr  Puff,  you  are  caught.  \_AJide, 

L.  Dupe.  This  is  a  mod  unfortunate  old  lady. — -- 
Ma'am,  you  arc  here  under  another  miftake.     This  is 

Mynheer  baron  dc 

L.  Pcf!.  Mynheer  Figs-end.  Can't  I  believt  my  own 
eyes  ?  What !  do  you  think  bccaufc  we  live  in  the 
city,  we  can't  fee  ? 

Nov.   Fire  me,  my  lord,  there  may  be  more  In  this 
Uian  we  can  guefs.      It's  worth  examining  into.  Come, 
Sir,  if  you  are  Mynheer,  who  the  devil  knows  you  ? 
Puff.  I  was  know  Mr  Canto  mightily. 
Nov.  Mr  Canto,  do  you  know  this  baron  ? 
Can.   I  fee  the  dog  will  be  dete<?ted,  and  now  Is  my 
time  to  be  even  with  him  for   his  rounds   of  beef  and 
roatting  pigs.     [y^/dV.]      1  can't  fay  I  ever  faw  the 
gentleman  before.  ' 

Nov.  Oh,  oh  ! 

L.  Dupe.  The  fellow  is  an  impoftor ;  a  palpable 
cheat.  Sir,  I  think  you  came  from  the  Rhine ;  pray, 
liow  ihould  you  like  walking  into  the  Thames  ? 

Nov.  Or  what  think  you,  my  lord  ?  The  rafcal  com- 
plain'd  but  now  that  the  buil  wanted  a  nofe  ;  fuppofc 
we  were  to  fupply  the  deficiency  with  his  ? 
/..  Dupe.  But  jullico,  Mr  Novice. 
Can.  Great  rafcal,  indeed,  gentlemen  !  If  rogues 
of  this  (lamp  get  once  a  footing  in  thefe  affemblies, 
adieu  to  all  moral  honttly.  I  think  an  example  fhould 
be  made  of  him.  But,  were  I  to  advife,  he  is  s  propcrer 
fubjedl  for  the  rabble  to  Irandle  than  the  prefcnt  com- 
pany. 

/111.  Away  with  him — 

Puff.  Hand*  off.     If  I  muff  fuffer,  it  fliall  not  be 
fingly.     Here  is  the  obfequious  Mr  Brufh,  and  the  very- 
courtly  Mr  Canto,  fliall  be  the  partners  of  my  diffrefe. 
Vol.  I.  q2,  Kno  V 
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Know  then,  we  all  are  rogues,  if  the  taking  advantage 
of  the  abfurdities  and  follies  of  mankind  can  be  call'd 
roguery  I  own  i  have  been  a  cheat,  and  1  glory  in  it. 
But  vsrhat  point  will  you  virtnofi,  you  connoifleurs,  gain 
by  the  deteftion  ?  Will  not  the  publifliing  of  our  crinics 
trumpet  forth  your  folly  ? 

Z.    Dupe    Matchleis  impudence  ! 

Pii^.  My  noble  lord  here,  the  dilletanti,  the  curieu, 
the  precieu  of  this  nation  !  what  inhnite  glory  will  he 
acquire  from  this  llory,  that  the  Leo,  the  Maecenas,  the 
Petronius,  notwithllanding  his  exquifite  tafte,  has  been 
drawn  in  to  purchafe,  at  an  immenfe  expence,  a  cart- 
load of — rubbifh  ! 

L.  Dupe.  Gentlemen  and  ladies — I  have  the  honour 
to  take  my  leave. 

Puf.  Your  Lordiliip's  mod  obedient — When  fhall  I 
fend  you  your  Corregio,  your  St  nnthony  of  Padua, 
your  Ram  Cat,  my  good  lord  ? 

Z    Dupe.   Rafcal !  lExlL 

Nov.  Thjs  won't  do,  Sir  — Though  my  lord  has  not 
fpirit  enough,  damn  me  if  1  quit  you 

P'l^  What,  my  fprightly  fquire  !  Pray  favour  me 
with  a  light  of  your  Oriuna. — It  has  the  relilh  ;  an  in- 
difputable  antique  ;  being  a  Brillol  farthing,  coin'd  by 
a  foap-boiler  to  pay  his  journeymen  in  the  fcarcity  of 
cafh,  and  purchaied  for  twopence  of  a  travelling  tinker 
by,  ir,  your  humble  fervant,  1  imothy  Puff.  Ha, 
ha,  ha  ! 

Nov    My  Oriuna  a  Briftol  farthing  ! 

Puf.   Moft  afl'urcdJy 

A^ov.   I'll  be  reveng'd.  \_Goin^. 

Puff.  Stay,  {lay,  ar/1  ^  •'--  --r  bull:,  my  fweet  fquire  ; 
your  >3erapis.       1  v/o   1.  y  fay,    are  better  than 

one ;  lay  them  togctlicr       Ij  u  the  locks  !  how  grace- 
fully they  fall  all  adown  ?  io  dcceat,  and  fo — ha,  ha,  haS 

Nov.  Confound  you  ! 

Puff  Why,  cjir,  if  it  had  a  nofe,   I  would   not  give 

.  fixpence  for  it. Pray,  how  many  years  before  the 

creation  was  it  fabricated,  fquire  ? 

N'ov.  I  (liall  live  to  fee  you  hang'd,  you  dog.      \_Exif. 

Puff.  Nay,  but,  fquire  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  : — Now,,  Ma- 
dam, to  y..-ur  ladyfhip  I  come ;  to  v,h.ok  dilcernment, 

aid'.d 
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aided  by  the  fagacity  of  your  fon  Caleb,  T  owe  my  dif- 
covery. 

yitii.  Look  you,  don't  think  to  atufe  my  lady.  I  am 
one  of  the — 

Puff  Qjiorum — I  know  it,  Mr  Alderman  ;  but  I 
mean  to  ferve  your  worfhip,  by  humbling  a  little  the  va- 
nity of  your  wife. 

L.  Pen  Come  along,  chuck  I'll  not  ftay  to  hear 
the  rafcality  of  the  fellow. 

Puff.  Oh,  my  lady  Pcnt'wcazcly  correct  the  feverity 
of  that  frown,  left  you  (hould  have  more  of  the  Medufa 
than  the  Mrdicis  in  your  face. 

L.  Pen,   Saucy  jackanapes  ! 

Puff  What,  then,  I  have  quite  loft  my  city  ac- 
quaintance;  why,  I've  prom i fed  all  my  frieiuls  tickets 
for  my  lord  mayor's  bnll  through  your  ladyfliip's  inte« 
reft. 

/,.  Pen,  My  intereft,  indeed,  for  fuch  a 

Puff.  If  biowbladdcr-ftreet  has  any  charms — Sir — 
Ma'am — not  a  ftep— The  fincft  gentleman  !  ha,  ha,  ha! 

And  what  can  you  fay   for  yourfelf,  you  cowardly 

ill-looking  rafcal  ?  [/o  Canto.]  Dcfcrt  your  friend  at 
the  firft  pinch — your  ally — your  partner  ! No  apo- 
logy. Sir —  I  have  done  with  you.  \  rom  poverty  and 
ftrame  I  took  you ;  to  that  I  reftore  you.  *  Your  crime 
*  be  your  puniftimcnt.'  \^Turnhig  to  the  audievcf.'\ 
Could  I  be  as  fecure  from  the  ccnfure  of  this  aflembly, 
as  I  am  fafe  from  the  rcfentment  of  Dupe,  Novice, 
Squander,  from  the  alluring  baits  of  my  amorous  city 
lady,  and  the  dangerous  combination  of  my  falfe  friend, 
I  fhould  be  happy. 

'Tis  from  your  fentence  I  expe£l  my  fate  ; 
Your  voice  alone  my  triumph  can  complete. 
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WHEN  firfl:,  in  falling  Greece's  evil  hour, 
Ambition  aim'd  at  iiiiiverfal  pow'r  ; 
When  the  fierce  man  of  Maccdcn  began 
Of  a  new  monarchy  to  form  the  plan  ; 

Each  Greek (as  fam'd  Demojihencs  rclatrs) 

Pohficaily  mad  ! wou'd  rave  of  flates ! 

And  help'd  to  form,  where'er  the  mob  could  meet, 
An  Jicofrioti-i  in  ev'ry  ftrcet. 


WhiJ 


PROLOGUE.  i8^ 

What  news,  what  news  ?  was  their  eternal  cry : 
Is  Phil'p  fick  [•■i— then  foar'd  their  fpirits  high  ;  — 
Philip  is  well !— dejrftion  in  each  eye. 
Athenian  coblcrs  join'd  in  deep  dtbale, 
Wh'lc  geld  in  fccret  undermin'd  the  ftate; 
Till  wifdom's  bitd  the  vulture's  prey  was  made. 
And  the  fword  gleam'd  in  Academut'  thade. 

New  mo.lcrn  PhlUpi  threaten  this  our  land, 
What  fay  Bnlannia's  Ions  ?— al>ng  the  Strand 
What  news  ?  ye  cry— —with  the  fame  paflion  fnait  ; 
And  there  at  Icafl  yon  rival  A  trie  wit. 
A  parlnment  of  porters  here  (hall  roufe 
On  ftate  affairs      ■    "  frt-all'wlng  a  taylor's  news  ;'* 
For  taay  and  means  no  ftirv'd  projeftor  flceps) 
And  ev'ry  (hop  fon  e  rrijjhty  Itatefrran  keeps  : 
He  JJri/3'ii's  foev   '  *--   ''■'  Jn,  can  kill: 
Supply  th*  E  X  v:  and  neglcd^  his  till. 

In  et'ry  ale  hou:       ^  ..;.:>  meet ; 
And  patriots  fctflc  kingdom!!  in  the  Fleet. 

To  (how  this  phrenzy  in  its  genuine  light, 
A  modern  newfi'  ■•ars  to  night  t 

Trick'd  out  fro  ccamplifh'd  page, 

Behold  !  th*  Upf^:i:^r.'r  a:cends  the  ftagc. 

No  miiiifter  (uch  iriaU  e'er  hath  ftood ; 
He  turns  a  Bankr  t  pt  for  ihe  public  good  ! 
Undone  hiinfclf.  yet  full  of  Er.gland'i  glory  ! 
A  politicijn,'— — nclthrr  whig  nor  tory— — 
Nor  can  ye  high  or  low  the  ^ixcU  call ; 
"  He's  knight  o'  th'  fiiire,  and  reprefents  ye  all." 

A*  for  the  bard,         to  you  h    yields  his  plan  ; 
For  wel  he  know>,  you're  candid  where  you  can. 
One  only  praifc  he  cljims— — no  paity-ftroke 
Here  turns  a  public  charaftcr  to  joke. 
His  Panccia  is  for  all  dtgrees, 
F.ir  all  have  more  or  [els  of  this  difcafe: 
Whatever  his  fuccefs,  of  this  he's  fi'rc, 
There's  merit  even  to  attempt  the  cur*. 
•  Viie  ike  frj}  PhUipp-c.  ■ 


A  C  T    I. 

Scene,  Bilmaur'r  Lodgif:g. 

*  Enter  Belmour  heating  Brisk. 
•  Brisk. 
R    Belmoiir  ! — Let  me  die,    Sir — as  I  Ko'-r 

to  be  faved,  Sir 

:'  '.   S'Tuh!  Rogue!  Villain! ;  .. 

0.3 
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*  I   will,    you  rafcal,    to  fpeak  irreverently  of  hier  I 

*  love. 

*  Br.  As  I  am  a  finner,  Sir,  I  only  meant 

*  Bel.  Only  meant !     You  could  not  mean  it,  jack- 

*  anapes — you  had  no  meaning,  booby.  ■ 

*  Br.  Why,  no.  Sir — that's  the  very  thing,  Sir — I 

*  had  no  meaning. 

'  Bel.  Then,  firrah,  I'll  make  you  know  your  mean- 

*  ing  for  the  future. 

*  Br.  Yes,   Sir — to  be  fure,   Sir ; — and  yet  upon  my 

*  word,  if  you   would  be   but  a  little  cool,   Sir,  you'd 

*  find  I'm  not  much  to  blame. Befides,  mafter,  you 

*  can't  conceive   the   good  it  would  do  your  health,  if 

*  you  will  but  keep  your  temper  a  little. 

*  Bel.  Mighty  well.  Sir,  give  your  advice. 

*  Br.  Why,  really  now,  this  fame  love  hath  metamor- 

*  phofed  us  both  very  itrangely,    mafter : — for,  to  be 

*  free,  here  have  we  been  at  this  work  thefe  fix  weeks, 

*  — ftark-ftaring  mad  in  love  with  a  couple  of  bagga- 

*  ges  not  worth  a  groat ; — and  yet,  heav'n   help  ug ! 

*  they  have  as  much  pride  as  comes  to   the  (hare  of  a 

*  lady  of  quality  before  (he  has  been  caught  in  the  fadl 

*  with  a  handfome  young  fellow, — or  indeed  after  fhe 

*  has  been  caught,  for  that  matter. 

*  BeL  You  won't  have  done,  rafcal — 

*  Br.   In  fhort,  my  young  miftrefs  and  her  maid  have 

*  as  much  pride  and   poverty  as — as — no  matter  what ; 

*  they  have  the  devil  and  all — when  at  the  fame  time 
'•  every  body  knows  the  old  broken  upholfterer,  Mifs 
"  Harriet's  father,  might  give  us  all  he  has  in  the  world, 

*  and  not  eat  the  worfe  pudding  on  a  Sunday  for  it. 

*  Bel.  Impious,  execrable   atheift !     What!    detract 

*  from  Heav'n  ?     I'll  reform  your  notions,  I  will,  yoH 

*  fancy {Beats  him, 

*  Br.  Nay,  but  my  dear  Sir — a  little  patience — not 

*  fo  hard 

Enter  Rovewell,  and  Belmour,  meeting. 
Rove.    Belmour,  your  fervant — '  What,,  at  logger- 

*  heads  with  my  old  friend  Brilk  V 

*  Bel.  Confurion  ! — Mr  Rovewell,  your  fervant — this 

*  is  your  doing,  hang-dog.' Jack  Rovewell,  I  am 

glad  to  fe.e  thee.-— — • 

« •  Rove. . 
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*  Rove.  Brifk  ufed  to  be  a  good  fervant — he  has  not 
been  tampering  with  any  of  his  mailer's  girls,  has  he  ? 

*  Bel.  Do  you  know,  Kovewell,  that  he  has  had  the- 
impudence  to  talk  detratStingly  and  profanely  of  my 
miftrefs  ? — 

*  Br.  For  which,  Sir,  I  have  fuffered  unhumanly 
and  moft  unchrillian-Iike,   I  aflure  you. 

*  Bell.  Will  you  leave  prating,  booby  ? 

*  Rove.  Well  but,  Bchnour,  where  does  (he  live  ? 
— I'mbutjufl  arrived,  you  know,  and  I'll  go  and 
beat  up  her  quarters. 

*  Bel.  \_Half  ajide  ]   Beat  up  her  quarters  ! — 

£Z.5iir  at  him  fmilingly,  then  half  afide, 

*  Favours  to  none,  to  all  rtie  fmilcs  extends ; 
*■  Oft  (he  rejefts,  but  never  once  offends. 

[^Standj  muftng.. 

*  Rove.  Hey!  what,  fiallen  into  a  reverie  ! — Prithee, 
Briik,  what  does  all  this  mean  ? 

*  Brifk.  Why,  Sir,  you  muil  know — I  am  over  head 
and  cars  in  love. 

*  Rove.  But  I  mean  your  matter ;  what  ails  him  ? 

*  Briijc.  That's  the  very  thing  I'm  goiiig  to  tell  you. 
Sir — As  I  faid.  Sir — I  am  over  head  and  ears  in  love 
with  a  whimfical  queer  kind  of  a  piece  here  in  the 
neighbourhood  ;  and  fo  nothing  can  ferve  my  mafter, 
but  he  muft  fall  in  love  with  the  miftrefs — Look  at 
him  now.  Sir 

*  [Bclmour  continues  muftng  and  muttering  to  himfelf 

*  Rev.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  — Poor  Belmour,  1  pity  thcc 
with  all  my  heart 

*  \_Strikes  him  on  the  fhoulder^  then  ludicroujly  repeatiy 

*  Ye  gods,  annihilate  both  fpace  and  time,— • 

*  And  make  two  lovers  happy. 

*  Bell.  My  dear  Rovewell,  fuch  a  girl ! — Ten  thou- 
fand  cupids  play  about  her  mouth,  you  rogue. — 

'  Rovi.  len  thoufand  pounds  had  better  play  about 
her  pocket. — What  fortune  has  (he  \ 

*  Br.   Heaven  help  us,  not  much  to  crack  of.— 

*  Be/l.  Not  much  to  crack  off,  Mr  Brazen  ! — Pri- 
thee,  Rovewell,  how  can  you  be  fo  ungenerous  as  to 
a(k  fuch  a  queftion  ?     You  know  I   don't   mind  for-  ' 
tuue  3  thout;h  by  the  way  (he  has  an  uncle  who  is  de- 

« tennined 


88  THE    UPHOLSTERER. 

termined  to  fettle  very  handfomely  upon  her,  and  on 
the  ftrength  of  that  does  flie  give  herfelf  innumerable 
airs. 

*  Rove.  Fortune  not  to  be  minded ! — I'll  tell  you 
what,   Belmour,  though  you  have  a  good  one  already, 

*  there's  no  kind  of  inconvenience  in  a  little  morc^— 
I'm  fure  if  1  had  not  minded  fortune,  1  might  have 
been  in   Jamaica  ftill,  not   worth   a   fugar-canc ;  but 

•  the  widow  MolofTes  took  a  fancy  to  me — Heav'n,  or 
a  worfe  deftiny,  has  taken  a  fancy  to  her  ;  and  fo,  af- 

er  ten  years  exile,  and  being  turn'd  a-drift  by  my  fa- 
ther, here  am  1  again,  a  warm  planter,  and,  a  widow- 
er, moft  wofully  tired  of  matrimony. — But,'  my  dear 
Belmour,  we  were  both  fo  overjoy'd  to  meet  one  ano- 
ther yefterday  evening,  juft  as  I  arrived  in  town,  that  I ' 
did  not  hear  a  fyllable  from  you  of  your  love-fit.  How, 
when,  and  where,  did  this  happen  ? 

Bel.  Oh,  by   the  moft  fortunate  accident  that  ever 

was -I'D  tell  thee,  Rovcwell — I  was  going  one  night 

from  the  tavern  about  fix  weeks  ago — I  had  been  there 
with  a  parcel  of  blades,  whofe  only  joy  is  center'd  in 
their  bottle  ;  and  'faith,  till  this  accident,  I  was  no  bet- 
ter myfelf — but  ever  fince  I  am  grown  quite  a  new  man« 

Rov  Ay,  a  new  man  indeed  ! — Who  in  the  name  of 
wonder  would  take  thee,  funk  as  thou  art  into  a  mu- 
fmg,  moping,  melancholy  lover,  for  the  gay  Charles- 
Belmour,  whom  I  knew  in  the  Weft  Indies  ? 

Bel.  Poh  !  that  is  not  to  be  mentioned. — You  knovr 
my  father  took  me  againft  my  will  from  the  univerfity, 
and  configned  me  over  to  the  academic  difcipline  of  a 
man  of  war  ;  fo  that,  to  prevent  a  dejeftion  of  fpirits,  I 
was  obliged  to  run  into  the  oppofite  extreme — as  you 
yourfelf  were  wont  to  do. 

Rov.  Why,  yes,  I  had  my  moments  of  refleftion,  and 

was  glad  to  diffipate  them. You  know  I  always  told 

you  there  was  fomething  extraordinary  in  my  ftory  ;  and 
fo  there  is  ftill :  I  fuppofe  it  muft  be  cleared  up  in  a  few 

days  now I'm  in  no  hurry  about  it  though  :   I  muft 

fee  the  town  a  little  this  evening,  and  have  my  frolic 
firft.  But  to  the  point,  Belmour — you  was  going  from 
the  tavern,  you  fay. 

Bell,  Yes,  bir,  about  two  in  the  morning ;    and  I 

perceived 
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perceived  an  unufual  blaze  in  the  air — I  was  in  a  cam- 
K ".irT  humour,  and  fo  refolved  to  know  what  it  was. 
Br.   I  and  my  malter  went  together,  Sir ' 

'  Btl*  Oh,   Kovewell  !   my  better  ftars  ordain'd  it  to 

light  me  on  to  happinefs. By  fure  attraction  led,   I 

came  to  the  very  ftreet  where  a  houfe  was  on  fire  ; 
water-engines  playing,  flames  afcending,  all  hurry,  con- 
fufion,  and  diftrcfs  !  when  on  a  fndden  the  voice  of  dc- 
fpair,  filver  fwect,  came  thrilling  down  to  my  very  heart. 
Poor  dear,  little  foul,  what  can  flie  do  !  cried  the 
neighbours.     Again   (he  fcream'd ;    the   lire  gathering 

force,  and  gaining   upon   her  every  inftant. Here, 

Ma'am,  faid  I,  leap  into  my  arms,  I'll  be  fure  to  re- 
ceive you. And    wou'd    you    think   it  ? — down   fhc 

came — my  dear  Kovewell,  fnch  a  girl  !      I  caught  her 

in  my  arms,  you   rogue,  fafe,  without   harm. The 

dear  naked  Venus,  juil  rifen  from  her  bed,  my  b<jy— 
her  llender  waiil,  Rovewell,  the  downy  fmoothncfs  of 
her  whole  perfon,  and  her  limbs  "  harmonious,  fwell'd 
"  by  nature's  foftcft  hand  " 

Rov<f.  Raptures  and  paradife  ! — What  fcraglio  in  Co« 
•vent-Garden  did  you  caiTy  her  to  ? 

Bsrl.  •  There  again  now  1'  Do,  prithee,  correA 
your  way  of  thinking  :   •  take  a  quantum  fufficit  of  vir- 

*  tuous  love,  and  purify  your  ideas.*  — Her  lovely  balh- 
fulnefs,  her  delicate  fears, — her  beauty  heightened  and 
cndcar'd  by  diilrcfs,  difpers'd  my  wildcft  thoughts,  and 
melted  me  into  tendcmefs  and  refp>e(ft. 

Rov.  But,  Belmour,  furely  (he  has  not  the  impudence 
to  be  modcft  after  you  have  had  poffcflion  of  her  per- 
fon — 

Bel.   My  views  are  honourable,  I  affiire  you.  Sir  ;  but 

her  father  is  fo  abfurdly  pofitive The  man's  dillraft- 

ed  about  the  balance  of  power,  and  will  give  his  daugh- 
ter to  none  but  a  politician — *  When  there  was  an  exe- 

*  cution  in  his  houfe,  he  thought  of  nothing  but   the 

*  camp  at  Pyrna  ;  and  no-'',  he's  a  banknipt,  his  head 

*  runs  upon  the  ways  and  means,  and  ichemes  for  pay- 

*  ing  off  the  nation;d  debt  :     The  affairs  of  Europe  en- 

*  grois  all  his  attention,  while  the  diftreflfcs  of  his  lovely 

*  daughter  pafs  unnoticed.' 

R.-j€.   Ridiculous  enough  !  ■ ..  But  why  do  you  mind 

him? 
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him  ?  Why  don't  you  go  to-bed  to  the  wench  at  once  f 
Take  her  into  keeping,  man. 

Bel.  How  can  you  talk  fo  affrontingly  of  her  ? — - 
Have  not  I  told  you,  tlio'  her  father  is  ruin'd,  Itill  Ihe 
has  great  expeftancies  from  a  rich  relation  ? 

Rpve.  Then  what  do  you  ftand  watering  at  the  mouth 
for  ?  If  (he  is  to  have  money  enough  to  pay  for  her 
china,  her  gaming-debts,  her  dogs,  and  her  monkeys, 
marry  her  then,  if  you  needs  muft  be  enfnar'd  ;  be  in  a 
fool's  paradife  for  a  honey-moon  ;  then  come  to  your- 
felf,  wonder  at  what  you've  done,  and  mix  with  ho- 
neft  fellows  again  : — Carry  her  off,  I  fay,  and  never 
ftand  whining  for  the  father's  confent. 

Bfl.   Cany  her  off  ! 1   like   the  fcheme — Will 

you  affift  me  ? 

Rove.  No,  no ;  *  there  I  beg  to  be  excus'd      Don't 

*  you  remember  what  the  fatyrift  fays — ♦*  Never  marry 

*  while  thirre's  a  halter  to  be  had  for  money,  or  a  bridge 

*  to  afford  a  convenient  leap,** 

*  Bel.  Prithee  leave  fooling. 

Rove.  *  I  am  in  ferlous  earneft,  I  aflure  you ;'  I'll 
drink  with  you,  game  with  you,  go  into  any  fcheme  or 
frolic  with  you,  but  *ware  matrimony. — Nay,  if  you'll 
come  to  the  tavern  this  evening,  I'll  drink  your  miftrefs's 
health  in  a  bumper  ;  but  as  toyour  conjugal  fcheme,  Pil 
have  nothing  to  do  with  that  bufinefs,  politively 

^■7.  Well,  well,  I'll  take  you  at  your  word,  and 
meet  you  at  ten  exafHy,  at  the  fame  place  we  were  at 
laft  night ;  then  and  there  1*11  let  you  know  what  fur- 
ther meafures  I've  concerted. 

Rotf.  ill  then,  farewell ;  a-propos — do  you  kno^v 
that  I've  feen  none  of  my  relations  yet  ? 

Bel.  Time  enough  to-morrow. 

Rove.  Ay,  ay,  to-morrow  will  do — ^Well,  your  fcr- 
vant. 

Bfl.  Rovewell,  your's.    \_ExetiJit.'}    *  fee  the  gentle* 

*  man  down  ftairs — and  d'ye  hear,  come  to  me  in  m/ 

*  ftudy  thgt  I  may  give  you  a  letter  to  Harriet.     And, 

*  hark  ye,  *^ir be  fure  you  fee  Harriet  yourfelf ;  and 

*  let  me  have  no  meffages  from  that  officious  go-between, 

*  her  Mrs    Sllpflop   of  a  maid,  with  her  unintelligible 

*  jargon  of  hard  words,  of  which  fhe  neither  knows  the  . 

*  meaning 
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*  meaning    nor    pronunciation— — [^Exif  Brifk.]      I'll 

*  write  to  h<T  this  moment,  acquaint   her  with  the  foft 

*  tumult  of  my  defires,  and,  if  pofllble,  make  her  mine 

*  own  this  very  night —  [£v//  rrf>eafing^ 

*  Love  firft  taught  letters  for  fome  wretch's  aid, 
^  Some  banifh'd  lover,  or  fomc  captive  maid. — * 

Scene,   The  UpholJJerer* s  Houfc. 

Enter  Harriet  and  Termagant. 

TVr.  Well,  but  Ma'am,  he  has  made  love  to  you  fix 
weeks  fucccfsfully  ;  he  has  been  as  cuniiaut  in  his  moors, 
poor  gentleman,  as  if  you  had  the  fubverlion  of  'Hate  to 
fettle  upon  him — and  if  he  flips  thro'  your  fingers  nowj 
Ma'am,  you  have  nobody  to  depute  it  to  but  your- 
felf. 

Ha.  Lard,  Termagant,  how  you  run  on! 1  tell 

you  again  and  again,  my  pride  was  touched,  becaufe  he 
fecmed  to  prefumt  on  his  opulence  and  my  father's  di- 
ftrefles. 

Ter-  La,  Mifs  Harriet,  how  can  you  be  fo  paradrop* 
fical  in  your  'pinions  ? 

Ha.  Well,  but  you  know,  tho'  my  father's  affairs  are 
ruin'd,  I  am  not  in  fo  deiperate  a  way  ;  conlider  my 
uncle's  fortune  is  no  trifle,  and  I  think  thatprofpeft  en- 
titles me  to  give  myfclf  a  few  airs  before  1  refign  my 
perfon. 

TiT.  I  grant  ye.  Ma'am,  you  have  very  good  pre- 
tenfions  ;  but  then  it's  waiting  for  dead  mens  fhoes : 
I'll  venture  to  be  pcrjur'd  Mr  BcUmour  ne'er  dilclaim'd 
an  idear  of  your  father's  diltrefs 

Ha.  Siippoling  that. 

Ter.  ouppofe.  Ma'am — I  know  it  difputably  to  be 
io. 

Ha.  Indifputably,    I  gucfs,  you  mean  ; but  I'm 

*"-  '4  of  wrangling  with  you  about  words. 

Per.  ^y  my  troth  you're  in  the  right  on't there's 

nc  er  a  file  in  all  old  Lngland  (as  your  father  calls  it) 
is  miftrefs  of  fuch  phiiiolgy,  as  I  am.  Incertain  I  am, 
as  how  you  does  not  know  nobody  that  puts  their  words 
together  with   fuch  a  curacy  as  myfclf.     I  once  lived" 

with  a  miilus,  Ma'am Miftus  ! — She  was  a  lady — 

»  grc\it  brtwer's  wife— —  aad  fue  wore  as  fine  cloaths  as 

any 
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any  perfon  of  quality,  let  her  get  up  as  early  as  fhe  will 

and  fhe  uled  to  call  me — Termagant,  fays  (he— 

what's  the  figrification  of  fuch  a  word and  I  always 

told  her 1  told  her  the  importation  of  all  my  words; 

though  I  could  not  help  laughing,  Mifs  Harriet,  to  fee 
fo  fine  a  lady  fuch  a  downright  ignoranimus. 

Ha.  Well but  pray  now,    lesmagant,  would  you 

have  me,  direftly  upon  being  alked  the  queftion,  throw 
myfelf  into  the  arms  of  a  man  ? 

Ter.  O'  my  confcience  you  did  throw  yourfelf  into  his 
arms  with  fcarce  a  ftiift  on,  that's  what  you  did. 

Ha^  Yes,  but  that  was  a  leap  in  the  dark,  when  there 
was  no  time  to  think  of  it. 

Ter.  Well,  it  does  not  fignify  argifying,  I  wifh  we 
were  both  warm  in  bed  ;  you  with  Mr  Bellmour,  and  I 
with  his  coxcomb  of  a  man  ;  inftead  of  being  manured 
nere  with  an  old  crazy  fool — axing  your  pardon.  Ma'am, 
for  calling  your  father  fo — but  he  is  a  fool,  and  the 
worft  of  fools,  with  his  policies — when  his  houfe  is  full 
of  ftatues  of  bangcrefly. 

Ha.   It's  too  true.  Termagant yet  he's  my  father 

ftill,  and  I  can't  help  loving  him. 

Ter.  Fiddle  faddle — —love  him! He's  an  anec- 
dote againft  love. 

Ha.  Hufh  !  here  he  comes  ! 

Ter.  No,  it's  your  uncle  Feeble  ;  poor  gentleman,  I 
pities  him,  eaten  up  with  infirmaries,  to  be  taking  fuch 
pains  with  a  madman. 

Enter  Feeble. 

Ha.  Well,  uncle,  have  you  been  able  to  confolehim? 

Feeb.  He  wants  no  confolation,  child Lack-a-day 

I'm  fo  infirm  I  can  hardly  move. 1  found  him 

tracing  in  the  map,  prince  Charles  of  Lorraine's  paf- 
fage  over  the  Rhine,  and  comparing  it  with  Julius 
Csefar's. 

Ter.  An  old  blockhead — I've  no  patience  with  him, 
with  his  fellows  coming  after  him  every  hour  in  the  day 
with  news.  Well  now,  i  wiflies  there  was  no  fuch  a' 
thing  as  a  newfpaper  in  the  world,  with  fuch  a  pack  of 
lies,  and  fuch  a  deal  of  jab-jab  every  day. 

Feeh.  Ay,  there  were  three  or  foiu-  fi->.ahhy  fellows 
with  him  when   I  went  into  his  room         I  can't  get 

hiixi 
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him  to  think  of  appearing  before  the  commiflloncrs  to- 
morrow, to  difclofe  his  effects  ;  but  I'll  fend  my  neigh- 
bour counfellor  Codicil  to  him — Don't  be  dejeded,  Har- 
riet ;  my  poor  filler,  your  mother,  was  a  good  woman : 
I  love  you  for  her  fake,  child,  and  all  I  am  worth  (hall 

be  your's — But  I  muft  be  going 1  find  myfelf  but 

very  ill ;  good  night,  Harriet,  good  night.   £Extt  Feeble. 

I/a.  You'll  give  me  leave  to  fee  you  to  the  door,  Sir. 

[^Exit  Harriet. 

Ter.  O'  my  confcience  this  mailer  of  mine  within 
here,  might  have  pick'd  up  his  crums  a»  well  zi  Mr 
Feeble,  if  he  had  any  idear  of  his  bufincfs  ;   I'm  fure,  if 

1  had  not  hopes  from  Mr  Feeble,  I  fhould  not  tarry  in 

this  houfe By  my  troth,  if  all  who  have  nothing  to 

fay  to  the  'fairs  of  the  nation  would  mind  their  own  bu- 
fmefs,  and  thofe  who  fiiould  take  care  of  our  'fairs 
would  mind  their  bufmefs  too,  1  fancy  poor  old  Eng- 
land (as  they  call  it)  would  fare  the  better  among  'em 

This  old  crazy  pate  within  here playing  the 

fool when  the  man  is  pail  his  grand  clytemnefter. 

\^Exit  Termagant. 

Scene,  Dijlmrs  Quidnunc  at  a   TahUy    nvilh  Ki^jjf- 
paptrsy  Pawpletj,  Sec.  all  anund  him. 

^id.  Six  and  three  is  nine fcvcn  and  four  is  ele- 
ven, and  caiTy  one let  me  fee,  1  26  million 199 

thoufand   328 and    all   this  with  about where, 

where's  the  amount  of  the  fpecie  ?   Here,  here with 

ibout  1 5  million  in   fpecie,  all  this  great  circulation  ! 

good,  good — Why  then,  how  are  we  ruined  ? how 

are  we  ruined :  What  fays  the  land-tax  at  4  (liijllngs  in 

the  pound  ;  two  million  ?  now  where's  my  new  afleffment? 

here here — the    5th    part   of   twenty  ;    5    in 

2  I  can't,  but  5  in  20  (paufrs)  right,  4  times— —why 
then  upon  my  new  aficffmcnt  there's  4  million how 

■.e  we  ruined? What  fays  malt,  c^'der,  and  mum? 

eleven  and  carry   1,    nought   and  go  2—— good, 

;  ood  ;  malt,  hops,  cyder,  and  mum.  '1  hen  there's  the 
wine-licence,  and  the  gin-aft — The  gin-aft  is  no  bad 
article — if  the  people  will  fhoot  fire  down  their  throats, 
why,  in  a  Chriilian  country  they  fliciild  pay  as  much  as 

poffible  for  fulciic Salt,  jrood— —  fugar,  very  good 

Vol.  L  K  —Wiu- 
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Window-lights good   again  ! Stamp-duty, 

that's  not  fo  well it  will  have  a  bad  effedl  upon  the 

newfpapers,  and  we  rtian't  have  enough  of  politics 
But  there's  the  lottery — where's  my  new  fcheme  for  a 

lottery  ? here  it  is Now  for  the  amount  of  the 

whole how  are  we  ruin'd  ?  7  and  carry  nought 

nought  and  carry  i 

Enter  Termagant. 

Ter,  Sir,  Sir 

^lid.  Hold  your  tongue,  you  baggage,  you'll  put 
-me  out — nought  and  carry  i. 

Ter.  Counfellor  Codicil  will  be  with  you  prefently— - 

^uid.    Prithee   be    quiet,     woman how    are    wc 

ruined  ? 

Ter.  Ay,  Pm  confidous  as  how  you  may  thank  your- 
felf  for  your  own  ruination. 

^uid.  Ruin  the  nation  ! hold  your  tongue,  you 

jade,  I'm  raifing  the  fupplies  within  the  year how 

many  did  1  carry  ? 

Ter.  Yes,  you've  carried  your  pigs  to  a  fine  mar- 
liet 

^lid.  Get  out  of  the  room,  hufTey you  trollop, 

get  out  of  the  room ^Turning  her  Qut.~\ 

Enter  Razor  •with /udj  on  his  hands,  &c. 

'^id.  Friend  Razor,  Pm  glad  to  fee  thee Well, 

haft  got  any  news  ? 

Raz.  A  budget !  1  left  a  gentleman  half-fhaved  in 
my  {hop  over  the  way  ;  it  came  into  my  head  of  a  fud- 
den,  fo  I  could  not  be  at  eafe  till  I  told  you.-^ 

^uid.  That's  kind,  that's  kind,  friend  Razor — never 
mind  the  gentleman,  he  can  wait. 

Raz.  Yes,  fo  he  can,  he  can  wait. 

^id.  Come,  now  let's  hear,  what  is't  ? 

Raz.  I  fhftved  a  great  man's  butler  to-day.*—— 

^iid.  Did  ye  > 

Raz.   I  did. 
^'^lid.  Ay  ! 

Raz.  Very  true  '  {Both  JJjakc  their  heads.) 

%ad.  What  did  ke  fay  ? 

Raz.  Nothing. 

f^^iid.  Hum how  did  he  look  ? 

ihiz.  Full  of  thoa^-ht. 
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^id.  Ay  !   full  of  thought what  can  that  mean? 

Raz.   It  muft  mean  fomething.    [^Staring  at  each  other, 

^tiJ.  Mayhap  fomebody  may  be  going  out  of  place. 

Raz.  Like  enough — there's  fomething  at  the  bottom 
when  a  great  man's  butler  .looks  grave  ;  things  can't 
hold  out  in  this  manner,  mafter  Quidnunc  ! — Kingdoms 

rife  and  fall! Luxury  will  be  the  ruin  of  us  all,  it 

ill  indeed.  [^Stares  at  hiv:. 

i£a/V/.   Pray  now,  friend  Razor,  do  you  find  bufinefs 
•  current  now  as  before  the  war  ? 

Raz.  No,  no,  I  have  not  made  a  wig  the  Lord  know* 
v.hcn,   I  can't  mind  it  for  thinking  of  my  poor  country. 

^icf.  That's  generous,  friend  Razor 

Raz.  Yes,  I  can't  gi*  my  mind  to  any  thing  for  think- 
ing of  my  country  ;  and  when  I  was  in  Bedlam,  it  wai 
the  fame  :  I  cou'd  think  of  nothing  elfe  in  Bedlam,  but 
poor  old  England,  and  fo  they  faid  as  how  I  was  in- 
curable for  it. 

^id.  S'bodikins !  they  might  as  well  fay  the  fame 
of  me. 

Raz.  So  they  might — Well,  your  fervant,  Mr  Quid- 
nunc ;  I'll  go  now  and  (have  the  reft  of  the  gentleman's 
face — Poor  old  England !  [  Sigbi  andjhaksi  bii  bead.  Going,. 

^uid.  But  hark  ye,  friend  Razor,  a(k  the  gentleman 
if  he  has  got  any  news. 

Raz.  1  will,   I  will. 

^id.  And  d'ye  hear,  come  and  tell  me  if  he  has. 

Raz.   I  will,    I  will poor  old  England  !    [^Goirgf 

returns  )    O,  Mr  Quidnunc,  I  want  to  afk  you — pray 

now 

Enter  Termagant. 

Ter.  Gemini !  gemini ! How  can  a  man  have  fo 

little  difference  for  his  cuftomers 

^lid.   I  tell  you,  Mrs  Malapert 

'ler.   And   I  tell  you,   the  gentleman  keeps  fuch  a 

bawling  yonder ;  for  fhame,  Mr  Razor you'll  be  a 

bankruppcr  like  my  mafter,  with  fuch  a  houfe  full  of 
children  as  you  have,  pretty  little  things — that's  what 
ypu  will 

Raz.  I'm  a-coming,  I'm  a-coming,  Mrs  Termagant. 

—I  fay,  Mr  QuidHunc,   I  can't  fleep  in  my  bed  for 

R  2  think- 
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thinking  what  will  come  of  the  Proteftants,  if  the  Pa- 
pifts  fhould  get  the  better  in  the  prefent  war 

^lid.  I'll  tell  you — the  geographer  of  our  coffee- 
houfe  was  faying  the  other  day,  that  there  is  an  huge 
traft  of  land  about  the  pole,  where  the  Proteftants  may 
retire ;  and  that  the  Papifts  will  never  be  able  to  beat 
*em  thence,  if  the  northern  powers  hold  together,  and 
the  grand  Turk  make  a  diveriion  in  their  favour. 

Raz  [laughs.)  That  makes  me  eafy — I'm  glad  the 
Proteftants  will  know  where  to  go,  if  the  Papifts  fliou'd 
get  the  better.  (Going,  ret  urn  r)  Oh  !  Mr  Quidnunc- 
hark  ye India  bonds  are  rifen. 

^id.  Aiv  they  ? — how  much  ? 

Raz.  A  Jew  petUar  faid  in  my  fliop  as  how  they  are 
rifen  three-fixtecnths — 

^:'d.  Why  then,  that  makes  fome  amends  for  the 
price  of  corn 

Raz.  So  it  does,  fo  it  does — Good-bye,  Mr  Quid- 
nunc— I'm  fo  glad  the  poor  Proteftants  know  where  to 
go  ;   *  I  fnall  then  have  a  night's  reft  mayhap.' 

[_Exit  Razor,  laughing. 

^id.  I  ftiall  never  be  rightly  eafy  till  thofe  careen-- 
ing  wharfs  at  Gibraltar  are  repaired — 

Ter  Fiddle  for  your  dwarfs  ;  impair  your  ruin'd  for- 
tune, do  that. 

*   ^iid.  If  only  one  flilp  can  heave  down  at  a  time, 

*  there  will  be  no  end  of  it — and  then,  why  fhould  wa- 

*  tering  be  fo  tedious  there  ? 

'   Ter.  Look  where  your  daughter  comes,    raid  yet 

*  you'll   be   ruinating  about  Give-a-halter,    wliile  that 

*  poor  thing  is  breaking  her  heart.* 

Entei  Harriet. 

^tid.  It's  one  comfort,  however,  tjiey  can  always 
have  frefh  proviftons  in  the  Mediterranean — 

Har.  Dear  papa,  what's  the  Mediterranean  to  people 
in  our  fituation  ? 

^lid.  The  Mediterranean,  child  ?  Why  if  wc  fhould 
lofe  the  Mediterranean,  we're  all  undone. 

Har.  Dear  Sir,  that's  our  misfortune — we  are  un- 
done already. 

^lid.  No,  no — here,  here,  child — I  have  raifed  the 
fupplfes  within  the  vear. 

Ter. 
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7Vr.  I  tell  you,  you're  a  lunadic  man. 

^id.  Yes,  yes,  I'm  a  lunatic  to  be  fure — I  tell  you, 
Harriet,  I  have  faved  a  great  deal  out  of  my  affairs  for 
you — 

Har.  For  heav'n's  fake,  Sir,  don't  do  that — you  mud 
give  up  every  thing ;  my  uncle  Fecblc's  lawyer  will  be 
here  to  talk  with  you  about  it — 

^id.  Poh,  poh,  I  ttll  you  1  know  what  I  am  a- 
bout — you  (hall  have  my  books  and  pamphlets,  and  all. 
the  manifeftos  of  the  powers  at  war. — 

Har.  And  fo  make  me  a  politician.  Sir  ? 

^id.  It  would  be  the  pride  of  my  heart  to  find  I 
had  got  a  politician  in  petticoats — a  female  Machiavel  1 
— 'Sbodikins,  you  might  then  know  as  much  as  molb 
people  that  talk  in  coffee-houfcs ;  and  who  knows  but' 
in  time  you  might  be  a  maid  of  honour,  or  fweeper  of 
the  mall,  or — 

Har.  Dear  Sir,  don't  I  fee  what  you  have  got  by  po- 
litics ? 

^lid.  P(ha !  my  country's  of  more  confequence  to 
me  :  and  let  me  tell  you,  you  can't  think  too  much  of 
your  country  in  thefe  woril  of  times ;  for  Mr  Monitor 
has  told  us,  that  affairs  in  the  nonli,  and  the  Protcftant 
intereft,  begin  to  grow  ticklifli. 

Term.  And  yuur  daughter's  affairs  are  very  ticklifli 
too,   I'm  fure. 

*  Har.  Prythec,  Termagant 

*  Terntt  1  muil  fpeak  to  him — I  know  you  arc  in  z 
*  ticklifh  fituation,  Ma'am.' 

^id.  I  tell  you,  Trull 

Term.  But  1  am  convicted  it  is  fo— and  the  pofturff 
of  my  affairs  is  very  ticklifh  too — and  fo  I  imprecate  that 
Mr  Bclroour  would  come,  and —  ' 

^lid.  Mr  Belmour  come  !  I  tcU  you,  Mrs  Sauce- 
box, that  my  daughter  fhall  never  be  married  to  a  ni«r» 
that  has  not  better  notions  of  the  balance  of  power. 

7Vrw.  But  what  purvifion  will  you  make  for  her  nov.-j . 
with  your  balances  ? 

l-^iiJ.  There  ag^a in  now! Why,  do   you  think  X 

don't  know  what  I'm  about  ?     PU  look    in  tl;e  pajx-n* 
for  a  match  for  you,  child — there's  often  good  matchis 

advertifcd  in  the  papers Evil  bttide  it — tvil  bttiiTs 

R  3 
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it ! 1  once  thought  to  have  ftruck  a  great  ftroke, 

that  would  have  aftoniflicd  all  Europe — I  thought  to 
have  married  my  daughter  to  Theodore  king  of  Cor- 
fica 

Har.  What,  and  have  me  perlfh  in  a  jail,  Sir  ? 

^lid.  'Sbodikins,  my  daughter  would  have  had  her 
coronation-day; — 1  fhould  have  been  allied  to  a  crown'd 
head,  and  been  firft  lord  of  the  treafury  of  Corfica  ! — 
But  come — now  I'll  go  and  talk  over  the  London  Eve- 
ning, till  the  Gazette  comes  in 1  (han't  fleep  to- 
night, unlcfs  I  fee  the  Gazette. 

*  Enter  Codicil. 

*  Cod.  Mr  Quidnunc,  your  fervant — The  door  wa» 

*  open,  and  I  entered  upon  thepremifles — I'm  juft  come 

*  from  the  hall. 

*  ^id.  'Sbodikins !  this  man  is  now  come  to  keep 

*  me  at  home. 

*  Cod,  Upon  my  word,  Mift  Harriet's  a  very  pretty 

*  young  lady  ;  as  pretty  a  young  lady  as  one  would  de- 

*  fire  to  have    and  to  hold.     Ma'am,  your  moft  obe- 

*  dient :   I  have  drawn  my  friend  Feeble's  will,  in  which 

*  you  have  all  his  goods  and  chattels,  lands,  and  here- 

*  drtaments. 

'  Har.   1  thank  you,  Sir,  for  the  information — 

*  Cod.  And   I   hope   foon    to  draw  your  marriage- 

*  fettlement  for  my  friend  Mr  Belmour. 

*  Har.  O  lud.  Sir !  not  a  word  of  that  before  my 

*  father -I  wifli  you'd  try.  Sir,  to  get  him  to  think 

*  of  his  affairs — 

*  Cod.  Why,  yes,  I  have  inftruAions   for  that  pur- 

*  pofe.     Mr  C>Jiidnunc,  I  am  inftrufted  to  expound  the 

*  law  to  you 

*  ^id.  What,  the  law  of  nations  ? 

*  Cod.  I  am  inftruftcd.  Sir,  that  you're  a  bankrupt 
* '^cfi   hancus  ruptus — hanque  route  /aire — And 

*  my  inftruftions  fay  further,  that  you  are  fummoncd 

*  to  appear  before  the  commifiioners  to-morrow r 

*  ^dd.  That  may  be.  Sir ;  but  I  can't  go  to-mor- 
row ;  and  fo  I  (hall  fend  'em  word — I  am  to  be  to-mor- 
row at  Slaughter's  Coffee-houfe  with  a  private  commit- 
«  tee,  about  biifinefs  of  great  confcquence  to  the  affairs 

*  of  Europe 

*  Cod. 
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*  Cod.  Then,  Sir,  if  you  don*t  go,  I  mud  inftruft 

*  you,  that   you'll  be  guilty   of  a  felony ;    it  will  be 

•  deetn'd  to  be  done  nja/o  avitno — it  is  held  fo  in  ♦he 

*  books — And  what    fay*   the    ftatute  ?     By    the   5th 

•  Geo.  II.  cap.  30.    not  furrendering  or  embezzling  is 

*  felony,  without  benefit  of  elergy. 

*  ^iJ.  Ay  ! you  tell  me  news 

*  Cud.  Give  me  leave,  >ir 1  am  inftrufted  to  ex- 

'  pound  the  law  to  yoa — Felony  is  thus  defcribcd  in  the 

•  books  :    *■  FeUnia,  faith   Hotoman  de  verbis  feudaii' 

*  bus,  Jignificat  capitaie  /acinus ,  a  capital  offence. 

*  ^lid   You  tell  me  news ;  you  do  indeed. 

*  Cod,  It  was  fo  apprehended  by  the  Goths  and  the 

*  Longobards.     And    what    faith    Sir  Edward  Coke  ? 

•  Fieri  deheat  felleo  tmimo. 

*  ^tid.  You've  told  me  news 1  did  not  know  it 

*  was  felony  ;  but  if  the  Flanders   mail  fhould  come  in 

•  while  1  am  there 1  {hall  know  nothing  at  all  of 

I  it 

*  Cod.  But  why  fliould  you  be  uneafy  ?  cut  bono,  Mr 
'  Quidnunc,  cui  bono  ? 

*  Slitid.  Not  uneafy  !   If  the  Papifts  fliould  beat  the 

•  Protcftants. 

*  Ccd,   But  I  tell  you,  they  can  get  no  advantage  of 

•  us.     The  law*   againft  the  further  growth   of  Popery 

•  will  fecure  us — there   arc  provifos  in  favour  of  Pro- 

*  teftant  purchafcre  under  Papifts — loth  Geo.  I.  cap,  4. 

♦  and  6th  Geo.  II.  cap.  5. 

*  ^id.  Ay  ! 

*  Cod.  And   bcfides,    Popifh    recufants   can't   carry 

*  arms  ;  fo  can  have  no  right  of  conqutft,  vi  et  art/its. 

*  ^id.  'i'hat'«  true — that's  true — I'm  cafier  in  my 

•  mind — 

*  Cod   To  be  fuTC,    what  are  you  uneafy  about  ? — 

*  The  papiils  can  have  no  claim  to  iiilefia 

*  ^id.  Can't  they? 

*  Cod.  No,  they  can  fct  up  no  claim If  the  queen 

•  on  her  marriage  had  put  all  her  lands  into  Hotchpot, 
'  then  indeed and  it  fecmelh,  faith  Littleton,  that 

♦  this  word  Hotchpot  is  in  Lnglifh  a  pudding — 

'   ^tid.  You   reafon  very  clearly,  Mr  Codicil,  upon 

*  the  rights  of  the  powers  at  war  j  and  fo  row,  if  you 

"  wil'. 
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*  will,  I  am  ready  to  talk  a  little  of  my  affairs. 

*  (  od.  Nor  does  the  matter  reft   here  ;  for  how  caji 

*  fhe  fet  up  a  claim,  when  fhe  has   made  a  conveyance 

*  to  the  houfe  of  Brandenburg  ?     The  law,  Mr  Quid- 

*  nunc,  is  very  fevere  againft  fraudulent  conveyances^ 

*  ^iid.  'Sbodikins,  you  have  fatisfied  me — 

*  Cod.  Why,  therefore  then — if  he   will  levy  fines, 

*  and  fuffer  a  common  recovery,  he  can  bequeath  it  as 

*  he  likes  in  feodum  Jt?)!plexy  provided  he   takes  care  to 
'  put  it  m  fej  heres. 

*  ^id.  I'm  heartily  glad  of  it So   that  with  re- 

'  gard  to  my  effefts 

*  Cod.  Why,  then,  fuppofe  flie  was  to  bring  it  to  a 

*  trial  at  bar — 

*  ^id.  I  fay,  with  regard  to  the  full  difclofure  of 

*  my  effefts 

*  Cod.  What  wou'd  Hie  get  by  that  ? it  would  go 

*  off  upon  a  fpecial  pleading — and  as  to  equity — 

*  ^uid.  Pray,  muft  I  now  furrender  my  books  and 

*  my  pamphlets  ? 

*  Cod.  What  wou'd  equity  do  for  her  ?     Equity  can'fr 

*  relieve  her ;  he   might  keep  her  at  leaft  twenty  years 

*  before  a  mafter  to  fettle  the  account 

*  ^tid-  You  have  made  me  eafy  about  the  Proteft- 

*  ants  in  this  war,  you  have  indeed — So  that  with  re- 

*  gard  to  my  appearing  before  the  commiflioners 

*  Cod.  And  as  to  die  ban  of  the  empire,  he  may  de- 

*  mur  to  that :  for   all   tenures   by  knight's  fervice  are 

*  abolifhed;  and  the  ftatute   J  2  Char.  II.  has   declared 

*  all  lands  to  be  held  under  a  common  focage. 

*  ^lid.  Pray  now,  Mr  Codicil,  muft   not  my  credi- 
^  tors  appear  to  prove  their  debts  ? 

*  Cod.  Why,  therefore,  then,  if  they're  held  in  com- 
«  mon  focage,   1  fubmit  it  to  the   court — whether  the 

*  empire  can  have  any  claim  to  knight's  fervice — They 

*  can't  call  to  him  for  a  fingle  man  for  the  wars — umim 

*  ho'mnem  ad guerrani. — For  what   is  common  focage? 

*  —  focagiu7n  idum  eji  quod fervithim  focce — the  fervice  of 

*  the  plough. 

*  ^id.  I'm  ready  to  attend 'em But  pray  now, 

*  when  my   certificate  is  figned — it  is  of  great  confe- 
«  quence  to  me-  to  know  this — I  fay,  Sir,  when  my 

*  cer- 
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'  certiScate  is  figned,  mayn't  I  then — Hey !   [Jiarth:^^ 

•  up']   Hey  ! — What  do  I  hear  ? 

*  C'jJ.   I  apprehend — I  humbly  conceive,  when  your 

•  certificate  is  figned ' 

^tid.  *  Hold  your  tongue,  man* Did  not  I  hear 

the  Gazette  ? 

NeivfTTun  {'within.)  Great  news  in  the  London  Ga- 
zette. 

^iJ.  Yes,  yes,  it  is it  is  the  Gazette — Tcnra- 

gant,  run  you  jade — [Turnt  her  out.] — Harriet,  fly,  it 
is  the  Gazette — *£TurNS  her  out.]' 

*  CoJ.  The  law  in   that   cafe,  Mr  Qnidnunc,  prii/:a 

*  facie 

*  ^lid-  I  can't  hear  you — I  have  not  time' — Ter- 
magant, run,  '  make  hafle \_Statupt  violently. 

*  CoJ.   I  fay.  Sir,  it  is  held  in  the  books 

*  ^tid,   1  care  for  no  books — I  wint  the  paper»— 

*  {^Stamping. 

*  Cod.  Throughout  all  the  books Bo  !   the  roan 

*  is  non  ccmpoi  ;  and  his  friends,  inflead  of  a  commif- 

•  fion  of  bankruptcy,  fhou'd  take  out  a  commifBon  of 

•  lunacy.  [£x//  CodiciL 

Eat:r  Termagant. 

Term.  What  do  you  keep  fuch  a  bawling  for  ?  the 
ne^'fman  fays  as  how  the  emperor  of  Mocco  is  dead. 

^lid.  The  emperor  of  Morocco  ! 

Term.  Yes,  him. 

^id.  My  poor  dear  emperor  of  Morocco  ! 

IB;: 'J? J  info  tear.'. 

Term.    Ah,   you    old    Don    Quickfett ! Ma'am. 

Ma'am, — Mifs  Fiarriet,  go  your  ways  into  the  next 
room,  there's  Mr  Bclmour's  man  there ;  Mr  Belmour 
has  fent  you  a  billydore. — 

*  Har.  Oh.,  Termagant,  my  heart  is  in  an  uproar— 

*  I  don't  know  what  to  fay — Where  is  he  ?  let  me  nm 

*  to  him  this  inftant.'  \^Exit  Harriet. 

^ud.  1  he  emperor  of  Morocco  had  a  regard  for  the 
balance  of  Europe—  [^Sighi.] — Well,  well,  come,  come, 
give  me  the  paper. 

T::  in.  The  newfman  would  not  truft,  bccaufe  you're 
a  bankrupper,  and  fo  I  paid  twopence-halfpenny  for  it. 

^iid.  Let's  fee — let's  fee 

Term. 
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Term.  Give  me  my  money  then- 

\Running  Jrovi  hinir 

^lid.  Give  it  me  this  inftant,  you  jade 

\_y^fter  hen 

Term.  Give  me  my  money,  I  fay \_Frcjn  him. 

^dd.  I'll  teach  you,   1  will,  you  baggage. — 

lifter  her. 

Ten/1.   I  won't  part  with  it  till  I  have  the  money. 

[_From  him. 

^u'ld.  I'll  give  you  no  money,  hufTey.       \_After  her. 

Term.  Your  daughter  {hall  marry  Mr  Belmour. 

\_From  him, 

^id.  I'll  never  accede  to  the  treaty.         [^ylfter  hen 

Term.   Go,  you  old  fool.  \_Fro7n  /;«;/. 

^id.  You  vile  minx,  worfe  than  the  whore  of  Ba-; 
bylon,  \j/ifter  her. 

Term.  There,  you  old  crack'd-brain  politic, — there's 
your  paper  for  you.  \Thro'ws  it  donvn^  and  exit. 

^id.  \_fitting  donvn."]  O  Heavens  ! — I'm  quite  out 
of  breBth — A  jade,  to  keep  my  news  from  me — What 
does  it  fay,  what  does  it  fay  ? — [^Reads  very  faji  •while 
opening  the  paper.~\ — "  Whereas  a  commiflion  of  bank- 
*<  nipt  is  awai-ded  and  iflued  forth  againft  Abraham 
**  Quidnunc,  of  the  parifh  of  St  Martin's  in  the  Fields, 
**  upholfterer,  dealer,  and  chapman,  the  faid  bankrupt. 
**  is  hereby  required  to  furrender  himfelf."  Po !  what 
fignifies  this  ftuflF?  I  don't  mind  myfelf,  when  the  ba- 
lance of  power  is  concerned. However,  I   fhall  be 

read  of  in  the  fame  paper,  in  the  London  Gazette,  by 
the  powers  abroad,  together  with  the  pope,    and  the 

French  king,  and  the  Mogul,  and  all  of  'em Good, 

good,  very  good — Here's  a  pow'r  of  news — Let  me 
fee — \_Read3.'] — "  Letters  from  the  vice-admiral,  dated. 
"  Tyger,  off'  Calcutta."  {^Mutters  to  himfelf  very  ea- 
gerly.'^ — Odd"s  heart,  thofe  baggages  will  interrupt  me, 
I  hear  their  tongues  a-going,  click,  clack,  clack  :   I'lt 

run  into  my  clofet,    and  lock  myfelf  up. A  vixen  ! 

— a  trollop  ! — to  want  money  from  me — when  I  may- 
have  occafion  to  buy  i  he  State  of  the  Sinking  Fund,, 
or  Faftion  Detefted,  or  The  Barrier  Treaty, — or — 
and  befides,  how  could  the  jade  tell  but  to-morrow  we 
may  have  a  Gazette  extraordinary  ?  [Exit. 

ACT 
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ACT      II. 

Scene,     The  Upholjlerer' s  Houfe. 

Enter  Quidnunc. 

^tid.  ^^TrrHERE,  where,  where  is  he  ?— Where's 
VV     Mr  Pamphlet  ?— Mr  Pamphlet !— Ter- 
magant, Mr  a a — Termagant,  Harriet,  Termagant, 

you  vile  minx,  you  faucy  — 

Enter  Termagant. 

Term.  Here's  a  racket  indeed  ! 

^id.  Where's  Mr  PamplUet  ?     You  bjiggage,  if  he's 
gone 

Term.  Did  not    I  intimidate  tliat   he's  in  the  next 
room — Why,  fure  the  man's  out  of  his  wits- 

^id.    Sliew  him  in   here   then  —  I   would   not  mifs 
feeing  him  for  the  difcovery  of  the  north-eaft  paffage. 

Term.  Go  you  old  gemini  gomini  of  a  politic. 

\_Exit  Term. 

^itd.  Shew  him  in,  I  fay 1  had  rather  fee  him 

than  the  •  whole   Hate  of  the  peace  at  Utrecht,  or  the 

*  Paris-a-la-main,  or  the'  votes,  or  the  minutes,  or — 
(here  he  comes) — the  bell  political  writer  of  the  age. 

i;V</fr  Pamphlet,  in  a  furiout  c^at.,  iffc. 
^iid.   Mr  Pamphlet,   I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you  ; 
— ♦  as  glad  as  if  you  were  an  exprcfs  from  the  Groyn, 

*  or  from  Berlin,  or  Zell,  or  from   Calcutta   over  land, 

*  or  from * 

Fam.  Mr  Quidnunc,  your  fervant I'm  come  from 

a  place  of  great  importance. 

^iid.   Look  ye  there  now  ! — Well,  where,  where  ? 

Pam.  Are  we  alone  ? 

j^«/i.  Stay,  ftay,  till   I  fliut  the  door — Now,  now, 

;^re  do  you  come  from  ? 

Pam.   From  the  court  of  requefls. 

l^Layivg  ajide  his  fur  tout  coat. 
^iJ.  The  couit  of  requefts  [[W^/y^crj]  are  they  up? 
Pam.  Hot  work. — 
^uJd.  Debates  arifing,  may  be  i 
Pam.  Yes,  and  like  to  fit  late. 
^id.  What  are  they  upon  i 

Pam. 


20+         THE    UPHOLSTERER. 

Pam.  Can't  fay. — 

^lid.  W  hat  carried  you  thither  ? 

Pam.  I  went  in  hopes  of  being  taken  up. — 

^id.  Look  ye  there  now.  \Skaking  his  head. 

Pitfv.  I've  been  aiming  at  it  thefe  three  years. — 

^iid.  Indeed  ! —  \_Staring  at  him. 

Pam.   Indeed Sedition  is  the  only  thing  an  author 

can  live  by  now Time  has  been  I  could  turn  a  penny 

by  an  earthquake,  or  live  upon  'a  jail-diftemper,  or  dine 
upon  a  bloody  murder  ; — but  now  that's  all  over, — no- 
thing will  do  now  but  roafting  a  minifter — or  telling  the 
people  that  they  are  ruined — The  people  of  England  are 
rtever  fo  happy  as  when  you  tell  'em  they  are  ruined. 

^lid.  Yes,  but  they  an't  ruined 1  have  a  fchemc 

for  paying  off  the  national  debt. 

Pam.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee — \_Puts  on  his  fpe{}aclei~\—^ 

Well  enough  !  well  imagined — a  new  thought  this 1 

muft   make  this  my  own — [j^JiJe.)     Silly,  futile,  ab- 

furd — abominable;  this  will  never  do I'll  put  it  in 

my  pocket,  and  read  it  over  in  the  morning  for  you — 
Now  look  you  here — I'll  (hew  you  a  fcheme — [^Rum- 
maging his  pockets — No,  that's  not  it — that's  my  Con- 
du<S:  of  the  miniftry,  by  a  country  gentleman — I  prov'd 

the  nation  undone  here  ;  this  fold  hugely And  here 

now,  here's  my  anfwer  to  it,  by  a  noble  lord — this  did 
hot  move  among  the  trade 

^uidt  What,  do  you  write  on  both  fides  ? 

Pam.  Yes  both  fides — I've  two  hands,  Mr  Quid- 
nunc  Always  impartial,    amho  dexter. — Now  here, 

here's  my  dedication  to  a  great  man — touch'd  twenty 
for  this — and  here — here's  my  libel  upon  him — 

^lid.  What,  after  being  oblig'd  to  him  ? 

Pa7ru  Yes,  for  that  reafon-    It  excites  curiofity 

White-wafii  and  blacking-ball,  Mr  Quidnunc  ;  in  utrum- 
que  paratus — no  thriving  without  it. 

^iid.  What  have  you  here  in  this  pocket  ? 

[Prying  eagerly', 

Pam.  That's  my  account  with  Jacob  Zorobabel  the 
broker,  for  writing  paragraphs  to  ralfe  or  tumble  the 
ilocks,  or  the  price  of  lottery-tickets,  according  to  lus 
purpofes. 

^lid.  Ay,  how  do  you  do  that  ? 

Pavi. 
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Tarn.  As  thus — To-day  the  Proteflant  intcrcfl  de- 
clines, Madrafs  is  taken,  and  England's  undone :  then 
all  the  long  faces  in  the  alley  look  as  difmal  as  a  blank  ; 
and  fo  Jacob  buys  away,  and  thrives  upon  our  ruin. — 
Then  to-morrow  we're  all  alive  and  merry  again  ;  Pon- 
dicherry's  taken ;  a  certain  northern  potentate  will 
(hortly  ftrike  a  blow  to  allonifli  all  Europe  :  and  theft 
every  true-born  Englifhman  is  willing  to  buy  a  lotter)'- 
ticket  for  twenty  or  thirty  (hillings  more  than  its  worth  ; 
fo  Jacob  fells  away,  and  reaps  the  fruit  of  our  fuccefs. 

^id.  What  !  will  the  people  believe  that  now  ? 

Pam.   Believe  it ! believe  any  thing No  fwal- 

low  like  a  true-born  Englifliman's A  man  in  a  quart* 

bottl^,  or  a  vidory,  'tis  all  one  to  them — they  give  a 
gulp — and  down  it  goes — glib,  glib 

^id.  Yes  ;  but  they  an't  at  the  bottom  of  things  ? 

Fam.  No,  not  they ;  they  dabble  a  little,  but  can't 
dive — 

^id.  Pray  now,  Mr  Pamphlet,  what  do  you  think 
of  our  fituation  ? 

Pam.  Bad,  Sir,  bad — And  how  can  it  be  better  :— 
the  people  in  power  never  fend   to  me— never  confult 

me — it  murt  be  bad Now  here,  here — \_Gces  to  hit 

loofi  coat'} — here's  a  manufcript  ! — this  will  do  the  bufi* 
ncfs,  a  marter-pieoe! — I  ihalibe  taken  up  for  this— — 

^lid.  Shall  ye  ? 

Pam.  As  fure  as  a  gun  I  (hall — I  know  the  book- 
fell  er's  a  rogue,  and  will  give  me  up. 

^id.  But  pray  now,  what  (hall  you  get  by  being 
taken  up  ? 

Patri.  I'll  tell  you — \_lVhifi>ers'\—\n  order  to  make 
me  hold  my  tongue. 

^tid.  Ay,  but  you  won't  hold  your  tongue  for  all 
that. 

Pat/i»  Po,  po  !  not  a  jot  of  that — abufc  'em  the  next 
day. 

^dd.  Well,  well,  I  wifh  you  fuccefs But  do  yoi 

hear  no  news  ?  have  you  feen  the  Gazette  ? 

Pam.  Yes,  I've   feen  that — Great   news,  Mr  Quid- 

Tuinc But  hark  ye — {^fVkifpen) — and  kifs  hands  next 

week. 

Vol.  I.  S  ^uid. 
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^id.  Ay! 

Fajv,  Certain. 

^id.  Nothing  pernjinent  in  tliis  world. 

I^am.  All  is  vanity.  — 

^id.  Ups  and  downs  - — r- 

Patii.   Ins  and  outs. 

^lid.  Wheels  within  wheels.——-) 

Pafii.  No  fmoke  without  fire.  - — r- 

^iid.  All's  w.ell  that  ends  well. 

Fam.  It  will  lafl  pur  tinie.  ^ 

^tid.  Whoever  lives  to  fee  it,  wiE  ki)ow  more  of' 
tlie  matter. 

Paw.  Time  will  tell  alL  J^g 

^tid.  Ay,  we  muft  leave  all  to  the  determinat^fa  o£ 
time.  Mr  Pamphlet,  I'm  heartily  obhg'd  to  you.  for, 
this  vifit — I  love  you  better  than  any  man  in  England. 

Pam.  And  for  ray  part,  Mr  Quidnung-r-I  love  you 
better  than  I  do  England  itfelf. 

^tid-  That's  kind,  that's  kind — there's,  nothing  I 
would  not  do,  Mr  Pamphlet,  to  fervc  you. 

Pam>  Mr  Quidnunc,  I  know  you're  a  man  of  inte- 
grity and  honour — I  know  you  are — and  now  fince  we 
have  open'd  our  hearts,  there  is  a  thing,  Mr  QuidnunCV 
in  which  you  can  fcrve  me — You  know,  Sir — ^^this  is  in- 
the  fulnefs  of  our  hearts — you  know  you  have  my  note 
for  a  trifle — Hard  dealing  with  afligneesT— Now  could 
not  you,  to  fcrve  a  friend— could  not  you  throw  that 
note  into  the  fire  ? 

^id.   Hey  !  but  would  that  be  honeft? 

Pa}H.  Ecave  that  to  mc  ;  a  refin'd  flroke  of  policy — -^ 
Papers  have  been  dellroyed  in  all  governments. 

^lid.  So  they  have — It  ihall  be  done  ;  it  will  be  po- 
litical ;  it  will  indeed — Pray  now,  Mr  Pamphlet,  what 
do  you  take  to  be  the  true  political  balance  of  power  ? 

Pam.  W^hat  do  I  take  to  be  the  balance  of  power  ? 

^tid.  Ay,  the  balance  of  power  i 

Panu  The  balance  of  power what  do  I  take  to 

be  the   balance  of  power — the  balance  of  power  \_Shuti' 
his  eyes']  what  do  I  take  to  be  the  balance  of  power  ? 

^dd.  The  balance  of  power,  I  take  to  be,  when  the 
court  of  aldermen  fits. 

Pa7?i,  No,  no— — 

^dd. 
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^tid.  Yes,  yes- 


Pani,  No,  no  ;  the  balance  of  po^^'c^  is  when  the  foiin- 
dations  of  government  and  the  fuperftniftares  are  natu- 
ral. 

^iid.  How  d'ye  mean  natural  ? 

Pam.  Prithee  be  quiet,  man — This  is  the  language 
— The  balance  of  power  is — when  fuperftruftnrcs  are 
reduc'd  to  proper  balances,  rr  when  the  balances  arc 
not  reduc'd  to  unnatural  fuperflrutlurcs. 

^lid.  Po,  po  !  I  tell  you  ft  is  when  the  fortifica- 
tions of  Dunkirk  are  dcmolifli'd 

Pan:.  But  I  tell  you,  Mr  Quidnunc——^ 

^tid.    I  fay,  Mr  Pamphlet 

Pa?N.   Hear  me,  Mr  Quidnunc 

^iid.  Give  me  leave,  Mr  Pamphlet 

Pam.  I  muft  obferve,  Sir 

^lid.   I  am  convinc'd,   Sir 

Pavi.  That  the  balance  of  power 

^id.   That  the  fortifications  of  Dunkirk 

Pam.  Depends  upon  the  balances  and  fuperftruc- 
tures-—— 

^lid.  Conftitute  the  true  political  equilibrium — 

Pam.   Nor  will  I  convcrfe  with  a  man 

^id.  And,  Sir,  I  never  defire  to  fee  your  fice — 

Pam.  Of  fuch  anti-conilitutional  principles 

^id..  Nor  the  face  of  any  man  who  is  fuch  a  French- 
man in  his  heart,  and  has  fuch  notions  of  the  balance 
of  power.  [^Exeunt. 

QuidnOnc  re  enters. 

Ay,   I've  found  him  out Such  abominable   pn'n- 

ciples  !    I  never  defire  to  conveife  with  any  man  of  his 

notions — no,  never  while  I  live 

Rc' enter  Pamphlet^ 
Pam.  Mr  Quidnunc,    one  word    with  you,    if  you 
pleafe. 

^lid.  Sir,  I  never  defire  to  fee  yonr  face 

Pam.  My  property,  Mr  Quidnunc — I  fhan't  leave 
my  property  in  the  houfe  of  a  bankrupt — {Tiviji'ing  his 
hand^archiff  round  hir  art?:'] — A  filly,  empty,  incom- 
prehenfible  blockhead  I 

^lid.  Blockhead!  Mr  Pamphlet 

S  2  Parri] 


2o8  THE    UPHOLSTERER. 

Parn.  A  blockhead  to  ufe  me  thus,  when  I  havryoH 
fo  much  in  my  power 

^lid.  In  your  power  ! 

Pam.  In  my  power,  Sir — It's  in  my  power  to  hang 
you. 

Sluid,  To  hang  me  .' 

Pam.  Yes,  Sir,  to  hang  yoii — \J)ranutng  on  his  coat."] 
■ — Did  not  you  propofe  but  this  moment,  did  not  you 
defire  me  to  combine  and  confederate  to  burn  a  note, 
and  defraud  your  creditors. 

^j!id.   1  dcfire  it  ! 

Pam.  Yes,.  Mr  Quidnunc ;  but  I  fliall  deteft  you  to 
the  world.  I'll  give  your  character — You  fhall  have  a 
fixpenny  touch  next  week. 

Flebit  et  infignis  tot  a  cantahitur  urhe, 

lExit  Pamphlet. 

^tid.  Mercy  on  me  !   there's  tlie  effect  of  his  anti- 
conilitutional  principles^ — The  fpirit  of  his  whole  party; 
I  never  defire  to  exchange  another  word  with  him. 
Enter  Termagant. 

Tc!-}?/,  Herd's  a  pother  indeed  ! — Did  you  call  me  .' 

:^jtid.  No,  you  trollop,-  no. — 

Tsnn.    Will  you  go  to -bed  ? 

Sliiid.  No,  no,  no,  no — 1  tell  you  no. 

Tcnn.  Better  to  go  to  reft,  8ir.  I  heard  a  do£lor  of 
phyfic  fay,  as  how,  when  a  man  is  paft  his  grand  crime — 
what  the  deuce  makes  me  forget  my  word  ? — his  grand 
crime-hyileric  ;  nothing  is  fo  good  againft  indifcompo- 
fitions  as  rell  taken  in  its  prudifli  natalibus. — 

^id.  Hold  your  prating — I'll  not  go  to-bed,  I'll 
ftep  to  my  brother  Feeble  ;  I  want  to  have  fome  talk 
with  him,  and  I'll  go  to  him  direftly.  [ii.v//  Quidnunc. 

Term,  Go  thy  ways,  for  an  old  Hocus-pocus  of  a 
newfmonger — You'll  have  good  luck  if  you  find  your 
daughter  here  when  you  comeback;  Mr  Belmour  will 
be  here  in  the  interim  ;  and  if  he  does  not  carry  her  off, 
■why  then  I  fliall  think  him  a  mere  fhilly-fhally  feller ; 
and  by  my  troth  I  fhall  think  him  as  bad  a  politifhing 
as  yourfelf.      \_Exit  Termagant.]      '  Well,  as  I  live  and 

*  breathe,   I  wonders  what  the  dickens  the  man  fees  in 

•  thefe  newfpapers,  to  be  for  ever  toxicatcd  with  them — 

»  Let 
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Let  me  fee  one  of  them,  to  try  if  I  can  veftigate  any- 
thing— [Taies  t1}s  neivfpapcr  and  reads. '\ 

*  "  Yellerday  at  noon,  arrived  at  his  lodgings  in  Pall- 
mall,  John  Stukely,  Efqj  for  the  remainder  of  the 
winter-feafon." 

*  Where  the  dewill  has  the  man  heen  ?— Who  knmvs 
him,  or  cares  a  minikin-pin  about  him  ! — He  may  go 
to  Jericho  for  what  I  cares — 

*  "  The  fame  day  Mr  William  Tabby,  an  eminent 
man-milliner,  was  married  to  Mifs  Jenkins,  daughter 
of  Mr  Jenkins  a  confiderable  habcrdaftier  in  Bear- 
binder  lane."' — — 

*  What  the  dlckins  is  this  to  me  ? — Can't  Mifs  Jen- 
kins and  her  man-milliner  go  to-bed,  and  hold  their 
tongues:"' — Why  muU  they  kifs  and  tell  ? 

*  "  By  advices  from  Violcnna" — i  his  is  policies  now 
[^Readf  to  herfdf.'\  "  and  promifcs  a  general  peace.'* 
— Why,  can't  that  make  the  old  curmudgeon  happy  ? 

*  **  By  letters  from  Paris" This  is  more  policies — 

\Riads  to  herjl'lf]  •*  and  all  feems  tending  to  a  gene- 
ral rupture." — What  the  dewill  does  the  feller  mean  ? 
— Did  not  he  tell  me  this  moment  there  was  to  be 

peace,   and  now  its  bloody  new«  again, To  go  to 

tcU  me  fuch  an  impudent  lie  to  my  face! 

'  "At  the  academy  in  Effex-ttreet,  grown  people 
arc  taught  to  dikncc." 

*  Grown  people  are  taught  to  dance 1  likes  that 

well  enough 1   fliould  like  to  be  betterer  in  my 

dancing 1  h'kes  the  figeire  of  a  minute  as  well  a8 

a  figcrre.  in  fpcech — \_Da«cet  and  Jings."} — But  i'uch 
trumpry  as  the  news  is,  with  kings,  and  cheefemong- 
crs,  and  bifhops,  and  Highwarman,  and  ladies  prayer- 
books,  and  lap-dogs,  and  the  domadary  and  Camo- 
mile, and  ambafTudors,  and  hair-cutters,  all  higgledy- 
piggledy  together As  I  hope  for  marcy  I'll  never 

read  another  paper — and  I  wifhes  old  Quidnunc  wou'd 

do  the  fame If  the  man  would  do  as  I  do,  there 

would  be  fome  fenfc  in  it — If  inflead  of  his  policies, 
he  would  manure  his  mind  like  me,    and  read  good' 
altar?,  and  improve  himfrlf  in  fine  langidge,  and  bcm- 
baft,  and  polite  accollilhments— -— '      \^£xit /tKg'*!g-* 

S   3  StKSF,, 
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Scene,  The  Street. 

*  Enter  Belmour,   Rovewell,  and  Briflf,  in  liquor, 

*  Bel.  Women  ever  were,  and  ever  w^IU  be,  fantaftic 

*  beings ;  vain,  capricious,  and  fond  of  mifchief. — 

*  Br.  Well  argued,  mailer. 
*Rov.   ISings.^ 

*  Deceit  is  in  every  woman ; 

*  But  none  in  a  bumper  can  be,  my  brave  boys, 

*  But  none  in  a  bumper  can  be. 

*  Bel.  To  be  infulted  thus,  with  fuch  a  contemptuous 

*  anfwer  to  a  meflage  of  fuch  tender  import !  She  might, 

*  methinks,  at  leall  have  treated  me  with  good  man- 

*  ners,  if  not  with  a  more  grateful  return. 

*  Rov.  Split  her  manners,  let's  go  and  drink  t'other 

*  bumper  to  drown  forrow. 

*  Bel.   rU  (hake  off  her  fetters— I  will,  Briflc,  this 

*  very  night  I  will 

*  Br.  That's  right,  mafter ;  and  let  her  know  we 

*  have  found  her  out ;  and,  as  the  poet  fays, 

*  She  that  will  not  when  ihe  may, 

*  When  fhe  will,  fhe  (hall  have  nay,  mafter. 

*  Bel.  Very  true,   Briflc,   very  true ;  tlie  ingratitude 
<  of  it  touches  me  to  the  quick My  dear  Rovewell, 

*  only  come  and  fee  me  take  a  final  leave • 

*  Rov.  No  truly,  not  I ;  none  of  your  virtuous  minxes 

*  for  me.      I'll  fet  you  down  there,  if  you've  a  mind  to 

*  play  the  fool 1  know  fhe'll  melt  you  with  a  tear, 

*  and   make  a   puppy  of  you  with  a  fmile  j  and  fo  I'll 

*  not  be  a  witnefs  to  it. 

*  Bel.  You're  quite  miftaken,  I  afiure  you You'll 

*  fee  me   moft    manfully  upbraid  her  with  her  ingrati- 

*  tude,  and  with  more  joy  than  a   fugitive  galley-flave 
■*  efcape  from  the  oar  to  which  I  have  been  chain'd. 

*  Br.  Mafter,  mafter,  now's  our  time ;  for  look,  by 

*  the  glimmering  of  yonder  lamp,  who  comes  along  by 

*  the  wall  tliere. 

<  Bel.  Her  father,  by  all  that's  lucky. My  dear 

*  Rovewell,  let's  drive  off. 

'  Rove.  Til  fpeak  to  him  for  you,  man r 

*  Bel.  Not  for  the  world — Prithee  come  along — 

^Exeunt. 
Scene, 


THE   UPHOLSTERER.  211 

Scene  changes  to  a  Street. 

Enter  Quidnunc,  ivitb  a  dark  Lanthorn, 

^lid.  If  the  Grand  Turk  fhould  a£tuall)'  commence 
open  hoflllity,  and  the  Houfe-bug  Tartars  make  a  di- 
verfion  upon  the  frontiers,  why  then,  'tis  my  opinion- 
time  will  difcover  to  us  a  great  deal  more  of  the  matter. 

JVatch.  [viithin.^  Pall  eleven  o'clock,  a  cloudy  night. 

^lid.  Hey !  pall  eleven  o'clock — 'Sbodikins,  my 
brother  Feeble  will  be  gone  to  bed — but  he  (han't  deep 
till  I  have  fome  chat  with  him.  Hark  ye,  watchman, 
watchman  ! 

Enter  Watchman. 

Watch.  Call,  mafter. 

^dd.  Ay,  ftep  hither,  ftep  hither  j  have  you  heard 
any  news  ? 

Watch.  New3,  mafter  ! 

^lid.  Ay,  about  the  Pruflians  or  the  Ruffians  ? 

Watch.   Ruffians,  mailer ! 

^lid.  Yes  ;  or  the  movements  in  Pomerania  ? 

Wiitch.  La,  mafter,  I  know  nothing — Poor  gentle- 
man !  (pointing  to  his  h^'ad)  — Good  night  to  you,  mafter. 
Paft  eleven  o'clock.  [£x;/  Watchman. 

^tid.  That  man,  now,  has  a  place  under  the  go- 
vernment, and  he  won't  fpeak.  But  Pm  loling  time — 
[^/Crjocis  at  the  door."] — Hazy  weather — l^Eooking  up.'] 
'J  he  wind's  fixt  in  that  quarter,  and  we  ftian't  have  any 

mails  this  week  to-come Come  about,    good  wiad, 

do,  come  about. 

Enter  a  Servant-maid. 

Maid.   La,   Sir,  is  it  you  ? 

^lid.  Is  your  mafter  at  home,  child  ? 

Maid.  Gone  to-bed.  Sir. 

^dd.  Well,  well,  I'll  ftep  up  to  him. 

Maid.   Mifll  not  difturb  him  for  the  world.  Sir— 

^id.  Bufinefs  of  the  utmoft  importance. 

Maid.  Pray  confider,  Sir,  my  mafter  an't  well. 

Sl»id.  Prithee  be  quiet,  woman  j  I  muft  fee  him. 

\^Exeuri 

Scene, 
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Scene,  A  Room  in  Feeble'/  Houfc. 

Enter  Feeble  in  his  Night'gonun. 

Feeb.  I  was  juft  ilepping  in  to  becU— Blefs  my  heart,, 
what  can  this  man  want  ? — I  know  his  voice, — I  hope 
no  new  misfortune  brings  him  at  this  hour. 

^tid.   Hold  your  tongue,  you  foolifh  hufly -he'll' 

be  glad  to  fee  me. — Brother  Feeble,  brother  Feeble  ! 

,       IWithin.. 

Feeb.  What  can  be  the  matter? 
Enter  Quidnunc. 

^uid.  Brother  Feeble,  1  give  you  joy — The  nabob's 
dcmolilfh'd — (Sings)  Britons  ftrike  home,  revenge,  &c. 

Feeb.  Lack-a-day,  Mr  Quidnunc,  how  can  you  fcrvc 
toe  thus  ? 

^liJ.  Suraja  Dowla  is  no  more. 

Fct'b.  Poor  man  !   he's  ftark-ftaring  mad. 

^id.  Our  men  diverted  themfelves  with  killing  their 
bullocks  and  their  camels,  till  they  diilodged  the  enemy 
from  the  oftagon,  and  the  counterfcarp,  and  the  bung- 
le  

Feeb.  I'll  hear  the  reft  to-morrow  morning — Oh?  I'm 
ready  to  die. 

^ud.  Odfheart  man,  be  of  good  cheer — the  new  na- 
bob, Jaffier  Ally  Cawn,  has  acceded  to  a  treaty ;  and 
the  Englifti  Company  have  got  all  their  rights  in  the 
Phirmaud  and  the  Huftibulhoorums. 

Feeb.  But  dear  heart,  Mr  Quidnunc,  why  am  T  to 
be  difturb'd  for  this  ? 

^lid  We  had  but  two  feapoys  killed,  three  chokeys, 
four  gaul^walls,  and  two  zemidars. — [Sifigs]  Britons 
never  fhall  be  (laves  ! 

Feeb-  Would  not  to-morrow  morniiig  do  as  well  for 
this  ? 

^tid.  Light  up  your  windows,  man ;  light  up  your 
windows.     Chandernagore  is  taken, 

Feeb.  Well,  well,  I'm  glad  of  it — Good  niglit.    [Going. 

^4id.  Here,  here's  the  Gazette 

Feeb.   Oil !    I  fhall  certainly  faint.  [5/7/  do-um. 

^tid.  Ay,  ay,  fit  down,  and  I'll  read  it  to  you. 
ijicadj,)  Nay,  don't  run  away — I've  more  news  to  tell 

you  I 
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you  ;  there's  an  account  from  Williamfburgh  in  America 
— The  luperintendaiit  of  iiidian  affairs — 

Fesb.   Dear  Sir,  dear  Sir — {Avoiding  him.) 

^lid.    Has   fettltd    matters  with  the  Cherokccs— 

{^FoHoviing  him.) 

Fceh.  Enough,  enough — {From  him.) 

^tid.  In  the  fame  manner  he  did  before  with  the 
Catabaws.      {After  kir/i,) 

F.-(fb.  Well,  well,  your  fcrvant.— —  (/V*;// it/;//. ) 

^tid.   So  that  the  back  inhabitants {At'ter  htv:.) 

Feeb.  I  wifti  you  would  let  me  be  a  quiet  inhabitant  in 
my  own  hoiifc. 

■^lid.  So  that  the  back  inhabitants  will  now  be  fe- 
cur'd  by  the  Chcrokees  and  Catabaws 

Ftch.  You'd  better  go  home,  and  think  of  appearing 
before  the  commiflioners, 

^lid.  Go  home !  no,  no,  I'll  ^o  and  talk  the  mat- 
ttr  over  at  our  cofFce-houfe. 

Fish,  Do  fo,  do  fo — 

^tid.   {Returning.)    Mr  Feeble 1  had  a  difputc 

about  the  balance  of  power P^y  now  can  you  tell— 

Fich.    I  know  nothing  of  the  matter 

^tid.  Well,  another  time  will  do  for  that — I  have  a 

eat  deal  to  fay  about  that. — {Going,  returns.)  Riglit, 
1  had  like  to  have  forgot,  there's  an  erratum  in  the  lall 
Gazette 

Feeb.  With  all  my  heart 

^id.    Page  3,  hnc   irt,  col.  lil  ar.d  3d,    for  lamls 

id  booms. 

Feib.  Read  what  you  will 

^id.  Nay,  but  tliat  alters  the  fcafe,  you  know — 
Well,  now  your  fervant.  If  I  hear  any  more  news,  I'll 
come  and  tell  you — 

Fceb.  For  Heaven's  fake,  no  more 

^id.  I'll  be  with  you  before  you're  out  of  your  firfl 
flec|) — 

Feeb-  Good-night,  good- night.  {^Runs  off. 

^id.  I  forgot  to  tell  you — the  emperor  of  Morocco 

•J  dead,  {Bawling  after  him.)  So now  I've  made  him 

happy I'll  go  and  knock  up  my  friend  Razor,  and 

make  him  happy  too — and  then  I'll  go  and  fee  if  any 

body 
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body  is  up  at  the  cofFec-houfes — and  make  them  all  hap-« 
py  there  too.  [_£xit  Quidnunc. 

Scene,    A  Street.       A  Jhahhy   Houfe  ivith   a  Barber's 
Pole  up — and  Candles  burning  on  the  oufjide. 

£,nter  Quidnunc,  luith  a  dark  lanthorn, 

^tid.  Ah,  friend  Razor! he  has  a  great  refpeft 

for  a  rejoicing  niglit Who  knows  but  he  ha«  heard 

feme  more  particulars 

Razor  looking  out  of  the  IVindoiv. 

Raz.  Anan! 

^uid.   Friend  Razor. 

Raz.  My  Maflcr  Qiiidnunc  I  I'm  rejoicing  for  the 
news — will  you  partake  of  a  pipe  ? — I'll  open  the  door. 

^iid.  Not  now,  friend  Razor. 

Raz.  I've  fomething  to  tell  you — I'll  come  down. 

Sluid.  This  may  be  worth  Haying  for What  caa 

he  have  heard  ! 

Enter  Razor,  a  Pips  in  his  Mouthy  and  a  Tankard  in 
his  Hand. 

Raz.  Say,  here's  to  you,  Mailer  Quidnunc. 

^//V.  What  have  you  heard  ?  What  have  you  heard? 

Raz.  The  confumers  of  oats  are  to  meet  next  week. 

^tid.  Thofe  confumers  of  oats  have  been  meeting  any 
time  thefe  ten  years  to  my  knowledge,  and  1  never  cou'd 
find  what  they  are  about. 

Raz.  Things  an't  right,  I  fear — its  enough  to  put 
down  a  body's  fpirits [^Drinks. 

^lid.  No,  nothing  to  fear — I  can  tell  you  fome  good 
news — a  certain  great  potentate  has  not  heard  high-mafs 
the  Lord  knows  when. 

Raz.  That  puts  a  body  in  fpirits  again.  (Drinks.) 
Here,  drink,   No  v/ooden  fhoes. 

^id.  With  all  my  heart — (Drinks)  Good  liquor 
this,  Mafter  Razor,  of  a  cold  night. 

Raz.  Yes,  I  put  a  quartern  of  Britifh  brandy  in  my 
beer — whu  ! Do  you  know  what  a  rebel  my  wife  is. 

%^id.  A  rebel  ! 

Raz.  Ay,  a  rebel — I  earned  nineteen-pence  half- 
penny to-day,  and  flie  wanted  to  lay  out  all  that  great 
fum  upon  the  children— whu — but  I  bought  thofe  candles 
for  the  good  of  my  country,  to  rejoice  with,  as  a  body 

may 
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may  ftiy a  little  Virginy  for  my  pipe,  and  this  fup 

of  hot — whu— — 

^tid.  Ay,  you're  an  honcfl  man  }  and  if  e^cry  body 
iiid  like  you  and  me,  what  a  nation  we  (hou'd  be  !— 

Raz.  Ay,  very  true —  [^ShaLej  his  head. 

Sluiii.  I  can  give  you  the  Gazette  to  read. 

Kaz,  Can  you  1    a  thoufand  thanks Til  take  It 

home  to  you  when  I  have  done. — f  Dr/ni/,  andjiaggers. 

^lid.   Friend  Razor,  you  begin  to  be  a  little  in  ror't. 

Raz,   Yes,   I   have   a  whirligigg  of  a  head but  a 

body  (hou'd  get  drunk  fumetimes  for  the  good  of  one's 
countr)'. 

^id.  Well,  I  (hall  be  at  home  iniialf  an  hour!— — 
lark  ye. 

Raz.  Anan ! 

^lid.  I  have  made  a  rare  difcowery Florida  will 

be  able  to  fupply  Jamaica  with  peat  for  their  winter'* 
firing.      I  liad  it  from  a  deep  politician. 

Raz.  Ay  !  I  am  glad  the  poor  people  of  Jamaica  will 
have  Florida  peat  to  burn. [_Exeitnt, 

Scene,  The  Upholftcrer' s  Houft. 

Enter  Belmour  and  Harriet. 

H>r,r.  Mr  Belmour,  pray  Sir 1  defire,    Sir,  you'll* 

not  follow  me  from  room  to  room. 

Bel.   Indulge  me  but  a  moment. 

Har.  No,  Mr  Belmour,  I've  fecn  too  much  of  your 
temper I'm  touch'd  beyond  all  enduring  at  your  un- 
manly treatment. 

Bel.  Unmanly,  Madam. 

Har.  Unmanly,  Sir,  to  prcfum.e  upon  the  misfortune* 
of  my  family,  and  infult  me  with  the  formidable  me- 
naces that,  "  Truly  you  have  done  ;  you'll  he  no  nfore 
a  Have  to  me." — Oh  fie,  Mr  Bebwur,  I  did  not  think 
a  gentleman  capable  of  it. 

Bel.  But  you  wou't  confidcr. 

Har.  Sir,  I  wou'd  have  Mr  Belmour  undcrftand,  that 
tho'  my  father's  clrcumflances  are  embarrafs'd,  I  have 
ftill  an  uncle,  who  can,  and  will  place  me  in  a  (late  of 
affluence  ;  and  then.  Sir,  your  declarations 

B:l.  My  deareft  Harriet,  they  were  but  hafty  words ; 
let  mc  now  intreat  you  fufier  me  to  convev  vou  hence, 

far 
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far  from  your  father's  roof,  whei-e  we  may  at  length  en- 
joy that  happinefs,  of  which  we  have  long  cherifli'd  the 
lov'd  idea-^- — What  fay  you,  Harriet  ? 

Har.   I  don't  know  what  to  fay——*  my  heart's  at 
<  my  lips. — Why  don't  you  take  me  then;' 
Enter  Termagant. 

Ter.  Undone,  undone  !  1  'm  all  over  in  a  fluflration 
old  Jimini  Gomini's  coming. 

Har.  O  lud,  what  is  to  be  done  now  ? 

Ter.  The  devil  !  what  can  be  done  ?  I  have  it — 
don't  fluflrate  yourfelf — I'll  find  fome  nonfenfe  news  for 
him — away  with  you  both  Into  that  room.   Quick,  quick. 

\_Exetmt  Bel.  and  Har. 
Let  me  fee — have  I  nothing  in  my  pocket  for  the  old 
hocus  pocus  to  read  ?  Pflia  1  that's  Mr  Belmour's  letter 

to  Mifs  Han-iet 1  envelop 'd  that  fecret  for  all  pains 

to  purvent  me. — Old  Politic  muft  not  have  an  idear  of 
that  bufinefs ^^tay,  ftay,  is  there  ne'er  an  old  trum- 
pery newfpaper  ? — this  will  do — [^Puts  it  in  her  pocket.  "^ 
Now  let  the  Gazette  of  a  fellow  come  as  foon  as  lie 
will. 

Enter  Quidnunc. 

^lid.  Fie  upon  it fie  upon   it ! — all  the  cofFee- 

houfes  (hut  up Where  is  my  Salmon's  gazetter,  and 

my  map  of  the  world? — in  that  room,   I  fancy 1 

won't  fleep  till  I  know  the  geography  of  all  thefe  places. 

\_Going, 

Ter.   Sir,   Sir,   Sir! 

^id.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ter.   Here  has  been  Mr he    with  the  odd 

name. — 

*  ^lid.  Mr  D that  writes  the  pretty  verfes  up- 

*  on  all  public  occafions 

*  Ter.  Ay,  Mr  Reptile — the  fame' — He  fays  as  how 

there  are  fome  afTays  of  his  in  this  paper [Searches 

her  pockets)  and  he  defires  you  will  give  your  idear  of 
them. 

^dd.  That  I  will — let  me  fee  ! — 

Ter.  The  deuce  fetch  it — here  is  fomething  difin- 
tangles  in  my  pocket — there,  there  it  is. — [Gives  the 
paper,  and  drops  the  letter. )  Pray  amufe  it  before  you  go 
to  bed — or  had  not  you  better  go  and  read  it  in  bed — 
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^d.  No,   rU  read  here. 

TVr,  Do  fo — he'll  call  in  the  morning. — I'll  get  him 
to  bed,  I  warrant  me ;  and  then  Mifs  Harriet  may  elope 
as  fall  as  (he  will. [^Exit. 

^lij.  Hey  ! — this  is  an  old  newfpapcr,  I  fee. 
What's  this  ?  ( Takes  up  the  Utter. )  Here  may  be  fome 

news. "  To  Mifs    Harriet  Quidnunc." — Let    m« 

fee — IReaJs.'] 

*'  My  dearell  Harriet, 

"  Why  will  you  keep  me  In  a  ftatc  of  fufpence  ?  I 
**  have  given  you  every  proof  of  the  fincereft  conftancy 
**  and  love.  Surely  then,  now  that  you  fee  your  fa- 
**  ther's  obitinacy,  you  may  determine  to  confult  your 
**  own  happinefs  ;  if  you  will  penult  me  to  wait  on  you 
*'  this  evening,  I  will  convey  you  to  a  family,  who  will 
**  take  the  tendered  care  of  your  perfon,  till  you  rcfjgu 
**  it  to  the  arms  of 

*'  Your  eternal  admirer, 

«  Belmour." 

Bo,  fo,  here's  policy  dctefted — Why  Harriet,  daugh- 
ter !  Harriet ! — She  has  not  made  her  cfcape,  I  hope- 
is  o,  Madam. 

Enter  Harriet  and  Belmour. 
Hey/the  enemy  in  our  camp  ! 

ifar.  Mr  Belmour  is  no  enemy.  Sir. — 

^uid.  No !   What  does  he  lurk  In  my  hoafe  for-? 

Bel.  Sir,  my  dcfigns  are  honourable ;  you  fee,  Sir, 
I  am  above  concealing  myfelf. 

^id.  Ay,  thanks  to  Termagant,  or  I  fhou'd  have 
been  undermined  here  by  you. — 

TVr.  (Looking  in.)  What  the  devil  is  here  to  do  now? 
—I  am  all  over  In  a  quandcry. 

^iJ.  Now,  Madam,  an't  you  a  falfe  girl — an  un- 
dutiful  child  ? — But  I  can  get  Intelligence,  you  fee— 
Tcnnagant  Is  my   friend,    and  If  it  lu»d  not  been  for 

her 

Enter  Termagant. 

TVr.  Oh  my  ftars  and  garters !  here's  fuch  a  piece  of 
work — What  (hall  I  do  ? — My  poor  dear  Mifs  Harriet 
— (Cries  bitterly.) 

^lid.  What,  is  tl»ere  anymore  news?  What  has  hap- 
pen'd  now  ? 

Vol.  I.  T  r.r. 
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Ter.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  forgive  me,  my  dear  Ma'am 
—I   did   not  do  it  purpofe — I  did  not,  as  I  hope  for 
mercy  I  did  not — 

^lid.   Is  the  woman  crazy! • 

Ter.  I  did  not  intend  to  give  it  him — I  would  have 
feen  him  gibbeted  firft. — 1  found  the  letter  in  your  bed- 
chamber— I  knew  it  was  the  fame  I  delivered  to  you-- 
and  my  curiofity  did  make  me  peep  into  it.  Says  ray 
curiolity,'"  Now,  Termagant,  you  may  gratify  your- 
*'  felf  by  finding  out  the  contents  of  that  letter,  which 
**  you  have  fo  violent  an  itching  for.' — My  curiofity 

did  fay  fo and  then  I  own  my  refpeft  for  you  did 

fay  to  me,  "  Huffy,  how  dare  you  meddle  with  what 
*♦  does  not  belong  to  you  ?  Keep  your  diftance,  and  let 
**  your  miilrefs's  fecrets  alone."  And  then  upon  that, 
in  comes  my  curiofity  again,  **  Read  it,  I  tell  you, 
*'  Termagant  ;  a  woman  of  fpirit  fhould  know  every 
**  thing.^'  *'  Let  it  alone,  you  jade,"  fays  my  refpeft, 
*'  it  is  as  much  as  your  place  is  worth."  "  What  figni- 
*'  fication's  a  place  with  an  old  bankrupper?"  fays  my 
-curiofity;  "  there's  more  places  than  one;  and  fo  read  it, 

•*   I   tell   you.    Termagant." 1   did  read  it,    what 

could  I  do? — Heav'n  help   me 1  did  read  it 1 

don't  go  to  deny  it,  I  don't 1  don't 1  don'^-^  •• 

\_Crying  very  bftt}^j. 

^lid.  And  I  have  read  it  too  ;  don't  keep  fu(.h  an 
uproar,  woman 

*  Ter,  And  after  I  had  read  it,  thinks  me,   I'll  givet 

*  this  to  my  miftrefs  again,  and  her  gcremanocus  of  a 

*  father  fliall  never  fee  it And  fo,  as  my  ill  liars 

*  would  have  it,  as  I  was  giving  him  a  newfpaper,   I 

*  run  my  hand  into  the  lion's  mouth.  L^U^'^S'' 

*  Bel.   What  an  unlucky  jade  fhc  has  been.       \_/IJiJe. 
'  Har.    W^ell,    there  s  no   harm   done.    Termagant; 

*  for  I  don't  want  to  deceive  my  father. 

^lid.  *  Yes,  but  there  is  harm  done'  [Knocking.)- 
Hey,  what's  all  this  knocking Step  and  fee.  Ter- 
magant. 

Ter.  Yes,   Sir- ^Exit. 

^lid.  A  waiter  from  the  cofFee-houfe,  mayhap,  with 

fome  news You  fliali  go  to  the  round-houfe,  friend 

-^-[To  Bduiiur.)   ill  c.-UTv  you  there  myiclf ;  and  who 

knows 


THE  UPHOLSTERER.  219 

knows  but  I  may  meet  a  parliament  man  in  the  round- 
houfe  to  tell  him  fome  politics  ? 

Enter  Rovewcll. 

Rove.  But  I  fay  I  will  come  in,  my  friend  flian't  be 
murder'd  amongft  you 

Bel.  'Sdtath,   Rovewcll !  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Bn-e.  I   have  been   waiting  in  a  hackney-coach  for 
you  theft  two  hours,  and  fplit  mc  but  I  was  afraid  thty 
had  fmother'd  you  between  two  feather-beds. 
Et:ter  Termagant. 

Tsr.   More  misfortunes here  comes  the  watch. 

^lid.  The  beft  news  I  ever  heard. 
Enter  Watchman. 

^ad.  Here,  thieves,  robbery,  murder,  I  charge  'cm 
both,  take  'em  diredtly. 

IVatck.  Stand,  and  deliver  in  the  king's  name,  fcizc 
'em,  knock  'em  down 

Bfl.  Don't  frighten  tlie  lady — here's  my  fword— — 
I  furrender. 

Rove.  You  fcoundrcls Stand  off,  rafcals 

Watch.  Down  with  him — down  with  him —   S^F'g^l' 
Enter  Razor  'ujith  the  Gazette  in  his  hand 

Rjz.    What,    a   fray  at    my   Mafter  Quidnunc's — 

knock  him  down knock  him  down — 

[^Fo/ds  up  tie  Gazette^  putj  hinjelfin  a  boxing  atti- 
tude^ and  fights  'with  the  Watchmen.'\ 

^id.  That's  right,  that's  right — hold  him  fad. 

[  Watchmen  feize  Rovewell. 

Rove,  You  have  overpower 'd  me,  you  rafcals 

Ter.  I  believe  as  fure   as  any  thing,  as  how  he's  a 
highv^rman,  and  as  how  it  was  he  that  robb'd  the  mail. 

^fid.  Wh.it !  rob  the  mail  and  (top  all  the  news 

Search  him fearch  him he  may  have  the  letters 

belonging  to  the  mail  in  his  pockets  now — Ay,  here's 
one  letter — "  To  Mr  Abraham  Quidnunc." — Let's  fee 
what  it  is *•  Your  dutiful  fon,  John  Quidnunc." 

Rove.   That's  my  name,   and  Rovewell  was  but  af- 
fumed. 

^id.  What,  and  am  I  your  father  ? 

Raz.  {Looks  at  him.)  Oh   my  dear  Sir,  (Erniracet 

him  and p9ni:ders  him  all  over)  'tis  he  fure  enough 1 

T  2  remember 
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remember  the  mole  on  his  cheek 1  fliaved  his  firft 

beard. 

^lid.  Juft  retur:':cd  from  the  Weft  Indies,  I  fuppofe? 

Rove.  Yes^  Sir  ;  the  owner  of  a  rich  plantation. 

^id.  What,  by  ftudying  politics  ? 

Rove.  By   a  rich   planter's   widow ;  and  I  have  now 
fortune  enough  to  make  you  happy  in  your  old  age. 
•  Raz.  And  I  hope  I  fhall  fliave  him  again. 

Rove.  So  thou  fhalt,  honeft  Razor — In  the  mean 
time,  let  me  intreat  you  beftow  my  filler  upon  my  friend 
Belmour  here. 

^tid.  He  may  take  her  as  foon  as  he  pleafes — 'twill 
make  an  excellent  paragraph  in  the  newfpapers. 

Ter.  1  here,  Madam,   calcine  your  perfon  to  him. 

^lid.  What  are  the  Spaniards  doing  in  the  bay  of 
Honduras  ? 

Rove.  Truce  with  politics  for  the  prefent,  if  you 
pleafe,  Sir We'll  think  of  our  own  affairs  firft — be- 
fore v/e  concern  ourfclves  about  the  balance  of  power. 

Raz.  With  all  my  heart ;   I'm  rare  happy. 

Come,  Mafter  Quidnunc,  now  with  news  ha'  done, 
Blefs'd  in  your  wealth,  your  daughter  and  your  fon  ; 
May  difcord  ceafe,  faftion  no  more  be  feen, 
Be  high  and  low  for  country,  king,  and  queen. 
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ScENEj  //  Grove.     With  a  Vie'w  sfthe  river  Lethe. 

Charon  and  JEso?  difaxertd. 

Charon. 

PRITHEE,  philofopher,  what  grand  affair  is  tranf- 
aAing  upon  earth?  There  is  fomething  of  impor-- 
'ance  going  forward,  I  am  fure  ;  for  Mercury  flew  over 
the  Styx  this  morning,  without  paying   me   the  ufual 
comphments. 

JEf.   I'll  tell  thee,  Charon  :  This  is  the  anniverfary  o.f 
the  rape  of  Proferiiiac  ;  on  which  day,   for  the  futuio, 

T3  r..:.. 
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Pluto  has  permitted  her  to  demand  from  him  fomething 
for  the  benefit  of  mankind. 

Char.  I  underftand  you his  majefty's  pafHon,  by 

a  long  pofTeflion  of  the  lady,  is  abated ;  and  fo,  like  a 
mere  mortal,  he  mufl  now  flatter  her  vanity,  and  facri- 

fice  his  power,  to  atone  for  deficiences But  what 

has  our  royal  miftrefs  propofed  in  behalf  of  her  favourite 
mortals  ? 

JEf.  As  mankind,  you  know,  are  ever  complaining 
of  their  cares,  and  diffatisfied  with  their  conditions,  the 
generous  Proferpine  has  begg'd  of  Pluto,  that  they  may 
have  free  accefs  to  the  waters  of  Lethe,  as  a  fovereign 

remedy  for  their  complaints Notice  has  been  already 

given  above,  and  proclamation  made :  Mercury  is  to 
conduft  them  to  the  '^tyx,  you  are  to  ferry  'em  over  to 
Elyfium,  and  I  am  placed  here  to  diltribute  the  wa- 
ters. 

Char.  A  vei^  pretty  employment  I  fhall  have  of  it, 
truly !  If  her  majefty  has  often  thefe  whims,  I  muil  pe- 
tition the  court  either  to  build  a  bridge  over  the  river, 
or  let  me  rcfign  my  employment.  Do  their  majefties 
know  the  difference  of  weight  between  fouls  and  bodies  ? 
However,  I'll  obey  their  commands  to  the  bell  of  my 
power  ;  111  row  my  crazy  boat  over  and  meet  'em  ;  but 
many  of  them  will  be  relieved  from  their  cares  before 
they  reach  Lethe. 

JEf.   How  fo,  Charon  ? 

Ckar  Why,  I  {hall  leave  half  of  'em  in  the  Styx  j 
and  any  water  is  a  fpecific  againft  care,  provided  it  be 
taken  in  quantity. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  Away  to  your  boat,  Charon  ;  there  are  fome 
mortals  arriv'd,  and  the  fema'ci  among  'em  will  be  very 
clamorous  if  you  make  'em  wait. 

Char.  I'll  make  what  hafte  I  can,  rather  than  give 
thefe  fair  creatures  a  topic  for  converfation. 

\_Noife  nuithi/i.  Boat,  boat,  boat! 

Coming — coming Zounds,  you  are  in  a  plaguy  h.«r- 

ry,  fure  !■  No  wonder  tiiefe  mortal  folks  have  fo  many 
complaints,  when  there's  no  patience  among  'em  ;  if 
they  were  dead  now,  and  to  be  fettled  here  for  ever, 
thty'd  be  damivd  before  they'd  make  fuch  a  rout  to 

come 
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come  over---    *  But  care,  I  fuppofe,  is  thlrftjr ;  and  till 

*  they  have  drench'd  thcmfelves  with  Lethe,  there  will 

*  be  no  quiet  among  'em  :'  however,  I'll  e'en  to  work; 
and  fo,  friend  iEfop,  and  brother  Mercury,  good  bye 
to  ye.  \_Exit  Charon. 

Mf.  Now  to  my  office  of  judge  and  examiner :  in 
which,  to  the  bt-fl  of  my  knowledge,  I  will  aft  with 
impartiality  ;  for  I  will  immediately  relieve  real  objed*, 
and  only  divert  myfelf  with  pretenders. 

Mer.  ♦  Adt  as  your  wifdom  directs,  and  conformable 

*  to  your  earthly  character,  and  we  Ihall  have  few  miir- 

*  murers. 

*  Mf.  I  ftill  retain  my  former  fentiments,  never  to 

*  refule  advice  or  charity  to  thofe   that  want  either ; 

*  flattery  and  rudencfs  fhould  be  equally  avoided ;  folly 

*  and  vice  fhould  never  b<j  fpared :  and  tho'  by  afting 

*  thus,  you  may  offend  many,  yet  you  will  pleafe  the 

*  better  few  ;  and  the  approbation  of  one  virtuous  mind, 

*  is  more  valuable   than  all  the  nuify  applaufe  and  un- 

*  certain  favours  of  the  great  and  guilty.' 

Mer.  Incomparable  jEfop  !  both  men  and  gods  ai- 
mire  thee  !  Wc  mull  now  prepare  to  receive  thefe  mor- 
tals ;  and,  left  the  folcmnity  of  the  place  Ihould  ftrike 
'em  with  too  much  dread,  I'll  raife  mulic  (hail  difpcl 
their  fears,  and  embolden  them  to  approach. 

SONG. 
Ye  mortals  whom  fancies  and  troubles  perplex. 
Whom  folly  mifguidcs,  and  inrirmities  vex  ; 
Whofc  lives  hardly  know  what  it  is  to  be  bleft. 
Who  rife  without  joy,  and  lie  down  without  reft  ; 
Obey  the  glad  fummons,  to  Lethe  repair. 
Drink  deep  of  the  ftream,  and  forget  all  your  care. 
JL 
Old  maids  (hall  forget  what  they  wifh  for  in  vain, 
And  young  ones  the  rover  they  cannot  regain  ; 
The  rake  (hall  forget  how  laft  night  he  was  cloy'd, 
And  Chloe  again  be  witli  paiTion  enjoy'd  : 
Obey  then  the  fummons,  to  Lethe  repair. 
And  drink  an  oblivion  to  trouble  and  care. 

in. 

The  wife  at  one  draught  may  forget  all  her  want?, 
Qx  4rt'nch  her  fond  fool,  to  forget  her  gallants  j 

The 
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The  troubled  in  mind  fhall  go  cheerful  away^ 
And  yefterday's  wretch  be  quite  happy  to-day : 
Obey  then  the  fummons,  to  Lethe  repair, 
Drink  deep  of  the  ftream,  and  forget  all  your  care. 
Mf.  Mercury,  Charon   has  brought  over  one  mortaf 
already;  conduct  him  hither.    ££x/7  Mercury.]    Now 
for  a  large  catalogue   of  complaints,    without  the  ac- 
knowledgment of  one  fingle  vice. — '  Here  he  comes— 

*  if  one  may  guefs  at  his  cares  by  his  appearance,  he 

*  really  wants  the  afliftance  of  Lethe. 

*  Entjr  Poet. 

*  Post.  Sir,  your  humble  fer\ant — your  humble  fer- 

*  vant — your  name  is  Mfop 1  know  your  perfon  inti- 

*  mately,  though  I  never  faw  you  before  ;  and  am  well 

*  acquainted  with  you,  though  I  never  had  the  honour 

*  of  your  convcrfation. 

*  JEfop.  You  are  a  dealer  in  paradoxes,  friend. 

*  Poet.   I  am  a  dealer  in  all  parts  of  fpeech,  and  ia 

*  all  the   figures   of  rhetoric 1  am  a  poet,  Sir 

*  and  to  be  a  poet,  and   not  acquainted  with  the  great 

*  JKifop,  is  a  greater  paradox  than — L  honour  you  ex- 
'  tremely,  Sir;  you  certainly,  of  all  the  writers  of  an- 
<  tiquity,  had  the  greateft,  the  fublimeft  genius,  the— — 

*  JEf.   Hold,  friend,  I  hate  flattery. 

«  Poet.  My  own  tafte  exaftly,  I  affure  you — -Sir,  no 

*  man  loves  flattery  lefs  than  myfelf. 

*  JEf.  So  it  appears,  Sir,  by  your  being  fo  ready  ta 

*  give  it  away. 

'  Poet.  You  have  hit  It,  Mr  jEfop,  you  have  hit  it— 

*  I  have  given  it  away   indeed  :    I   did  not  receive  on* 

*  farthing  for  my  laft  dedication;  and  yet,  would  youbc-- 

*  lieve  it  ? 1  abfolutely  gave  all  the  virtues  iji  heav'n. 

*  to  one  of  the  loweft  reptiles  upon  earth. 

*  Mf.  'Tis  hard  indeed  to  do  dirty  work  for  nothing. 
<  Poet.  Ay,  Sir,  to  do  dirty  work,  and  (till  be  dirty 

*  one's  felf,  is  the  ftone  of  Syfiphus,  and  the  thirtt  of 

*  Tantalus You  Greek  writers,  indeed,  carried  your- 

*  point  by  truth  and  fimplicity — They  ,won't  do  r.t3w-a- 

*  days our  patrons  muft  be  tickled  into  generofity — 

*  You  gain'd  the  greatefl:  favours,  by  (bowing  your  own 

*  merits  5  we  can  only  gain  the  fmalkft,  by  publifhing 

» thfife 
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'  thofe  of  other  people You  flouri/h'd  by  troth,  wc 

'  ftarve  by  fiAion  ;  tempora  mutantur. 

*  Mf.  Indeed,  friend,  if  we  may  guefs  by  your  pre- 
'  fcnt  plight,  you  have  proiHtuted  your  talents  to  veiy 
'  little  purpofe. 

*  Poet.  To  very  little,  upon  my  word — but  they  fhall 

'  find  that   I   can   open  another  vein Satire  is  the 

'  fafhion,  and  fatire  they  fhall  have — Let  'em  look  to 
'  it ;  I  can  be  (harp  as  well  as  fweet — I  can  fcourge  as 
'  well  as  tickle — I  can  bite  as 

*  JEf.  You  can  do  any  thing,  no  doi.bt.  But  to  the 
'  bufinefs  of  this  vilit,  for  I  expeft  a  great  deal  of  coin- 
'  pany — what  are  your  troubles.   Sir? 

*  Hoet.  Why,  Mr  iEfop,  I  am  troubled  with  an  odd 
kind  of  diforder — 1  have  a  fort  of  a  whilUing — a  fing- 
ing — a  whizzing,  as  it  were,  in  my  head,  which  I 
cannot  get  rid  of 

*  Mf.  Our  \vater8  give  no  relief  to  bodily  diforders  ; 
they  only  afFeft  the  memory. 

*  Poet.   From  whence  all  my  diforders  proceed 

I'll  tell  you  my  cafe.  Sir Youmufl  know,  1  wrote 

a  play  fome  time  ago;  prefented  a  dedication  of  it  to 
a  certain  young  nobleman — He  approv'd  and  accepted 
of  it ;  but  before  I  could  taile   his  bounty,  my  piece 

was  unfortunately  damn'd. 1  Icil  my  benefit :   nor 

could  I  have  recourfc  to  my  patron  ;  for  I  was. told  that 
his  loi-dlhip  play'd  the  bcil  catcall  the  firtl  niglit,  and 
was  the  merrieft  pcrfon  in  the  whole  audience. 

*  JEf.  Pray,  what  do  you  call  damning  a  play  ? 

*  Poet.  You  cannot  poflibly  be  ignorant  what  it  is  to 
be  damn'd,  Mr  jEfop  ? 

*  JEf  Indeed  lam,   tir We  had   no  fuch  thiii^ 

among  the  Greeks 

*  Poet.  No,  Sir! — No  wonder  then  that  you  Greeks 

were  fuch  fine  writers It  is  impoflible  to  be  defcri- 

bed,  or  truly  felt,  but  by   the  author  himfelf If 

you  could  but  get  a  leave  of  abfcnce  from  this  world 
for  a  few  hours,  you  might  perhaps  have  an  opportu- 
nity of  feeing  it  youifelf There  is  a  fort  of  a  new 

piece  comes  upon  our  ftage  this  very  night,  and  I  am 
pretty  fure  it  will  meet  with  its  deferts;  at  Icaft  it  fhall 

«  not 
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*  not  want  my  helping  hand,  rather  than  you  fliould  he 

*  difappointed  of  fatisfying  your  curiofity. 

-    *  Mf.   You  are  vcit^  obUging,  Sir — But  to  your  own 

*  misfortunes,  if  you  pleafc. 

*  Pod.  Envy,  mahce,  and  party,  deflroy'd  me — You 

*  muft  know,   Sir,   I  was  a  great   damner  myfelf  before 

*  I  was  damn'd So   the  frolics  of  my   youth  were 

*  return'd  to  me  with   double  intereft  from  my  brother 

*  authors But  to  fay  the  truth,  my  peiformance  was- 

*  terribly  handled  before  it  appear'd  in  public. 

*  JF.f.   How  fo,  pray  ? 

*  Poet.  Why,   Sir,    fome  fqueamifh   friends  of  mine 

*  prun'd  it  of  all  the  badwy  and  immorality  ;  the  aftors 

*  did  not  fpeak  a  line  of  the  fenfe  or  fentlment ;  and  the 
.•  manager  (who  writes  himfelf)  ftruck  out  all  the  wit 

*  and  humour,  in  order  to  lower  my  performance  to  a 

*  level  with  his  own. 

*  I£.f  Now,  Sir,   I  am  acquainted  with  your  cafe, 

*  what  have  you  to  propofe  ? 

*  Poet.  Notwithftanding  the  fuccefs  of  my  firft  play, 
«  I  am  ftrongly  perfuaded,  that  my  next   may  defy  the 

*  feverity  of  critics,  the  fneer  of  wits,  and  the  malice  of 
,  authors 

*  Mf  What !  have  you  been  hardy  enough  to  attempt 

*  another  ? 

*  Poet,  I  muft  eat.  Sir — I  muft  live but  when  I 

*  fit  down  to   write,  and  am  glowing  with  the  heat  of 

*  my  imagination,  then — this  damn'd  whiftling or 

*  whizzing  in  my  head,  that  I  told  you  of,  fo  diforders 

*  me,  that  I  grow  giddy — In  (hort.  Sir,  1  am  haunted, 

*  as  it  were,  with  the   ghoft  of  my  deceas'd  play ;  and 

*  its  dying  groans  are  for  ever  in  my  ears Now,  Sir, 

*  if  you  will  give  me  but  a  draught  of  Lethe,  to  forget 

*  this  unfortunate  performance,  it  will  be  of  more  real 

*  fervice  to  me  than  all  the  waters  of  Helicon. 

*  JE.f.  1  doubt,  friend,  you  cannot  poflibly  write  bet-' 

*  ter,  by  merely  forgetting  that  you  have  written  before  : 

*  befides,  if,    when  you  drink  to  the  forgetfulnefs  of 

*  your  own  works,  you  fhould  unluckily  forget  thofe  of 

*  other  people  too,  your  next  piece  will  certainly  be  the 

*  worfe  fur  it. 

*  Poet, 
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•■  Po^.  You  are  certainly  in  the  right What  thea 

*  would  you  advifc  rre  to  ! 

*  Mf.  Suppofe  you  could  prevail  upon  the  audience 

*  to  drink  the  water  ;  their  forgetting  your  former  work 
♦might  be  of  no  fmall  advantage  to  your  future  pro- 

*  diiclions. 

*  Po<t.  Ah,  Sir !   if  I  could  but  do  that — ^but  I  am 

*  afraid — Lethe  will  never  go  down  with  the  audience. 

*  JE/.  Well,  fince  you  are  bent  upon  it,   I  fhall  in- 

*  dulge  you If  you  pleafe  to  walk  in  that  grove» 

*  (which  will  afford  you  many  fubjeds  for  your  poeti- 

*  cal  contemplation),  till  I  have  examined  the  reft,  I, 
'  will  difmifs  you  in  your  turn. 

*  Poet.  And   I   in   return.    Sir,    will  let   the  world 

*  know,  in  a  preface  to  my  next  piece,  that  your  po- 

*  litcnefs  is  equal  to  your  fagacity,  and  that  you  arc  as 

*  much  the  fine  gentleman  as  the  philofopher. 

♦  [£a,/7  Poet. 

*  Mf.  Oh,  your  fervant.  Sir* In  the  name  of  mi- 

fcry  and  mortality,  what  have  we  here  ! 

jEnter  an  Old  Man,  fuf>f>orled  by  a  Servant. 

01  Man.  Oh  la  I   t)h,  hlefs  me  !    I  fhall  never  recover 

the  fatigue Ha  !   what  arc  you,  friend?  are  you  the 

famous  ^fop :  And  are  you  fo  kind,  fo  veiy  got>d,  to 
give  people  the  water  of  forgetfuluefs  for  nothing  ? 

JEf.  I  am  that  perfon,  Sir  :  b»it  you  feem  to  have  no 
need  of  my  waters ;  for  you  rauil  have  already  outliv'd 
your  memoiy. 

0.  Man.  My  memory  is  indeed  impair'd,  it  is  not  fo 
good  as  it  was ;  but  Hill  it  is  better  than  I  wiih  it,  at 
kail  in  regard  to  one  circiunllaiice  :  there  is  one  thing, 
which  fits  very  heavy  at  my  heart,  and  which  I  would 
willingly  forget. 

JEf.  Wiut  is  it,  pray  ? 

0.  Man.  Oh  la  ! oh  ! — I  am  horribly  fatigued— 

I  am  an  old  man,  Sir,  turn'd  of  ninety We  arc  all 

mortal,  you  know  ;  fo  I  would  fain  forget,  if  you  plcafe^r 
■ that  I  am  to  die. 

JEf.  My  good  friend,  you  have  miftaken  the  virtue- 
of  the  waters :  they  can  caufe  you  to  forget  only  what 
is  paft  ;  but  if  this  was  in  their  power,  yoo  would  furely 
h}i  yo'jr  owa  eucmy,  ia  ddking  to  forget  what  ought 

to 
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to  be  the  only  comfort  of  one  fo  poor  and  wretched  as 
you  feem.  What,  I  fuppofe  how  you  have  left  fome 
dear  loving  wife  behind,  that  you  can't  bear  to  think  of 
parting  with  ? 

0.  Man.  No,  no,  no  !  I  have  buried  my  wife,  and 
forgot  her  long  ago. 

JEf.  What,  have  you  children  then,  whom  you  are 
unwilling  to  leave  behind  you  ? 

0-  Man.  No,  no,  no ;  I  have  no  children  at  prefent 
— — hugh 1  don't  know  what  I  may  have. 

JEf.  Is  there  any  relation  or  friend,  the  lofs  of 
whom 

0.  Man.  No,  no  :  I  have  outlived  all  my  relations ; 
and  as  for  friends — I  have  none  to  lofe 

JEf.  What  can  be  the  reafon  then,  that,  in  all  this 
apparent  mifery,  you  are  fo  afraid  of  death,  which  would' 
be  your  only  cure  ? 

0.  Man.  Oh  Lord  ! T  have  one  friend,  and  a  true 

friend  indeed,  the  only  friend  in  whom  a  wife  man  pla- 
ces any   confidence 1  have get  a  little  farther 

©fF,  John — \Scrvant  retires'^ — I  have,  to  fay  the  truth, 

a  little  money It  is  that  indeed  which  caufes  all  my 

uneafinefs. 

£f.  Thou  never  fpok'ft  a  truer  word  in  thy  life,  old 
gentleman — \_/^fide.'] — But  I  can  cure  you  of  your  un- 
eafinefs immediately. 

0.  Man.  Shall  I  forget  then  that  I  am  to  die,  and' 
leave  my  money  behind  me  ? 

JEf.  No r-but  you  fhall  forget  that  you  have  it — 

which  will  do  altogether  as  well rOne  large  draught 

of  Lethe,  to  the  forgetfulnefs  of  your  money,  will  re- 
ftore  you  to  perfeft  eafe  of  mind  ;  and  as  for  your  bo- 
dily pains,   no  water  can  relieve  them. 

0.  Man.    What  does  he  fay,    John — eh  ? 1  am 

hard  of  hearing. 

yohn.  He  advifes  your  woi-fhip  to  drink  to  forget 
your  money. 

0.  Man.  What! — what! will  his   drink  get  mc 

money,  does  he  fay  ? 

JEf.  No,  Sir,  the  waters  are  of  a  wholfomer  nature  ; 
—for  they'll  teach  you  to  forget  your  money. 

0.  Man.  Will  they  fo  ? Come,  come,  John,  we 

arc 
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ar<  got  to  the  wrong  place The  poor  old  fool  here 

docs  not  know  what  he  fays Let  us  go  back  again, 

John I'll  drink  none  of  your  waters;  not  I — For- 
get my  money  !     Come  along,  John.  ^Exeunt* 

Mf  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  -wretch  !  If  thefc  are  the 
cares  of  mortals,  the  waters  of  oblivion  cannot  cure 
ihem. 

Re- enter  Old  Man  </;;</ Servant. 

0.  Man.  Look  ye.  Sir,  I  are  come  a  great  way,  and 
am  loth  to  rcfufe  favours  that  coil  nothing — fo  I  don't 
care  if  I  drink  a  little  of  your  waters Let  me  fee- 
ay —  I'll  drink  to  forget  how  I  got  my  money — and  my 
fiervant  there,  he  Hiall  drink  a  little,  to  forget  that  I 
have  any  money  at  all — And,  d'ye  hear,  John, — take 
a  hearty  draught.  If  my  money  mull  be  forgot,  why 
e'en  let  him  forget  it. 

JEf.  Well,  friend,  it  fhall  be  as  you  wonM  have  it — 
You'll  find  a  feat  in  that  grove  yonder,  where  you  may 
jeft  yourfelf  till  the  waters  are  diilributcd. 

0.  Matt.  I  hope  it  won't  be  long.  Sir ;  for  thieves 
are  bufy  now — and  I  have  an  iron  chcft  in  the  other 
world,  that  I  Hiou'd  be  forry  any  one  pecp'd  into  but 
rayfelf So  pray  be  quick,  Sir.  [£x.'a/f/. 

Mf.   Patience,  patience,  old  gentleman Bat  here 

comes  fometliing  tripping  this  way,  that  fccms  to  be 
neither  man  nor  woman,  and  yet  an  odd  mixture  of 
both. 

Enter  a  Fine  Gentleman. 

F.  Gffit.  Harkee,  old  friend,  do  you  {land  drawer 
here? 

£f.  Drawer,  young  fop  !  Do  you  know  where  yo« 
are,  and  whom  you  talk  to  ? 

F.  Grit.  Not  I,  dem  me !  But  'tis  2  rule  with  me, 
wherever  I  am,  or  whofoevcr  I  am  with,  to  be  alway* 
eafy  and  familiar. 

jE/.  Then  let  me  advife  you,  young  gentleman,  to 
drink  the  wattrs,  and  forget  that  cafe  and  familiarity. 

F.  Gent.  Why  fo,  daddy  ?  would  you  not  have  me 
Well-bred  ? 

./E/T  Yes ;  but  you  may  not  always  meet  with  people 
fo  polite  as  yourfelf,  or  fo  pafllve  as  I  am  ;  and  if  what 
you  call  breeding  (hou'd  be  coaftru'd  impertiaence>  you 

Vol,  I.  U  may 
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may  have  a  return  of  familiarity  may  make  you  repent 
your  education  as  long  as  you  live. 

F.  Gf7:t.  Well  faid,  old  dry  beard  !  egad  you  have  a. 
fmattering  of  an  odd  kind  of  a  fort  of  a  humour :  but, 
come,  come,  prithee  give  me  a  glafs  of  your  waters,  and 
keep  your  advice  to  yourfelf. 

JEf.  I  mull  firfl;  be  informed.  Sir,  for  what  purpofe 
you  drink  'em. 

F.  Gent.  You  muft  know,  philofopher,  I  want  to 
forget  two  qualities my  niodefly  and  mj  good  nature. 

JEf.  Your  modefty  and  good-nature  1 

F.  Gent.  Yes,  Sir — I  have  fuch  a  confummate  mo- 
defty, that  when  a  fine  woman  (which  is  often  the  cafe) 
yields  to  my  addrefTes,  egad  I  run  away  from  her ;  and 
I  am  fo  very  good-natured,  that  when  a  man  affronts 
me,  egad  I  run  away  too. 

JEf.  As  for  your  modefty.  Sir,  I  am  afraid  you  are 
come  to  the  wrong  waters  ; — and  if  you  would  take  a 
large  cup  to  the  forgctfulnefs  of  your  fears,  your  good- 
nature, I  believe,  will  trouble  you  no  more. 

F.  Gent.  And  this  is  your  advice,  my  dear,  eh  ? 
.    JEf.  My  advice.  Sir,  would  go  a  great  deal  farther — 
I  fliould  advife  you  to  drink  to  the  forgctfulnefs  of  every 
thing  you  know. 

F.^Gent.  The  devil  you  would!  then  I  fhou'd  have 
travell'd  to  a  fine  purpofe,  truly :  You  don't  imagine, 
perjiaps,  that  I  have  been  three  years  abroad,  and  have 
made  the  tour  of  Europe  ? 

-  JEf.  Yes,  Sir,  1  gucfs'd  you  had  travell'd,  by  your 
drcfs  and  converfation  :  But  pray  (with  fubmifiion) 
what  valuable  improvements  have  you  made  in  thefe 
travels  ? 

*  F.  Gent.  Sir,  I  learnt  drinking  in  Germany ;  mufic 
and  painting  in  Italy  ;  d?jicing,  gaming,  and  feme  other 
amufements,  at  Paris;  and  in  Holland  -  faith  rrothing 
at  all.  I  brought  over  with  me  the  beft  colleftion  of 
Venetian  ballads,  two  eunuchs,  a  French  dancer,  and  a 
monicey,  with  tooth-picks,  pictures,  and  burlettas — In 
fiiort,  1  have  fivim'd  the  cream  of  every  nation,  and 
have  the  confolation  to  declare,  I  never  was  in  any 
country  in  my  life,  but  I  had  tafte  cnop.gh  thoroughly 
,to  defpife  my  own.  *■. 

JEf 
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Mf.  Ycnir  country  is  greatly  oblig'd  to  you — But  '\i^ 
you  are  fettkd  in  it  now,  how  can  your  taile  and  deli- 
cacy endure  it  ? 

F.  Gent.  Faith,  my  cxiftence  is  merely  fupported  by 
amufements  :  I  drefs,  vilit,  ftudy  tafte,  and  write  fon- 
nets  ;  by  birth,  travel,  education,  and  natural  abilities, 
I  am  intitled  to  lead  the  fafliion  ;  I  am  pruicipal  con- 
noiffeur  at  all  au<ftions,  chief  arbiter  at  aflemblies,  pro- 
fefTed  critic  at  the  theatres,  and  a  fine  gentleman — every 
where 

JF.f.  Critic,  Sir!  pray,  what's  that? 

F.  Gent.  The  delight  of  the  ingenious,  the  terror  of 
poets,  the  fcourge  of  players,  and  the  averfion  of  the 
viilgar. 

lEf.  Pray,  Sir,  (for  I  fancy  your  life  muft  be  fome- 
what  particular),  how  do  you  pafs  your  time  ?  the  day, 
for  inilancc  ? 

F.  Geat.  I  lie  in  bed  all  day,  Sir. 

£,f.   How  do  you  fpcnd  your  evenings  then  ? 

F-  Gent  I  drefs  in  the  evening,  and  go  generally  be- 
hind the  fcencs  of  both  playhoufcs ;  not,  you  may  ima- 
gine, to  be  diverted  with  the  play,  but  to  intrigue,  and 

Ihow  myfelf. rl  (land  upon  the  ttage,  talk  loud,  and 

ftare  about — which  confounds  the  aCtors,  and  diilurbs 
the  audience  :  upon  which  the  galleries,  who  hate  the 
appearance  of  one  of  us,  begin  to  hi fst  and  cry  off,  off; 
while  I,  undaunted,  ttamp  my  foot  fo— loll  with  my 
H-ioulder  thus — take  fnufF  with  my  right  hand,  and  fmil^ 
fcornfully — thus — Tin's  exafperates  the  favagcs,  and 
they  attack  us  with  volleys  of  luck'd  oranges  and  half- 
eaten  pippcns - 

Mf.  And  you  retire  I 

jf.  Gent.  Without  doubt,  if  T  am  fober — for  orange 
will  ilain  filk,  and  an  apple  may  disfigure  a  feature.      .  • 

A\f.  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  for  all  this,  that  you  are  obligVli 
to  your  own  imagination  for  more  than  three-fourths  of 
your  importance. 

F.  Gent.  Damn  the  old  prig,  I'll  bully  him.   {^/fjlde.'] 

Lookee,  old  philofopher,  I  find   you   have  pafs'd  you* 

ime  fo  long  in  gloom  and  ignorance  below  here,  that 

our  notions  above-ftairs  are  too  refined  for  you  ;  fo,.a3 

we  arc  not  likely  to  agree,  I  ftiall  cut  matters  very  (hort 

U  2  with 
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■  with  yon Bottle  me  off  the  -waters  I  want,  or  you 

fhall  be  convinc'd  that  I  have  courage,  in  the  drawing 

of  a  cork Difpatch  me   inllantly,  or   1   fhall   make 

bold  to  throw  you  into  the  river,  and  help  myfelf— — 
What  fay  you  to  that  now,  eh  ? 

Mf.  Very  civil  and  concife  !  I  have  no  great  inch'-, 
nation  to  put  your  manhood  to  the  trial ;  fo  if  you  will 
be  pleas'd  to  walk  in  the  grove  there  'till  I  have  exami- 
ned fome  I  fee  coming,  we'll  compromifc  the  affair  be- 
tween us. 

F.  Gent.  Your's,  as  you  behave — au  revoir  ! 

\_Exit  Fine  Gent. 
Enter  Mr  Bowman  [hajti/y.) 

B'oiv.  Is  your  name  jEfop  ? 

JEf.  It  is,  Sir Your  commands  with  me  ? 

Bofw.  My  Lord  Chalkflone,  to  whom  I  have  the  ho- 
nour to  be  a  friend  and  companion,  has  fent  me  before, 
to  know  if  you  are  at  leifure  to  receive  his  Lordfhip. 

^f.  I  am  placed  here  on  purpofe  to  receive  every 
mortal  that  attends  our  fummons — 

Bo<w,  My  lord  is  not  of  the  common  race  of  nwrtals, 
I  alfure  you  ;  and  you  mult  look  upon  this  vifit  as  a 
particiJar  honour;  for  he  is  fo  much  afflidlcd  with  the 
gout  and  rbeiimatifm,  that  we  had  much  ado  to  get  him 
acrofs  the  river. 

,  Mf.  His  lordfhip  has  certainly  fome  preflling  occafion 
for  the  waters,  that  he  endures  fuch  inconveniences  to 
get  at  them. 

B'j'w.  No  occafion  at  all -His  legs  indeed  fail  him 

a  little,  but  his  heart  is  as  found  as  ever — Nothing  can 
hurt  his  fpirits  ;  ill  or  well,  his  lordOiip  is  always  the 
befl  company,  and  the  merrieft  in  his  family. 
.  yEyC  I  have  very  little  time  for  mirth  and  good  com- 
pany ;  but  I'll  lelTen  the  fatigue  of  his  journey,  and 
meet  liim  half  way. 

Bovi.  His  lordfhip  is  here  already There's  a  fpirit, 

Mr  jEfop  ! — there's  a  great  man  ! — See  how  fuperiorhc 
i«  to  his  infirmities  :  fuch  a  foul  ought  to  have  a  better 
Ifcody. 

Enter  Mercury  •vjith  Lord  Chalkflone. 

L»  Chalk.  Not  fo  fall,  monfieur  Mercurj^ — you  are  a 

little 


LETHE:  z^y 

Httle  tdo  nimble  for  me.     Well,    Bowman,  have  you 
found  the  philofophcr  ? 

Bsw.  i  nis  is  he,  my  lord,  and  ready  to  receive  your 
commands. 

Z.  Chalk.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  There  he  is  profefto  !— . 
toujour s  le  nieme  ! — [^Looking  at  him  through  a  glafi.'\ — • 
I  fhould  have  known  him  at  a  mile's  dxilance — a  moft 
noble  perfonage  indeed  ! — and  truly  Greek  from  top  to. 

toe. Moll  venerable  iEfop,  I  am,  in  this  world  and- 

the  other,  above  and  below,  your's  moft  fmcercly. 

JEf.  I  am  your's,  my  lord,  as  fincertly ;  and  I  wifH 
it  was  in  my  power  to  relieve  your  misfortune. 

L,  Chalk.  Misfortune  ! — what   misfortune  ? 1  am 

neither  a  porter  nor  a  chairman,  Mr  iEfop My  leg* 

can  bear  my  body  to  my  friends  and  my  bottle  :   I  want 

no  moi-e  with  them  ;  the  gout  is  welcome  to  the  rcll 

eh.  Bowman  ? 

Boiv.  Your  lordfbip  is  in  fine  fpirits^ 

JEf.  Does  not  your  Lordihip  go  through  a  great  deal 
of  pain  ? 

L.  Chalk.  Pain  ?  Ay,  and  pleafure  too — eh.  Bow- 
man ? — When  I'm  in  pain,  1  curfe  and  fwear  it  away 
again  ;  and  the  moment  it  is  gone,  I  lofe  no  tin>e  ;  1 
drink  the  fame  wines,  eat  the  fame  diJhes,  keep  the  fam^ 
hours,  the  fame  company  ;  and  notwithftanding  the  gra- 
vity of  my  wile  doiStors,  I  would  not  abllain  from  French 
wines  and  French  cookery,  to  fave  the  fouls  and  bodies 
of  the  whole  college  of  phyficians. 

jEf.  My  lord  has  fine  fpirits  indeed  !      [To  Bowman. 

L.  Chalk.  Yoii  don't  imagine,  pliilofopher,  that.  I 
liave  hobbled  here  with  a  bundle  of  complaints  at  my 
back.  My  legs,  indeed,  are  fomcthing  the  worfe  for 
wear :  but  your  waters,  I  fuppofe,  cannot  change  or 
niake  'em  better ;  for  if  they  could,  you  certainly  would 
l^avo  tried  the  virtues  of  'em  upon  your  own — eh,  Bow-  - 
man  ^  ha,  lia,  ha  ! 

Boiv.   Bravo,  my  lord,  bravo ! 

JEf.  My  impel fedlions  are  from  head  to  foot,  as  well. 
as  your  lordfhip's.  , 

L.  Chalk.  1  beg  your  pardon  there.  Sir :  though  my 
body's  impair'd — my   head  is  as  good  as  ever  it  wasj; 

aad  as  a  proof  of  this,  I'll  lay  you  %  hundred  guineas 

U3  ^f'- 
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/Ef.  Doe«  your  Icwd/hip  propofe  a  wager  as  a  proof 
©f  the  goodnefs  of  your  head  \ 

L.  Chalk.  And  why  not  ? Wagers  are  now-a-days 

the  only  proofs  and  arguments  that  are  made  ufe  of  by 
people  of  fafhion.  All  difputcs  about  politics,  operas, 
trade,  gaming,  horfe-!"acing,  or  religion,  are  determi- 
ned now  hy  Jix  to  four.,  and  t'wo  to  one  ;  and  perfons  of 
quality  are  by  this  method  moft  agreeably  releas'd  from 
the  hardlhip  of  thinking  or  reafoning  upon  any  fubje<St. 

Mj.  Very  conTenient  truly! 

Z.  Chalk.  Convenient !  aye,  and  moral  too This 

invention  of  betting,  unknown  to  you  Greeks,  among 
many  other  virtues,  prevents  bloodfhed,  and  preferves 
family -afFeftions 

Mf.  Prevents  bloodflied ! 

L.  Chalk.  I'll  tell  ye  how — ^When  gentlemen  quar- 
relled heretofore,  what  did  they  do  ? they  drew  their 

fwords 1  have  been  run  through  the   body  myfelf ; 

fcut  no  matter  for  that — What  do  they  do  now  ? — they 
diaw  their  purfes — before  the  lie  can  be  given,  a  wager 
is  laid  ;  and  fo,  inftead  of  refenting,  we  pocket  our  af- 
fronts. 

jEf.  Moil  cafuiftically  argued  indeed,  my  Lord  ;  but 
how  can  it  prcferve  family-afreftions^? 

L.  Chalk.   I'll  tell  you  that  too An  ol4  woman 

you'll  allow,  Mr  ^fop,  at  all  times  to  be  but  a  bad 
thing What  fay  you,  Bov/man  ? 

Bonx).   A  very  bad  thing  indeed,  my  lord. 

L.  Chalk.  Ergo,  an  old  woman,  with  a  good  confti- 
tution,  and  a  damn'd  large  jointure  upon  your  cftate,  is 

tlie  devil My  mother  was  the  very  thing — and  yet 

from  the  moment  I  pitted  her,  I  never  once  wifh'd  her 
dead,  but  was  really  uueafy  when  (he  tumbled  down 
ftairs,  and  did  not  fpeak  a  fingle  word  for  a  whole  fort- 
night. 

JEf  Affedionate  indeed  ! — Butwhat  docs  your  lorvd-- 
Siip  mean  by  pitted  her  ? 

/..  Chalk.  'Tis  a  term  of  ours  upon  thcfe  occafiona— 
I  back'd  Iver  life  againll  two  old  countefles,  an  aunt  of 
Sir  HaiTy  Rattle's  that  was  troubled  with  an  afthma, 
my  fat  landlady  at  Salt-hill,  and  the  madwoman  at; 
Tunbridge,  at  fi.v€  hundred  eacli/^r  annum,  i  She  out- 

Iw'd 
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liv'd  '«m  all  but  the  laft  ;  by  which  means  I  hedg'd  off 
a  damn'd  jointurt,  made  her  life  an  advantage  to  me, 
and  (o  continued  my  filial  affections  to  her  lail  moments. 

JEf.  I  am  fully  fatiified — and  in  return,  your  Liord- 
fhip  may  command  me. 

Z.    Chalk.   None  of  your  wateri  for  mt;    damn  Vaa 

all ;  I  never  drink  any  but  at  Bath 1  came  merely 

for  a  little  converfatioa  with  you,  and  to  fee  your  Ely- 
lian  fields  here — \_Looking  about  through  hit  glafi'\  uhicb 
by  the  bye,   Mr  iiLfop,  arc  laid  out  moft  detellably — 

No  tafte,  no  fancy  in  the  whole  world  ! Your  river 

there — what  d'ye  call • 

JEf.  Styx 

/..  Chaik.  Ay,  Styx — Why,  'tis  as  ftralt   as  Eeet- 

ditch You  (hould  have  given  it  a  ferpentinc  fwcep, 

and  floped  the  banks  of  it —  The  place,  indeed,  has  very 
fine  capabilities  ;  but  you  fhould  clear  the  wood  to  the 
left,  and  clump  the  trees  upon  the  right.  In  (hort,  the 
wlK>le  wants  variety,  extent,  contrait,  and  inequality — 
\_Going  toivardi  the  Orchejira,  J}<,{>s  fuddenly,  and  looks 
tn*g  thf  Pil.']  Upon  my  vrord,  here's  a  very  fine  hah- 
hah  !  and  a  moll  curious  collection  of  cver-greens  and 
fiow'ring  fhnilw 

JEf.  We  let  nature  take  her  courfe  ;  our  chief  enter- 
tainment is  contemplation,  which  I  fuppofc  is  not  al- 
lowed to  interrupt  your  loidfhip'splcafurcs. 

L.  Chalk.  I  b^  your  pardon  there No  man  ha« 

ever  ftudied  or  drank  haider  than  I  have — except  my 
chaplain ;  and  I'll  match  my  library  and  cellar  againft 
any  nobleman's  in  Chriilendom — Shan't  1,  Bowman, 
eh?— 

Bonv.  That  you  may  indeed,  my  lord  ;  and  I'll  g^ 
yoiur  lordfhip's  halves,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

^•E/T  If  your  lordiliip  would  apply  more  to  tlie  firfl* 
and  drink  our  waters  to  forget  the  lafl 

/,.  Chalk.  What,  Tclinquifh  my  bottle !  Wliat  the 
devil  (hall  I  do  to  kill  time  then  ? 

JEf.  Has  your  lordlhip  no  wife  or  children  to  enter- 
tain you  ? 

L.  Chalk.  Children  !  not  I,  faith — My  wife  has,  for 
ought  I  know — I  have  not  fccn  her  tbcfe  fcvcn  years — 

Mf  You  fur^rifc  me  I 
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L.  Chalk.  'Tis  the  way  of  the  world,  for  all  that'— 
I  married  for  a  fortune  ;  fhe  for  a  title.  When  we  both 
liad  got  what  we  wanted,  the  fooner  we  parted  the  bet- 
ter  We  did  fo  ;  and  are  now  waiting  for  the  happy 

moment,  that  will  give  to  one  of  us  the  liberty  of  play-- 
ing  the  fame  farce  over  again — Eh,   Bowman  ! 

Bonu.  Good,  good !  you  have  puzzled  the  phllofo- 
phcr. 

JEJ.  The  Greeks  efteem'd  matrimonial  happinefs  their 
fumniuDi  banuni. 

L.  Chalk.  More  fools  they !   'tis  not  the   only  thing 

they   were  miftaken  in My  brother  Dick,  indeed, 

married  for  love  ;  and  he  and  his  wife  have  been  fatten- 
ing thefe  five  and  twenty  years  upon  their  fummum  bo- 

num,    as  you  call  it !  hey   have  had  a  dozen  and. 

half  of  children,  and  may  have  half-a-dozen  more,  if  an 
apoplexy  don't  Hep  in  and  interrupt  \\\t\r  fiaimiuf/i  bo- 
num Eh,   Bowman  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Boix).  Your  lordfhip  never  faid  a  better  thing  in  your 
life. 

L,  Chalk.  'Tis  lucky  for  the  nation,  to  be  fure,  that 
there  are  people  who  breed,  and  are  fond  of  one  ano- 
thci" — One  man  of  elegant  notions  Is  fufficient  In  a  fa- 
mily ;  for  which  reafon  I  have  bred  up  Dick's  eldell 
fon  myfelf;  and  a  fine  gentleman  he  is — is  not  he,  Bow 
man  ? 

B'j'-co..  A  very  fine  gentleman  indeed,  ray  lord. 

L.  Chalk.  And  as  fo'r  the  reft  of  the  litter,  they  may 
fondle  and  fatten  upon  fummutn  bonum,  as  their  loving 
parents  have  done  before  'em. 

Bo^.  Look  there,  my  lord — I'll  be  hang'd  if  that  is 
not  your  lordfhip's  neplievv  in  the  grove.    _ 

Mf.  1  dare  fwear  it  is.  He  has  been  here  juft  now, 
2nd  has  entertained  me  with  his  elegant  notions.  ■ 

L.  Chalk,  Let  us  go  to  him  :  I'll  lay  '^ly.  to  four  that 
he  has  been  gallanting  with  feme  of  the  beauties  of  anti- 
quity— Helen  or  Cleopatra,  I  warrant  you — Egad,  let 
Lucretia  take  care  of  herfclf;  ftie'U  catch  a  Tarquin,  I 
can  tell  her  that — He   is  his  uncle's  own  nephew,  ha, 

•ha,  ha  ! Egad,   I  find  myfelf  in  fpirlts  ;   I'll  go  and 

coquet  a  little  *myfelf  with  them — Bowman,  lend  me 
your  arraj    and  you,  William, .  hold  me  up  a  little — 

QVil^ 
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fWilliam  treadt  upon  his  toes.'] — Ho — damn  the  fellow, 
he  always  treads  upon  my  toes — Eugh — I  (han't  be  able 

to  gallant  it  this  half  hour Well,  dear  philofopher, 

— difpofc  of  your  water  to  thofc  that  want  it — There 
is  no  one  aftion  of  my  life,  or  qualification  of  my  miTid 
and  body,  that  is  a  burden  to  me  :  and  there  is  nothing 
in  yoar  world,  or  in  ours,  I  have  to  wi{h  for,  unlefs 
that  ywi  could  rid  me  of  my  wife,  and  furnifii  me  with 
a  better  pair  of  legs — Lh,  Bowman  ? — Come  along,  come 
along. 

ijtfotf.  Game  to  the  lafl,  my  lord. 

\_Exeavt  Lord  Chalk,  itnd  Bowman. 

Ef.   How  flattering  ig  folly  !      His  lordiTiip  here,  fup- 
-orted  only  by  vanity,  vivacity,  and  his  fnend  Mr  Bow- 
an,  can  fancy  himfelf  the  wifcft,  and  it>  the  happieftof 
mortals. 

'  Efiter  Mr  and  Mn  Tatoo. 

*  Mrt  Tat.  Why  don't  you  come  along,  Mr  Tatoo  i 
'  what  the  deuce  are  you  afraid  of  ? 

*  .f/.  Don't  be  angry,  young  lady ;  the  gentleman 

*  is  your  hufband,   I  fuppofe. 

*  Airs  Tat.  How  do  you  krK>w  tliat,  eh  ?  Wliat, 
'  yoa  aii't  all  cofijurers  in  this  world,  are  yon  ? 

*  ^i^.f.  Yonr  bdiavwur  to  him  is  a  fufficient  proof  of 
'  his  Condition,  witliout  the  gift  of  conjuration. 

*  Mrt  Tat.    Why,   I  was   as   free  with  him  before 

*  marriage  as  I  am  xuyN  ;   I  never  in'as  coy  or  pmdilh  io 

*  my  life. 

*  .^./.  I  believe  ymi.  Madam  ;  pray,  how  long  have 
'  you  been  mairied  ?  Yoa  feem  to  be  very  young, 
'  lady. 

'  Mrs  Tat.  I  am  old  enough  for  a  hu/band,  and  have 

*  been  married  long  enough  to  be  tired  of  one. 

*  .ff.   How  long,  pray  I 

*  Air  J  Tat.  Why,  alx)ve  three  months  :  I  married  Mr 

*  Tatoo  without  my  guardian's  confent. 

*  .fX   if  you  married  him  with  your  own  confent,   I 

*  think  you  might  contiauc  yourafFc6lion  a  little  longer. 

*  Mn  Tat.  What  figiiifies  what  you  think,  if  I  don't 

*  think  fo  ? We  arc  quite  tired  of  oiie  another,   and 

'  are  come  to  diink  fome  of  your  Le —  Lethaly 

«Le- 
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*  Lethily,   I  think  they  call  it,  to  forget  one  another, 
*i  and  be  unmarried  again. 

*  JEf.  The  waters  can't  divorce   you.  Madam  ;   and 

*  you  may  eafily   forget  him   without  the  affiftaace  of 

*  Lethe. 

*  Airs  Tat.  Ay  !    how  fo  ? 

*  /Ef.    By   remembering   continually  he  is  your  huf- 

*  band :  there  are  feveral  ladies  have  no  other  receipt — > 

*  But  what  does  the  gentleman  fay  to  this  ? 

*  Mrs   Tat.   What  fignifies  what  he  fays  ?     I  an't  fa 

*  young  and  fo  foolifii  as  that  comes  to,  to  be  direfted 

*  by  my  huiband,  or  to  care  what  either  he  fays  or  you 

*  fay. 

*  Mr  Tat.  Sir,  I  was  a  drummer  In  a  marching  regi- 

*  men  t  when  I  ran  away  with  that  young  lady — I  im- 

*  mediately  bought  out  of  the  corps,  and  thought  my- 

*  felf  made  for  ever  ;  little  imagining  that  a  poor  vain 

*  fellow  was  purchafing  fortune  at  the   expence  of  his  " 

*  happinefs. 

*  .£f.  'Tis  even  fo,  friend ;  fortune  and  felicity  are 

*  as  often  at  variance  as  man  and  wife. 

*  Mr  Tat.   I  found  it  fo.  Sir This  high  life  (as 

*  I  thought   it)   did  not  agree   with   me  ;   I  have  not 

*  laugh'd,  and  fcarcely  flept,  fince  my  advancement ;  and 

*  unlefs  yonr  worfhip  can  alter  her  notions,   I  mull  e'e» 
*.  quit  the  bleffings  of  a  fine  lady  and  her  portion,  and, 

*  for  content,  have  recourfe  to   eightpence   a-day  and 

*  my  drum  again. 

*  JEf.  Pray,  who  has  advis'd  you  to  a  feparatlon  ? 

*  Mrs  Tat.  Several  young  ladies  of  my  acquaintance; 

*  who  tell  me,    they  are   not  angry  at  me  for  man-yiug- 

*  him,  but  being  fond  of  him  I  have  married  him  ;  and 

*  they  fay  1  fhould  be  as  complete  a  fine  lady  as  any  of 

*  'em,  if  I  would  but  pracure  a  feparate  divorcement. 

-   '  ^f.   Pray,   Madam,  will  you  let  me  know  what  you 

*  call  a  fine  lady  ? 

'  Airs  Tat.   Why,  a  fine  lady,  and  a  fine  gentleman, 

*  are  two  of  the  fined  things  upon  earth. 

*  Mf.  J  have  juft  now  had   the   honour  of  knowing 

*  what  a  fine  gentleman  is  ;  fo,  pray,  confine  yourfelf  to 
«  the  lady. 

*  Mrs  Tat.  A  fine  lady,  before  marriage,  lives  with 

her 
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her  papa  and  mamma,  vrho  breed  her  up  till  flie  learns 
to  dcfpife  'em,  and  refolves  to  do  nothing  they  bid 
her ;  this  makes  her  fuch  a  prodigious  favourite,  that 
(he  wants  for  nothing. 
/Ef.  So,  lady. 

*  Mrs  Tat.  When  once  fhe  is  her  own  miftrefs,  then 
comes  the  pleafure  ! 

*  Mf.  Pray  let  us  hear. 

*  Mrs  Tat.  She  lies  in  bed  all  morning,  fatties  about 
all  day,  and  fits  up  all  night ;  fhe  goes  every  where, 
and  fees  every  thing ;  knows  ever)'  body,  and  loves 
no  body ;  ridicules  her  friends,  coquets  with  her  lo- 
vers, fets  'em  together  by  the  ears,  tells  fibs,  makes 
mifchicf,  buys  china,  cheats  at  cards,  keeps  a  pug- 
dog,  and  hates  the  parfon  ;  fhe  laughs  much,  talks 
loud,  never  bluflics,  fays  what  fhe  will,  does  what  fhe 
will,  goes  where  (he  will,  marries  whom  fhe  plcafes, 
hates  her  hulband  in  a  month,  breaks  his  heart  in  four, 
becomes  a  widow,  flips  from  her  gallants,  and  begins 

the  world  again There's  a  life  for  you  ;  what  do 

you  think  of  a  fine  lady  now  ? 

*  JEf.  A  s  I  expeded. — You  are  very  young,  lady ; 
and,  if  you  are  not  very  careful,  your  natural  propen- 
fity  to  noife  and  atfeC^atioif  will  run  you  headlong  in- 
to folly,  extravagance,  and  repentance, 

*  Mrs  Tat.   What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

'  JEf.  Drink  a  large  quantity  of  Lethe  to  the  lofs  of 
your  acquaintance  ;  and  do  you,  Sir,  drink  another 
to  forget  this  falfc  ftep  of  your  wife  ;  for  whilll  yoQ 
remember  her  folly,  you  can  never  thoroughly  regard 
her  :  and  whilft  you  keep  good  company,  lady,  as  you 
call  it,  and  follow  their  example,  yoU  can  never  have 
a  juft  regard  for  your  hufband  ;  fo  botii  drink  and  be 
happy. 

*  Mrs  Tat.  Well,  give  it  me  whilft  T  am  in  humour, 
or  1  fluiU  certainly  change  my  mind  again. 

/Ef.  Be  patient  till  the  reft  of  the  company  drink^ 
md  divert  yourfelf  in  the  mean  time  with  walking 
in  the  grove. 

*  Mrs  Tat.  Well,  come  along,  hufband,  and  keep 
:ne  in  humour,  or  \  fhall  beat  you  fuch  an  alarum  as 
vou  never  beat  In  all  vour  life.  £-£"y.  Mr  and  Mrs  Tatoo.* 

Ent:r 
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Enter  Frenchman,   (Jingi»g>) 

Fretich.  Monfieur,  votre  fervileur — pourquol  ne  rc- 
pondez  vous  pas  ? — Je  dis  que  je  fuis  votre  fervxteur— — » 

JEf.   I  don't  underlland  you,  Sir 

French.  Ah  le  barbare  !  il  ne  park  pas  Francois—— 
Vat,  Sir,  you  no  fpeak  de  French  tongue  ? 

JEf.  No  really.  Sir,  I  am  not  fo  polite. 

French.  En  veritc,  Monfieur  jEfop,  you  have  not 
much  polit^e,  if  one  nuiy  judge  by  your  figure  and  ap- 
pearance. 

JEf.  Nor  you  much  wifdom,  if  on€  may  judge  of 
your  head  by  tlie  ornaments  about  it. 

French.  Qu'eft  cela  done  I  Vat  you  mean  to  front  a 
man,  Sir  ? 

JEf.  No,  Sir,  'tis  to  you  I  am  fpeaking. 

French.  Vel,  Sir,  I  not  a  man  !  vat  is  you  take  me 
for  ?  vat  I  beall  ?  vat  I  horfe  ?  parbleu  ! 

JEf.  If  you  infill  upon  it.  Sir,  I  would  advifc  you  to 
lay  afide  your  wings  and  tall,  for  they  undoubtedly 
cclipfe  your  manhood. 

French  Upon  my  vard,  Sir,  if  you  treat  a  gentil- 
homme  of  my  rank  and  qualite  comme  9a,  depend  upon 
it  I  fhall  be  a  litel  en  cavalier  vit  you. 

JEf  Pray,  Sir,  of  what  rank  and  quality  are  you  ? 

French.  Sir,  I  am  a  marquis  Francois;  j'enteuds  le» 
beaux  arts,  Sir;  I  have  been  an  avanturier  all  over  the 
varld,  and  am  a  prefent  en  Angleterre,  in  England,  vere 
I  am  more  honore  and  carefs  den  ever  I  vas  in  my  own 
countrie,  or  inteed  any  vere  elfe — 

Jhf.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  bufinefs  in  Eng- 
land ? 

French.  I  am  arrive  dere,  Sir,  pour  poHr  la  nation— 
de  Ingli&j  Sir,  have  too  much-a  lead  in  deir  heels,  and 
toomuch-a  tought  in  deir  head;  fo.  Sir,  if  I  can  lighten 
bote,  I  Ihall  make  dern  tout-a-fait  Francois,  and  quite 
anoder  ting. 

j.^^f.  And  pray.  Sir,  In  what  particular  accomplifla- 
mcnts  does  your  merit  confilt  ? 

French.  Sir,  I  fpeak  de  French,  j'ai  bonne  addreffe, 
I  dance  un  minuet,  I  fing  des  litel  chanfons,  and  I  have 
— une  tolerable  affurance  :  En  fin,  Sir,  my  merit  con- 
fill  In  one  vard — I  am  foreignere — and  entre  nous — vile 

de 


LETHE,  J41 

dc  IngUs  be  fo  great  a  fool  to  Iotc  de  foreignere  better 
dan  demfelves,  de  foreignere  vould  ftill  be  more  great  a 
fool,  did  dey  not  leave  deir  own  counterie,  vere-dey 
have  noting  at  all,  and  come  to  Inglande,  vere  dey  vant 

for  noting  at  all,  pardie Cela  n'cll  il  pas  \Tai,  Moa- 

fieur  iEfop  ? 

JEf.  Well,  Sir,  what  is  your  bufinefs  with  me  ? 

French.  Attendez  un  peu,  you  {hall  hear.  Sir — I  am 
in  love  vit  de  grand  fortune  of  one  Inglis  lady ;  and  de 
lady,  {he  be  in  love  with  my  qualite  and  bagatelles. 
Now,  Sir,  me  want  twenty  or  tirty  douzains  of  your 
vatcrs,  for  fear  I  be  oblige  to  leave  Inglande,  before  I 
have  fini  dis  grande  affaire. 

-/£/!  Twenty  or  thirty  dozen  i   for  what  ? 

French.  For  my  crediteurs  ;  to  make  'em  forget  dc. 
vay  to  my  logement,  and  no  trouble  me  for  de  future. 

Mf.  What  ;  have  you  fo  many  creditors ! 

French.  So  many  !  begar  I  have  'cm  dans  tous  le* 
quarticrs  de  la  ville,  in  all  parts  of  the  town,  fait— — 

Mf.  Wonderful  and  fiirprifing  ! 

French.  Vonderful !  vat  is  vonderful— dat  I  fhould 
borrow  money  ? 

JEf.  No,  Sir,  that  any  body  Ihould  lend  it  you-'' 

French.  En  vcrite  vous  vous  trompez  ;  you  do  mif- 
lake  It,  mon  ami  :  If  fortune  give  me  no  money,  na-. 
turc  gives  medcstalens;  j'ai  dcs  talens,  Monlicur^fop, 

vcch  are   de  fame  ting Par  example  :  dc  Ingh'fmaa 

have  de  money,  I  have  dc  flatterie  and  bonne  addrclTe  5 
and  a  little  of  dat  from  a  French  tongue  is  very  good 
credit  and  fccuritc  for  toufand  pound — Eh  blen  done  ! 
fal  I  have  dis  twenty  or  tirty  douzaines  of  your  vatcr  i 
Ouy,  ou  non  ? 

JEf.  'Tis  impofllble.  Sir. 

French.  Impoflible  !  pourquol  done  :  vj'  not  ? 

JEf.  Becaufe,  if  every  fine  gentleman,  who  owes  mo- 
ney, (hould  make  the  fame  demand,  we  {hould  have  na 
water  left  for  our  other  cuftomers. 

French.  Que  voulez  vou  que  je  faffe  done  ?  Vat  mufl 
I  do  den.  Sir  ? 

Mf  Marr}'  the  lady  as  foon  as  you  can,  pay  your  debts 
with  part  of  her  portion,  drink  the  water  to  forget  youc 

Vol.  L  X  extra- 
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.  extravagance,  retire  with  her  to  your  own-tountty,  and 
be  a  better  ceconomifl  for  the  future. 

French.  Go  to  my  own  conterie  !— Je  vous  demands 
pardon,  I  had  much  rather  flay  vere  I  am  ; — T  cannot 

go  dere,  upon  my  vard 

JEf.  Why  not,  my.  friend  ! 

French.  Entre  nous,  I  had  much  rather  pafs  for  one 
French  marquis  in  Inglande,  keep  bonne  compagnie, 
manger  des  delicateffes,  and  do  noting  at  all,  dan  keep 
a  fhop  en  Provence,  couper  and  frifler  les  cheveux,  and 
live  upon  foupe  and  fallade  de  reil  of  my  life— 

JEf.  I  cannot  blame  you  for  your  choice  ;  and  if  other 

people  are  fo  blind  not  to  diftinguifh  the  barber  from 

tha  fine  gentleman,  their  folly  muft  be  their  punifhment 

and  you  fhall  take  the  benefit  of  the  water  with 

them. 

French.  Monficur  -^fop,  fans  flatterie  ou  compli- 
ments, I  am  your  very  humble  ferviteur — Jean  Ffifleron 
en  Provence,  ou  le  marquis  de  Pouville  en  Angleterre. 

\_Exit  Frenchman. 
/Ef.  Shield  me  and  defend  me  !  a  fine  lady  ! 

Enter  Mrs  Riot. 
Mrs  Riot.  A  monfler !  a  filthy  brute  !  Your  water- 
men are  as  unpolite  upon  the  Styx,  as  upon  the  Thames 
— Stow  a  lady  df  fafiiion  with  tradefmens  wives  and 
mechanics — Ah!  what's  this  ?  Serbeerus,  or  Plutus! 
(feeing  Mfop. )  Am  I  to  be  frighted  with  all  the  mon- 
fters  of  this  internal  world  ! 

JEf.  What  is  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Mrs  Riot.  Ever)'  thing  is  the  matter  ;  my  fpirits  are 
nmcompos'd,  and  every  circumftance  about  me  in  a  per- 
itSt  dilemma. 

JEf.  What  has  diforder'd  you  thus  ? 
Mrs  kiot.  Your  filthy  boatman,  Scaroon,  there* 
^f  Charon,  lady,  you  mean.  ' 

Mrs  Riot.  And  wlio  are  you,  you  ugly  creaturd  you? 
if  I  fee  any  more  of  you,  I  fhall  die  with  temerity. 
Mf.  The  wife  think  me  Iiandfome,  Madam. 
Mrs  Riot.   I  hate  the  wife  :  But,  who  are  you  ? 
^f.   r  am  ^fop,  Madam,  honoured  this  day  by  Pi-o- 
fcrpine  with  the  diftributlon  of  the  waters  of  Letlxe ; 
comma  n<l  aie. 

Mr^ 
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Alrj  Riot.  Show  me  to  the  pump-room,  then,  fel- 
low  Whcre's-the  company  ? — I  dio  in  folitude. 

jEf.  What  company  I 

Mr  J  Riot.  The  bell  company  ;  people  of  fafhion  !   the 
beau  monde  !   Show  me  to  none  of  your  gloomy  fouls,.* 
who  wander  about  in  your  groves  and  dreams — fhow  mc 
to  glittering   balls,   enchanting  mafqueradcs,    ravilhing 
operas,  and  all  the  polite  enjoyments  of  Elyfian. 

yEyC  This  is  a  language  unknown  to  me,  lady — No 
fuch  line  doings  here,  and  very  little  good  company  (aa 
you  call  it)  in  Elylium — 

Alrf  Riot.  What  !  no  operas  ?  eh  !  no  Elyfian  then  ? 
\_Singf  /antafiically  ia  Italian.'\  *  'Sfortunato  Monticelli! 
*  banifh'd  Elyfian,  as  well  as  the  Hay- Market !'  Your 
taile  here,  I  fuppofc,  rifcs  no  higher  than  your  Shake- 
fpears  and  your  Johnfons ;  oh  you  Goats  and  Vandils  ! 
In  the  name  of  barbarity,  take  'em  to  yourfelves ;  wc  arc 
tir'd  of  'cm  upon  earth — One  goes  indeed  to  a  playhoufc 
fometimes,  becaufe  one  does  not  know  how  tlfc  one  caa 
kill  onc'e  time — Every  body  goet>  becaufe— b«c«ufe — 
all  the  world's  there — but  for  my  part — Call  Scarroon, 
and  let  him  take  me  back  again,  I'll  flay  no  longer 
here  —  Stupid  immortals  ! 

Mf.  You  are  a  happy  woman,  tliat  have  neither  cares 
nor  follies  to  diilurb  you. 

Mr]  Riot.  Cares !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Nay,  now  I  muft 
laugh  in  your  ugly  face,  my  dear :  What  cares,  docs 
your  wifdom  tliink,  can  enter  into  the  circle  of  a  fine 
lady's  enjoyments  ? 

JEf.  By  the  account  I  have  juft  heard  of  a  fine  lady's 
life,  her  very  pjeafurcs  are  both  follies  and  cares  ;  fo 
drink  the  water,  and  forget  them,  Madam. 

Mrs  Riot.  Oh  gad  !  that  was  fo  like  my  hufband 
now — Forget  my  follies  !  forget  the  fafhion !  forget  my 
being,  the  very  quincetence  and  emptity  of  a  fine  lady  ! 
the  fellow  would  make  me  as  great  a  brute  as  my  huf- 
band. 

>E/r  You  have  a  hufband  then,  Madam  ? 

Mrs  Riot.  Yes — I  think  fo — a  hufband  and  no  huf- 

band Come,  fetch  me  fome  of  your  water  ;  if  I  muft 

forget   fomething,  I   had  as  good  forget  him,  for  he's, 
grown  infufferable  o'  late. 

X  2  JE/, 
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MJ.   I  thought,  Madam,  you  had  nothing  to  fcom- 
plain  of — 

Mrs  Riot.  One's  hufband,  you  know,  is  almoft  next 
to  nothing. 

JEf.  How  has  he  offended  you  ? 
Mn  Riot.  The  man  talks  of  nothing  but  his  money, 
and  my  extravagance — won't  remove  out  of  the  filthy 
city,  tho'  he  knows  I  die  for  the  other  end  of  the  town ; 
nor  leave  off  his  nafty  merchandizing,  tho'  I've  labour'd 
tc  convince  him  he  lofts  money  by  it.  The  man  was 
once  tolerable  enough,  and  let  me  have  money  when  I 
wanted  it  :  but  now,  he's  never  out  of  a  tavern  ;  and  is 
grown  fo  valiant,  that,  do  you  know — he  has  pre- 
iom'd  to  contradict  me,  and  refufe  nie  money  upon  every 
occafion. 

JEf.  And  all  this  without  any  provocation  on  your 
fide? 

Mrs  Riot.  Laud  !  how  fliould  I  provoke  him  ?  I  fel- 
dom  fee  him,  very  feldom  fpeak  to  the  creature,  unkfs 

I  want  money  ;  befides,  he's  out  all  day 

JEf.  And  you  all  night,  Madam  :  Is  it  not  fo  ? 
Mrs  Riot.  I  keep  the  beft  company,  Sir,  and  day- 
light is  no  agreeable  fight  to  a  polite  aflembly  :  the  fun 
is  very  well  and  comfortable,  to  be  fure,  fur  the  lower 
part  of  the  creation  ;  but  to  ladies  \\ho  have  a  true  tafte 
of  pleafure,  wax-candles,  or  no  candles,  are  preferable 

to  all  the  fun-beams  in  the  uuiverfe 

JEf^  Prepofterous  fancy ! 

Mrs  Riot.  And  fo,  moll  delicate  fweet  Sir,  you  don't 
approve  my  fcheme ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Oh  you  ugly  devil 
you  !  have  you  the  vanity  to  imagine  people  of  fafhion 
will  mind  what  you  fay  ?  Or  that  to  learn  politenefs  and 
breeding,  it  is  neceffary  to  take  a  lefTon  of  morality  out 
of  ^fop's  Fi'.bles— Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Mf.  It  is  neceffary  to  get  a  little  refleftion  fome- 
where  ;  when  thefe  fpirits  leave  you,  and  your  fenfes  are 
furfeited,  what  mull  be  the  confequence  ? — 

Mrs  Riot.  Oh,  I  have  the  beit  receipt  in  the  world 
for  the  vapours  ;  and  left  the  poifon  of  your  precepts 
flmuld  taint  my  vivacity,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  take  it 
now  by  way  of  anecdote. 

JEf.  Oh,  by  all  means — Ignorance  and  vanity  ! 

Mrs 
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Mrs  Riot.  {Draining  out  a  card.)   Lady  Raotan's  . 
compliments  to  Mrs  Riot. 

SONG. 
The  card  inTites,  in  crowds  we  fly, 
To  join  the  jovial  rout,  full  cry  ; 

What  joy,  from  cares  and  plagues  all  day, 
To  hie  to  the  midnight  hark-away ! 
IL 
Nor  want,  nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  care, 
Nor  dronifh  huftands,  enter  there  ; 

The  brifk,  the  bold,  the  young,  and  gay, 
All  hie  to  the  midnight  hark-away. 
III. 
Uncounted  ftrikcs  the  morning  clock. 
And  drowfy  watchmen  idly  knock  ; 

Till  day-light  peeps,  we  fport  and  play. 
And  roar  to  the  jolly  hark-away. 
IV, 
When  tir'd  with  ^x>rt,  to  bed  we  creep, 
And  kill  the  tedious  day  with  fleep  ; 
To-morrow's  welcome  call  obey,  , 
And  again  to  the  midnight  hark-away. 
There's  a  life  for  you,  you  old  fright !  fo  trouble  yotut! 
head  no  more  about  your  betters — I  am  fo  perfedly  fa-' 
tisfied  with  myfelf,  that  i  will  not  alter  an  atom  of  mc, 
for  all  you  can  fay  ;  fo  you  may  bottle  up  your  philo- 
fophical  waters  fur  your  own  ufe,  or  for  the  fools  that 
want  'em — Gad's  my  life  !  there's  Billy  Butterfly  in  the 
grove— I  'muft  go  to  him — we  fhall  fo  rally  your  wii- 
dom  between  us — ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

The  brifl<,  the  bold,  the  youflg,  the  gay. 
All  hie  to  tixe  midnight  hark-away. 

lExitJinging. 
JEf.  Unhappy  woman  !    nothing    can    retrieve  her ; 
when  the  head  has  once  a  wrong  bias,  'tis  ever  obftinatc 
Ta  proportion  to  its  weaknefs  :   But  here  comes  one  whd* 
ha&  no  occaiioa  for  Lethe  to  make  hijn  more  happy  than'- 
he  is. . 

Enter  Drunken  Man  and  Taylor. 
D,  Man.  Come  along,   neighbour  Snip,  come  along,  , 
taylor ;    don't  be  afraid  of  hell  before   you  die,  yon  . 
Imv'ling  dog  you. 
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*  T(tyt.  For  heaven's  fake,    Mr  Riot,    don't  be  fo 

*  boifterous  with  me,  left  we  fhould  offend  the  powera 

*  below.' 

JEf.  What  in  the  name  ef  ridicule  have  we  here  ! — 
So,  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

D.  Man.  Drunk — very  drunk,  at  your  fervice. 

tE/T  That's  a  piece  of  information  I  did  not  want. 

D.  Man.  And  yet  it's  all  the  information  I  can  give 
you. 

Mf.  Pray,  Sir,  what  brought  you  hither  ? 

T),  Man.  Curiofity,  and  a  hackney-coach. 

JEf.  I  mean, .  Sir,  have  you  any  occafion  for  my  wa- 
ters ? 

D.  Man.  Yes,  great  occafion  ;  if  you'll  do  me  the 
favour  to  qualify  them  with  fome  good  arrack  and  orange- 
juice. 


jEf.  Si 


D.  Man.  Sir  ! — Don't  ftare  fo,  old  gentleman — let 
U8  have  a  little  converfation  with  you. 

Mf.  1  would  know  if  you  have  any  thing  oppreffes 
your  mind  and  makes  you  unhappy. 

D.  Man.  You  are  certainly  a  very  great  fool,  old 
gentleman  ;  did  you  ever  know  a  man  drunk  and  unhap- 
py at  the  fame  time  ? 

Mf.  Never  othcrwife  ;  for  a  man  who  has  loft  his 
fenfes — 

D.  Man.  Has  loft  the  moft  troublefome  companions 
in  the  world,  next  to  wives  and  bum-bailiffs. 

JEf.  But,  pray,  what  is  your  bufinefs  with  me  ? 

D.  Man.  On'./  to  demonftrate  to  you  that  you  aire  an 
afs — 

Mf  Your  humble  fervant. 

D.  Mar..  And  to  fhow  you,  that  whilft  I  can  get 
fuch  liquor  as  I  have  been  drinking  all  night,  I  fhall 
never  come  for  your  water-fpecifics  againft  care  and  tri- 
bulation :  However,  old  gentleman,  if  you'll  do  one 
thing  for  me,  I  flian't  think  my  time  and  converfation 
txirown  away  upon  you. 

Mf   Any  thing  in  my  power. 

I).  Man.  Why,  then,  here's  a  fmall  matter  for  you ; 
and,  do  you  hear  me,  get  me  one  of  the  bcft  whores  in 
your  territories. 

Mf 
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JEf.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

D.  Man.  To  refrefh  myfclf  in  the  (hades  here  after 

my  journey Suppofe  now  you  introduce  me  to  Pro- 

fcTpme  ^  who  knows  how  far  my  figure  and  addrefs  may 
tempt  her  ?  Or  if  her  majefty  is  over  nice,  fliow  me  but 
her  maids  of  honour,  and  I'll  warrant  you  they'll  fnap 
at  a  bit  of  frefh  mortality. 

JEf.  Monilrous! 

D.  Alan.  Well,  well,  if  it  is  monftrous,  I  fay  no 
more — *  if  her  majefty  and  retinue  are  fo  very  virtuous' — 
I  fay  no  more  : — but  I'll  tell  you  what,  old  friend,  if 
you'll  lend  me  your  wife  for  half  an  hour,  when  yoit 
make  a  vifit  above,  you  fhall  have  mine  as  long  as  you 
pleafe  ;  and  if  upon  trial  you  (hould  like  mine  bctt'.r 
than  your  own,  you  ihall  carry  her  away  to  the  dcwi 
with  you,  and  ten  thoufand  thanks  into  the  bargain. 

JEf.  This  is  not  to  be  borne  ;  either  be  filent,  or  you'll 
repent  this  drunken  infolcnce. 

D.  Man.  What  a  crofs  old  fool  it  is  ! — I  prefume,  Sir, 
from  the  information  of  your  hump  and  your  wifdom, 
that  your  name  is — is — what  the  devil  is  it  ? 

^f.  iEfop,  at  your  fervice 

D.  Man.  The  fame,  the  fame 1  knew  you  well 

enough,  you  old  fenfible  pimp  you many  a  time  has 

my  flefh  felt  birch  upon  your  account  ?  Prithee  what 
poflcfs'd  thee  to  write  fuch  foolifh  old  ftories  of  a  cock 
and  a  bull,  and  I  don't  know  what,  to  plague  poor  in- 
nocent lads  with  ?  It  was  damn'd  cruel  in  you,  let  mc 
h11  you  that. 

JEf.  I  am  now  convinc'd.  Sir,  I  have  written  *em  to 
very  little  purpofe. 

D.  Man.  To  very  little,   I  affure  you But  never 

jnind  it Damn  it,  you  arc  a  fine  old  Grecian  for  all 

that — \jC\apt  hitn  on  the  back.'\ — Come  here.  Snip — is 

not  he  a  fine  old  Grecian  ? *  And  though  he  is  not 

'   the  handfomcft  or  beft  drefs'd  man  in  the  world,  he 

has  ten  times  more  fenfe  than  either  you  or  I  have — * 

"Tajl.  Pray,  neighbour,  introduce  me. 

D.  Man.  I'll  do  it Mr  i£fop,  this  fneaking  gen- 
tleman is  my  taylor,  and  an  honeft  man  ho  was  while  he 
lov'd   his  bottle ;    but  fincc  he  turn'd  Methodift,  and 

ok  to  preaching,   he  has  cabbag'd  one  yard  in  fix 

L'om 
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from  all  his  cuftomers.  Now  you  know  him,  hear  what 
he  has  to  fay,  while  I  go  and  pick  up  in  the  wood  here. 
-^Upon  my  foul,  you  are  a  fine  old  Grecian ! 

lExii  D.  Man. 

jEf.   [/"o  Taylor]    Come,  friend^  don't  be  dcjefted  : 
What  is  your  bufinefs  ? 

Tay/.  I  am  troubled  in  mind. 

Mf.  Is  your  cafe  particular,  friend  ? 

7a)/.  No  indeed,  I  believe  It  is  pretty  general  In  our- 
parifh. 

jE/.  What  is  it  ?  fpeak  out,  friend — 

TayJ.  It  runs  continually  in  my  head  that  I  am — 

jEJ:  What? 

Tay/.  A  cuckold 

jE/.  Have  a  care,  friend;  jealoufy  Is  a  rank  weed, - 
and  chiefly  takes  root  in  a  barren  foil. 

Tay/.  lam  furc  my  head  is  full  of  nothing  elfe — 

jE/.  But  how  came  you  to  a  knowledge  of  your  mif- 
fortune  ?     Has  not  your  wife  as  much  wit  as  you  ? 

Tay/.  A  great  deal  more.  Sir ;  and  that  is  one  rea- 
fon  for  my  believing  myfelf  difhonour'd— — 

uEf.  Though  your  reafon  has  fome  weight  in  It,  yet  it 
does  not  amount  to  a  conviftion. 

TayJ.  I  have  more  to  fay  for  myfelf,  if  your  wgrfhip* 
will  but  hear  me. 

^/.  I  (hall  attend  to  you. 

TayL  My  wife  has  fuch  very  high  blood  in  her,  thati 
Oie  is  lately  turn'd  Papift,  and  is  always  railing  at  me  . 

and  the  government The  pricft  and  fhe   are  conti-- 

nually  laying  their  heads  together ;  and  I  am  afraid  he 
has  perfuaded  her,  that  it  will  fave  her  precious  foul  if 
fhe  cuckolds  a  heretic  taylor. — 

jE/.  Oh,  don't  think  fo.  hardly  of  *em. 

Tay/.  Lord,  Sir,  you  don't  know  what  tricks  are 
going  forward  above  !  Religion  mdced  is  the  outfide. 
ftufF,  but  wickednefs  is  the  lining. 

jEf.  Why,  you  are  in  a  paflion,  friend:  if  you  would'- 
but  exert  yourfelf  thus  at  a  proper  time,  you  might  keep 
the  fox  from  your  poultry. 

Tay/.  Lord,  Sir,  my  wife  has  as  much  paflion  again  > 
as  I  have ;  and  whenever  (he's  up,  I  cwh  my  temper,  . 
fit  down,  and  fay  nothing. 
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/EJ.  What  remedy  have  you  to  propofe  for  this  mif- 
fortunc  ? 

Ta)l.  I  would  propofe  to  dip  my  head  in  the  river, 
to  wafh  away  my  fancies — and  if  you'll  let  me  take  a 
few  bottles  to  my  wife,  if  the  water  is  of  a  cooling  na- 
ture, I  may  perhaps  be  eafy  that  way  :  but  I  Ihall  do  as 
your  worfhip  pleafes. 

JEf.  I  am  afraid  this  method  won't  anfwer,  friend. 
Suppofe,  thexcfore,  you  drink  to  forget  your  fiifpicions, 
for  they  are  nothing  more,  and  let  your  wife  drink  to 
forget  your  imeafinefs — a  mutual  confidence  will  fucceed, 
and  confequently  mutual  happinefs. 

Tayl.  I  have  fuch  a  fpirit,  I  can  never  bear  to  bedif- 
honour'd  in  my  bed. 

JRf.  The  water  will  cool  your  fpirit ;  and  if  it  can 

but  lower  your  wife's,  the   bufinefs   is  done Go  for 

a  moment  to  your  companion,  aud  you  (hall  drink  pre- 
fcntly  ;  but  do  nothing  raflily. 

Ta)L  I  can't  help  it ;  rafhneft  is  my  fault,  Sir ;  but 
age  and  more  experience,  I  hope,  will  cure  me — Your 
iitrvant,  Sir — Indeed  he  is  a  fine  old  Grecian  !  \Ex.  Tayl. 

JEf,  Poor  fellow,  I  pity  him. 

Enter   Mercury. 

Mir.  What  can  be  the  meaning,  /Efop,  i..  .i.  i-.i^.o 
are  no  more  mortals  coming  over  ?  I  perceive  there  is 
a  great  buftlc  on  the  other  fide  the  Styx,  and  Charon 
has  brought  his  boat  over  without  pafTtngcrs. 

JEf.   Here  he  is  to  anfwer  for  himfelf. 
Enter  Charon  laughing. 

Char.   Oil,  oh,  oh  ! 

Mer.  What  diverts  you  fo,  Charon  ? 

Char.  Why,  there's  the  devil  to  do  among  the  mor- 
tals yonder ;  they  are  all  together  by  the  ears. 

.£/.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Char.  There  are  fome  ladies,  who  have  been  dlfputing 
fo  long,  and  fo  loud,  about  taking  place  and  preceden- 
cy, that  they  have  fct  their  relations  a-tilting  at  one 
another,  to  fupport  their  vanity.  The  ftanders-bye  arc 
fome  of  them  fo  frighted,  and  fome  of  them  fo  diverted, 
at  the  quarrel,  that  they  have  not  time  to  think  of  their 
m^isfortunes ;  fo  I  e'er,  left  them  to  fettle  their  preroga- 
tives by  tbemfelvcs,  and  be  friends  at  their  kifurc. 

Mer. 
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Mt;r.  Wliat's  to  be  done,  ^fop  ? 

*  JEf.  Difcharge  thefe  we  have,  and  finifh  the  bufi- 

*  nefs  of  the  day. 

<  Enter  Drunken  Man  atiJ  Mrs  Riot. 
'  D.  Man.  I  never  went  to  pick  up  a  whore  in  my 

*  life,  but  the  firll  woman  1  laid  hold  of  was  my  dear- 

*  virtuous  wife  ;  and  here  fhe  is— — — 

*  jE/.   Is  that  lady  yo\ir  wife  r 

*  D.  Matt.  Yes,  Sir;  and    your's,    if  you  pleafe  to- 

*  accept  of  her 

*  jEf.  Though  {he  has  formerly  given  too  much  into'i 

*  fafhionable  follies,  (he  now  repents,  and  will  be  more 

*  prudent  for  the  future. 

*  D.  Man.  Lookee,  Mr  uEfop,  all  your  preaching. 

*  and  morality  fignifies  nothing  at  all — but  fmce  your 

*  wifdom  feems  bent  up©n  our  reformation,  I'll  tell  you 

*  the  only  way,  old  boy,  to  bring  it  about.     Let  me 

*  have  enough  of  your  water  to  fettle  my  head,  and 

*  throw  madam  into  the  river.' 

JEf'  'Tis  in  vain  to  reafon  with  fuch  beings :  thcre- 
fpre,  Mercury,  fummon  the  mortals  from  the   grove  ;- 
and  we'll  difmi£s  them  to  the  earth,  as  happy  as  Lethe 
can  make  'em 

S  O  N  G  ^^^  Mercury. 

Come  mortals,  come,  come  follow  me, 

Come  follow,  follow,  follow  me, 

To  mirth,  and  joy,  and  jollity  ; 
Hark,  hark  the  c;aU !  Come,  come  and  drink,. 
And  leave  your  cares  by  Lethe's  brink. 
Chorus. 

Away  then,  come,  come,  come  away. 

And  life  (hall  hence  be  holiday  ; 

Nor  jealous  fears,  nor  (Irife,  nor  pain, 

Shall  vex  the  jovial  heart  again. 
IL 

To  Lethe's  brink  then  follow  all, 

Then  follow,  follow,  follow  all ; 

'Tis  pleafure  courts,  obey  the  cidl  yi. 
And  mirth,  and  jollity,  and  joy, 
Shall  every  future  hour  employ. 

Cho- 


LETHE.  251 

Chorus. 
Away  then,  come,  come,  come  away, 
And  life  (hall  hence  be  holiday  ; 
Nor  jealous  fears,  nor  ftrife,  nor  pain, 
Shall  vex  the  jovial  heart  again. 

[^During  the  Song,  the  Charaders  enter  from  the  Grvoe, 

«  JEf.  Now,  mortals,  attend  :   I  have  perceived  from 

•  your  examinations,  that  you  have  miftaken  the  effefts 
of  your  diflempers  for  the  caufe — you  would  willingly 

'  be  relieved  from  many  things  which  interfere  with 
'  your  paflions  and  affcdlions  ;  while  your  vices,  from 
'  which  all  your  cares  and  misfortunes  arife,  are  totally 
'  forgotten   and  negleftcd.— — Then  follow   me,   and 

•  drink  to  tlic  forgetfulnefs  of  vice. 

*  *Tis  Vice  alone  difturbs  the  human  breaft  ; 

*  Care  dies  with  guilt ;  be  virtuous,  and  be  bicfl. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  and  fpoken  by  Mr  Foote. 

HAPPY  my  mufc,  had  fhe  firft  turn'd  her  art. 
From  humour's  dangerous  path,  to  touch  the  heart. 
They,  who  in  all  the  bluftcr  of  blank  vcrfc 
The  mournful  tales  of  love  and  war  rehcarfe. 
Are  Aire  the  critic's  cenfure  to  efcape ; 
You  hifs  not  heroes  now,  you  only—      ■   ■  ■  gape: 
Nor  (ftrangers  quite  to  heroes,  kings,  and  queens) 
Dare  you  intrude  your  judgment  on  their  fccnes. 
A  different  lot  the  comic  mufe  attends, 
She  is  oblig'd  to  treat  you  with  your  friends; 
Mud  fearch  the  court,  the  forum,  and  the  city  j 
Iblarkout  Itk  dull,  the  galkjit,  and  the  ^vitty, 

Youth's 
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Youth's  »-il(l  profufion,  ih'avar'ce  of  agr; 
Nay,  bring  the  Pit  iife'f,  upon  the  ftage. 
Firft  to  the  bar,   fhc  turns  her  various  face  ' 
Hem,  hem!   My  lord,   I'm  counfel  in  ihij  cafe; 
And  if  {o  be  your  lordfhip  (houid  think  fit, 
Why  to  be  furc,  my  client  murt  fiibmit : 
For  why,  bccaufc — Then  off  Ihe  trips  again, 
And  to  the  Tons  of  commerce  (hifts  her  Iceiie  : 
There,  whtlfl  the  griping  lire,  with  moping  cart, 
Defrauds  the  world  himtclf,  t' enrich  liis  heir, 
The  pious  boy,  his  father's  toii  rewarding, 
For  thouland  throws  a  main  at  Covent-Garden- 
Thcfc  are  the  portraits  we're  oblig'd  to  fhow  ; 
You  are  all  judges  if  they're  like  or  no : 
Here  (hould  wc  fail,  fome  other  Ihape  we'll  try, 
And  grace  our  fuiuje  ficnes  with  novelty. 
I  have  a  plan  to  treat  you  with  Hurlctta, 
Tliat  cannot  mifs  your  talle,  Mia  Spilctta. 
But  (hould  the  following  piece  your  mirth  cxritf , 
From  Njtarc's  volume  we'll  pcttiA  to  write. 
Your  partial  favour  bade  us  fird  priKced ; 
Then  ipare  ih'oficodcr,  fince  you  urg'd  the  deed. 


ACT      I. 

Scene,  ^  Room. 

HAiTOP  and  Jenkins  difcovered. 

Jenkins. 

IS  H  0  u  L  D  not  choofe  to  marry  into  fuch  a  fk- 
mily. 

Har.  Choice,  dear  Dick,  is  very  little  concern'd  io 
the  matter :  and  to  convince  you  that  love  is  not  the 
minifter  of  my  counfels,  know,  that  I  never  faw  but 
once  the  obje6l  of  my  prefent  purpofe  ;  and  that  too  at 
a  time,  and  in  a  circumllance,  not  very  likely  to  ftamp 
a  favourable  impreflion.  What  think  you  of  a  raw 
boardiag-fchool  girl  at  Lincoln  minfter,  with  a  mind 
unpoliih'd,  a  figure  uninform'd,  and  a  'fct  of  feature* 
tainted  with  the  colours  of  her  unvvholcfome  food  ? 

'Jivk.  No  ver)'  engaging  objedl  indeed,  Hartop. 

Har.  Your  thoughts  now  were  mine  then  ;  but  fome 
conneilions  I  have  fincc  had  with  her  father,  have  given 
birth  to  my  prefent  dclign  upon  licr.     You  arc  no  Itran- 

\ov.  I.  y  gcr 
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ger  to  tlie  fituatlon  of  my  circumftancea  :  my  neighboui- 
hood  to  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  was  a  fufficient  motive  f(  r 
las  advancing  what  money  I  wanted  by  way  of  moit- 
gage  ;  the  hard  terms  he  impofed  upon  me,  and  tlie 
little  regard  I  have  paid  to  ceconomy,  has  made  it  ne- 
ceflary  for  me  to  attempt,  by  fome  fcheme,  the  re- 
cllabUfhment  of  my  fortune.  Ihis  young  lady's  firapli- 
city,  not  to  call  it  ignorance,  prefented  her  at  once  as  a 
proper  fubjeft  for  my  purpofe. 

Jdnk.   Succefs  to  you.  Jack,  with  all  my  foul !  a  fel- 
low of  your  fpirit  and  vivacity,  mankind  ought  to  fup- 
port  for  the  fake  of  themfelves.     *  For  whatever  Seneca 
and  the   other  moral   writers  may  have   fuggefted  in 
contempt  of  riches,  it  is  plain  their  maxims  were  not 
calculated  for  the  world  as  it  now  ftands.    In  days  of 
yore,  indeed,  when  virtue  was  call'd  nxiijdon!,  and  vice 
folly y  fuch  principles  might  have  been  encourag'd  :  but 
as  the  prefent  fubjefts  of  our  inquiry  are,  not  what  a 
man  is,  but  what  he  has ;  as  to  be  rich,  is  to  be  wife 
and  virtuous,  and  to  be   poor,  ignorant  and  vicious ; 
I  heartily  applaud  your  plan. 

*  Har.  Your  obfervation  is  but  toojuft.  And  is  it 
not,  Dick,  a  little  unaccountable,  that  we,  who  con- 
defcend  fo  Servilely  to  copy  the  follies  and  fopperies  of 
our  polite  neighbours,  fhould  be  fo  totally  averfe  to 
an  imitation  of  -their  virtues  ?  In  France,  Has  he 
wealth  ?  is  an  interrogation  never  put,  till  they  are 
difappointed  in  their  inquiries  aiier  the  birth  and  wif- 
dom  of  a  fafhionable  fellow :  but  here.  How  much 
a-year  ! — two  thoufand — The  devil !  In  what  coun- 
ty ?     Berkfiiire.     Indeed  !      God  blefs  us !   a  happy 

dog  ! How  the  deuce  come  I  to  be  interefted  in 

a  man's  fortune,  unlefs  I  am  his  llcward  or  his  taylor  ? 
Indeed,  knowledge  and  genius  are  worth  examining  in- 
to ;  by  thofe  my  underihinding  may  be  improv'd,  or 
my  imagination  gratify'd  :  but  v/hy  fuch  a  man's  be- 
ing able  to  eat  ortolans,  and  drink  French  wine,  is  to 
reconainend  him  to  my  elleem,  is  what  I  can't  readily 
conceive.' 

Jifrik.  *  This  complaint  may  with  juftice  be  made  of 
all  imitations  :  the  ridiculous  fide  is  ever  the  objecl 
•imitated.'     13ut,  *  a  truce  to  moralizing,  and  to  our 

♦bulincfi.' 
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*  hufinefA.'  Prithee,  in  the  firft  place,  how  can  voir 
gain  admittance  to  your  miilrefs  ?  and,  in  the  fecund* 
is  the  girl  independent  of  her  father  ?  His  confent,  I 
fuppofe,  you  have  no  thought  of  obtaining. 

Ifar.  Some  farther  propofals  concerning  my  cftatc, 
fuch  as  an  increafe  of  the  mortgage,  or  an  abfolute  fale, 
is  a  fufficient  pretence  for  a  vilit :  and  as  to  the  cafh, 
twenty  to  my  knowledge  ;  independent  too,  you  rogue  ! 
and,  befidcs,  an  only  child,  yon  know  :  and  then,  when 
things  are  done,  thty  can't  be  undone — and  'tis  well  'tis 
no  worfc — and  a  hundred  fuch  pretty  proverbs,  will,  'tis 
great  odds,  reconcile  the  old  fellow  at  laft.  Befides,  my 
papa  in  poJJl\  has  a  foible,  which,  if  1  condefcend  to- 
humour,   I  have  his  foid,  ray  dear. 

Jink.  Prithee,  now  you  are  in  fpirits,  give  me  a  por-. 
trait  of  Sir  Penurious ;  though  he  is  my  neighbour,  yet 
is  he  ib  domellic  an  animal,  that  I  know  no  more  of 
him  than  the  common  country -con  verlation,  that  he  » 
a  thrifty,  wary  man. 

Har.  The  very  abftraft  of  penury  I  Sir  John  Cutler, 
•with  his  tranfmigrattd  (lockings,  was  but  a  type  of  him. 
For  inftance,  the  barber  has  the  growth  of  his  and  hi* 
daughter's  head  one  a-ycar,  for  (having  the  knight  once 
a  fortnight ;  his  (hoes  arc  made  with  the  leather  of  a 
coach  of  his  grandfather's,  built  in  the  year  One ;  his 
male-fcrvant  is  footman,  groom,  carter,  coachman,  and 
taylor ;  his  maid  employs  her  Icifurc  hours  in  plain- 
work  for  the  neighbonrs,  which  Sir  Penurious  takes 
care,  as  her  labour  is  for  his  emolument,  (hall  be  as  many 
as  poflTible,  by  joining  with  his  daughter  in  fcouring 
the  rooms,  making  the  beds,  &c. — Thus  much  for  his 
moral  charadler.  Then  as  to  his  intcllcftual,  he  is  a 
mere  charte  blancki  ;  the  lall  man  he  is  with,  muft  af- 
ford him  matter  for  the  next  he  goes  to :  but  a  (lory  is 
his  idol ;  throw  him  in  that,  and  he  fwallows  it  ;  no 
matter  what,  raw  or  roailed,  favoury  or  infipid,  down 
it  goes,  and  up  again  to  the  (irft  perfon  he  meets.  It 
is  upon  this  bafis  I  found  my  favour  with  the  knight, 
having  acquir'd  patience  enough  to  hear  his  (lories,  and 
cquipp'd  myfelf  with  a  quantity  fufficient  to  fumilh  him. 
*  His  manner  is  indted  peculiar,  and  for  once  or  twice 
Y  2  'en- 
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♦  entertaining  enough.     I'll  give  you  a  fpecimen — *    Is 
jQOt  that  an  equipage  ? 

Jfe/d.  Hey  !  yes  faith ;  and  the  owner  an  acquaint- 
ance of  mine  :  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  by  Jupiter !  and 
his  fon  Tim  with  him.  Now  I  can  match  your  knight- 
He  muil  come  this  way  to  the  parlour.  We'll  have  a 
itene  ;  but  take  your  cue  ;  he  is  a  country-politician. 
Sir  Gregory  entering^  arid  Waiter. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  neither  the  Gloucefler  Journal,  nor 
the  Worceller  Courant,  nor  the  Northampton  Mercury, 
Hor  the  Chefter  ?  Mr  Jenkins,  I  am  your  humble  fer- 
vant :  A  ftrange  town  this,  Mr  Jenkins,  no  news  ftir- 
rjng,  no  papers  taken  in  I  Is  that  gentleman  a  flran- 
ger,  Mr  Jenkins  ?  Pray,  Sir,  not  to  be  too  bold,  you 
don't  come  from  London  ? 

Har.   But  laft  night. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  that's  wonderful !  Mr  Jen- 
kins, introduce  me. 

Jenk.  Mr  Haitop,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  1  am  proud  to — Well,  Sir,  and  what 
ftcws?  You  come  from Pray,  Sir,  are  you  a  par- 
liament-man I 

Har.   Not  I,  indeed,   Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack  !  may  be,  belong  to  the  law  T 

Har.    Nor  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh,  then  in  fome  of  the  offices  ;  the  trea- 
iury,  or  the  exchequer  ? 

Har.   Neither,   Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  that's  wonderful !  Well,  but 
Mr Pray  what  name  did  Mr  Jenkins,   Ha —  Ha — 

Har.   Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Av,  true  ! — What,  not  of  the  Hartops  of 
Bcfton? 

Har.   No, 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  not.  There  is,  Mr  Hartop,  one 
thing  that  I  envy  you  Londoners  in  much — quires  of 
newfpapcrs  !  Now  I  reckon  you  read  a  matter  of  eight 
fheets  every  day. 

Har,   Not  one. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful ! — Then,  may  be,  you  are 
afeout  court ;  and  fo  being  at  the  fountain-head,  know 
what  is  in  the  papers  before  they  are  printed. 

Har, 
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Har.  I  never  trouble  my  head  about  them.— An  old 
fool !  \^Apart, 

Sir  Greg.  Good  Lord !  Your  friend,  Mr  Jenkins, 
is  very  clofc. 

Jenk.  Why,  Sir  Gregory-,  Mr  Hartop  is  much  la- 
the fecrets  above  ;  and  it  becomes  a  man  fo  tniftcd  ta 
be  wary,  you  know. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo.  Wonderful !  A  v. 
ay,  a  great  man,  no  doubt. 

Jenk.  But  I'll  give  him  a  better  infight  into  juu. 
character,  and  that  will  induce  him  to  throw  off  his  rc- 
fcrve. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo  :  do,  do  ;  ay,  ay. 

Jenk.  Prithee,  Jack,  don't  be  fo  cruily  :  indulge  the 
knight's  humour  a  little ;  btfides,  if  I  guefs  right,  it" 
may  be  neccflary  for  the  conduft  of  your  dcCgn  ta  cen- 
tral a  pretty  ftrict  intimacy  there. 

Har.  Well,  do  as  you  will. 

yenk.  Sir  Gregor)-,  Mr  Hartop's  ignorance  of  your 
charafter  made  him  a  little  fhy  in  his  replies  :  but  you 
will  now  find  him  more  communicative  ;  and,  in  your 
ear — he  is  a  treafure  ;  he  is  in  all  the  myfterics  of  go- 
^mment ;  at  the  bottom  of  ever)'  tiling. 

Sir  Gre^.  Wonderful !   a  treafure !  ay,  may  be  fo. 

jfer.k.  And  that  you  may  have  him  to  yourfclf,  I'll 
go  in  fearch  of  your  fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Do  fo,  do  fo  ;  Tim  is  without  ;  juft  come 
from  his  uncle   Trcgcglc's  at   Menegizy   in   Cornwall. 

Tim  Is  an  honeft  lad — do  fo,  do  fo  — \_Exit  Jenk. 

Well,  Mr  Hartop,  and  fo  we  have  a  peace,  lack-a-day ; 
long-look'd-for  come  at  laft.  But  pray,  Mr  Hartoj), 
how  many  newfpapers  may  you  have  printed  in  a  week  ? 

Har.  About  an  hundred  and  fifty.  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg  Good  now,  good  now !  and  all  full,  I 
reckon  ;  full  as  an  eg^ ;  nothing  but  news  !  Well, 
well,  I  fhall  go  to  London  one  of  thefe  days-  A  hun- 
dred and  fifty  !  Wonderful  !  And  pray,  now,  which 
do  you  reckon  tlie  bed  ? 

Har.  Oh,  Sir  Gregor)-,  they  are  as  various  in  their 

-xcellencies  as  their  ufes.   If  you  arc  incHn'd  to  blacken^, 

ov  a  couple   of  lines,  the  reputation   of  a   neighbour, 

••  whofc  charader  neither  your  nor  his  whole  life  can. 

Y  3  *£affibly 
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*  poffiblf  reftore,'  you  may  do  it  for  two  fhillings  in  oni: 
paper  :  if  you  arc  difplaced,  or  difappointed  of  a  place, 
a  triplet  againft  the  minifhy  will  be  always  well  recei- 
ved at  the  head  of  another ;   *  and  then,  as  a  paper  of 

*  morning-amufemeut,  you  have  the  FooL 

*  Sir  Greg,  The  Fooi !  good  lack  !     And  pray  Vfho 

*  and  what  may  that  fame  Fool  be  ? 

•  I/ar,  Why,  Sir   Gregory,  the  author  has  artfully 

*  aflumed  that  habit,  like  the  royal  jellers  of  old,  to  level 

*  his  fatire  with  more  fecurity  to  himfelf,  and  feverity 

*  to  others. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo  I     *  The  Fool !  ha,, 

*  ha,  ha  !     Well  enough  ;  a  queer  dog,  and  no  fool,  I 

*  warrant  you.     Killigrew  ;  ah,  I  have  heard  my  grand- 

*  father  talk  much  of  that  fame  Killigrew,  and  no  fool/ 
But  what's  all  this  to  news,  Mr  Hartop  ?  Who  give* 
us  the  befl  account  of  the  king  of  Spain,  and  the  queea 
of  flungary,  and  thofe  great  folks  ?  Com£  now,  you 
could  give  us  a  little  news  if  you  would ;  come  now — 
fnug  ! — nobody  by.  Good  now,  do;  come,  ever  fo 
little. 

Har.  Why,  as  you  fo  largely  contribute  to  the  fup- 
port  of  the  government,  it  is  but  fair  you  fhould  know 
what  they  are  about.  We  ace  at  prefent  in  a  treaty 
with  the  Pope. 

Sir  Greg.  With  the  Pope  !  Wonderful !  Good  now, 
good  now  \     How,  how  ? 

Har.  V/e  are  to  yield  him  up  a  large  tra(ft  of  the 
Terra-incognita,  together  with  both  the  Needles,  Scilly 
»ocks,  and  the  l.i'/ard  point,  on  condition  that  the  Pre- 
t^inder  has  the  government  of  Laputa,.  and  the  bifhop  of 
Greenland  fucceeds  to  St  Peter's  chair :  he  being,  you 
know,  a  Proteitant,  when  pofTeffed  of  the  pontificals, 
ifTiies  out  a  hull,  commanding  all  Catholics  to  be  of  hia 
religion:  they  deeming  the  Pope  inf^iUible,  follow  his 
diivtlionsj  and  then.  Sir  Gregory,  we  are  all  of  one 
min<l. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack !  Rare  news,  rare, 
news,  rare  news!  Ten  millions  of  thanks,  Mr  Har- 
top. But  might  not  I  juft  hint  this  to  Mr  Soakum,  our. 
vicar?  'tv/ould "rejoice  his  heart; 

Har,  O  lie,  by  no  itciias. 
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Sir  Greg.  Only  a  line — a  little  Kint — Do  now  ? 

Har.  Well,  t)ir,  it  is  difficult  for  uic  to  rcfufc  you 
any  thing. 

Sir  Gre^.  Ten  thoufand  thanks.  Good  nowr !  the  Pope 
— Wonderful !    I'll  minute  it  down — Both  the  Needles  ? 

Har.   Ay,   botli. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now ;  I'll  minute  it— the  Lizard- 
point — both  the  Needles — Scilly  rocks — bifliopof  Green- 
land— St  Peter's  chair Why  tlivn,  wlven  this   is  fi- 

nilhed,  we  may  chance  to  attack  the  great  Turk,  and 
have  holy  wars  again,  Mr  Hartop. 

Har.    That's  part  of  the  fcheme. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah,  good  now  !  You  fee  I  have  a  head  ! 
Politics  have  been  my  ftudy  many  a  day.  Ah,  if  I  had 
been  in  London  to  improve  by  the  ncwfpapers  !  They 
tell  me  Dr  Dryboncs  is  to  fucceed  to  tlic  bifhopric  of 
Wifper. 

Har.  No;  Doaor 

Sir  Greg.  Indeed !  I  was  told  by  my  landlord  at 
Rofs,  that  it  was  between  him  and  the  dean  of 

Har.  To  my  knowledge. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  you   know  beft,  to  be  fure.      If  it 

fhould Hufli!   here's  Mr  Jenkins  and    fon   Tim — 

mum  !     Mr  Jcnkfns  does  not  know  any  tiling  about  the 
treaty  with  the  Pope  ? 

Har.   Not  a  word. 

Sir  Greg.  Mum  } 

Entir  Tim  and  I\lr  Jciik-ias, 

ytni.  Mafter  Timothy  is  almofl  grown  out  of  knovr 
ledge.  Sir  Gregor)'. 

Str  Greg.  G«od  now,  gootl  now  !  ay,  ay  ;  111  weeds 
grow  a-pace.  Son  Tim,  Mr  Hartop;  a  great  man, 
child  !   Mr  Hartop,  fon  Tim. 

Har.  Sir,  I  Oidl  be  always  glad  to  know  every  branch 
that  fprings  from  fo  valuable  a  trunk  as  Sir  Gregory 
Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo.     Wonderful  f  ay,  ay. 

Har.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  Hereford/hire  !— 
Have  you  been  long  firom  Cornwall  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  Sir  ;  a  matter  of  four  weeks  or  a  month, 
more  or  lefs. 

Sir  Grig.  Well  faid,  Tim.     Ay,  aY>  allc  Tim  any 
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queftions,  he  can  anfwer  for  himfelf.  Tim,  tell  Mr 
Hartop  all  the  news  about  the  cleftions,  and  the  tinners, 
and  the  tides,  and  the  roads,  and  the  pilchards.  I  want 
a  few  words  with  my  matter  Jenkins. 

Har.  You  have  been  fo  long  abfent  from  your  native 
country,  that  you  have  almoil  forgot  it. 

Tim.  Yes  fure.  I  ha'  been  at  uncle  Tregcglc's  a 
maifter  of  twelve  or  a  dozen  year,  more  or  lefs. 

Har.  Then  I  reckon  yeu  were  quite  impatient  to  fee 
your  papa  and  mama  ? 

Tim.  No  fure,  not  I.  Father  fent  for  me  to  uncle^ 
Sure  Menegizy  is  a  choice  place  !  and  I  could  a*  llay'd 
there  all  my  born  days,  more  or  lefs. 

Har.  Pray,  Sir,  wliat  were  your  amufements  ? 

Tiin.  Nan  ?  what  d'ye  fay  ? 

Har.   How  did  you  divert  youifclf  ? 

77;//.  Oh,  we  ha'  paftimes  enow  there :  we  ha'  bull- 
baiting,  and  cock-fighting,  and  fifhing,  and  hunting, 
and  hurling,  and  wreftling. 

Har.  The  two  laft  are  fports  for  which  that  country 
is  very  remarkable  :  in  thofe,  I  prefume,  you  are  very 
expert. 

Ti77i.  Nan!  What! 

Har.   I  fay  you  are  a  good  wreftler* 

Tii?i.  Oh,  yes  fure,  I  can  wreftle  well  enow  :  but  we 
don't  wrelUe  after  your  fafhion  ;  we  ha'  no  tripping,  fath 
and  foul  !  we  go  all  upon  clofe  hugs,  or  the  flying  mare. 
Will  you  try  a  fall,  mailer  ?  I  won't  hurt  you,  fatk 
and  foul. 

Har.  We  had  as  good  not  venture  though.  But  have 
you  left  in  Cornv^'all  nothing  that  you  regret  the  lofs  of 
more  than  hurling  and  wreftling  ? 

Ti77i.  Nan!     What? 

Har.  No  favourite  (he  ? 

7/7//.  Arra,  I  coupled  Favourite  and  Jowler  togetlier^ 
and  fure  they  tugg'd  it  all  the  way  up.  Part  with  Fa- 
«Gurite !  no,  I  thank  you  for  nothing.  You  muft  know 
I  nurs'd  Favourite  myfelf:  imcle's  huntfman  was  going 
to  mill-pond  to  drown  all  Mufic's  puppies,  fo  I  faved 
ihe.  But,  fath,  I'll  tell  you  a  comical  ftory  ;  at  Lan- 
fton,  they  both  broke  loofe,  and  eat  a  whole  loin-a'-veal, 
and  a  leg  of  beef :  •  crilU'  how  landlord  fwear'd!  fatli, 

the 
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the  poor  fellow  was  aimed  maz'd  ;  it  made  me  die  wl* 
laughing.  But  how  came  you  to  know  about  our  Fa- 
vourite ? 

Har.  A  circumftance  fo  material  to  his  fon,  could  oot 
efcape  the  khowledge  of  Sir  Gregory  Gazette's  friends. 
But  here  you  mifto jk  me  a  litUe,  'fquire  Tim  ;  I  meant, 
whether  your  affections  were  not  fettled  upon  fome  pret- 
ty girl :   Has  not  fome  Cornifh  lafs  caught  your  heart  ? 

T'iiH.  Hufti !  cod,  the  old  man  will  hear ;  jog  a  tiny 
bit  this  \vay — won't  a*  tell  father  ? 

Har.   Upon  my  honour  ! 

Tim.  Wliy  then,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  flory,  more 
or  Icfs.     Do  you  know  Mally  Pengroufe  ? 

Har.   I  am  not  fo  Ixappy. 

Tim.  She's  uncle's  milk-maid  ;  flic's  as  handfome, 
Lord  !  her  face  all  red  and  white,  like  the  infide  of  a 
'I'.oulder  of  mutton ;  fo  I  made  love  to  our  Mally :  and 
ill,  fath,  as  I  had  got  her  good-will  to  run  away  to 
£xcter  and  be  manicd,  uncle  found  it  out,  and  fent 
word  to  father,  and  father  fent  for  me  home  f  but  I 
don't  love  her  a  bit  the  worfe  for  that.  But,  i'Cod,  if 
you  tell  father,  he'll  knock  my  brains  out  ;  for  he  fays, 
I'll  difparage  the  family,  and  mother's  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare  about  it ;  fo  father  and  mother  ha'  brought 
mc  to  be  married  to  fome  young  body  in  thefc  parts. 

Har.  What,  is  my  lady  here  ? 

77;;/.  No,  fure ;  dame  Winnifred,  as  father  calls  her, 
could  not  come  along. 

Har.  I  am  forry  for  that,  1  have  the  honour  to  be  a 
diftant  relation  of  her  ladylhip's. 

Tim.  Like  enough,  fath  !  fhe's  a-kin  to  half  the 
world  I  think.  But  don't  you  fay  a  word  to  father  about 
Mally  Pengroufe      Hufh  ! 

Jtnk.  Mr  Hartop,  vSir  Gregory'  will  be  amongfl  us 
fome  time,  he  is  going  with  his  fon  to  Sir  Penurious 
'I'riflc's  ;  thei-e  is  a  kind  of  a  treaty  of  manjage  on 
foot  between  Mifs  Sukey  Trifle  and  Mr  Timothy. 

Har.  '1  he  devil  !  [apart.)  I  fhall  be  glad  of  every 
circumftance  that  can  make  mc  better  acquainted  with 
Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Grep.  Good  now,  good  now ;  mav  be  fo,  may 
iKfo! 

Ti//h 
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Tnn.  Father,  fure  the  gentleman  fays  as  how  mother 
and  he  are  a-kin. 

.S/r  Gr^^.  Wonderful!  Lack-a-day !' lack-a-day !  how, 
how  ?  I  am  proud  to — but  how,  Mr  Hartop,  how  ? 

Har.  Why,  Sir,  a  coulin-german  of  my  aunt's  firll 
hufband,  intermarry'd  with  a  diftant  relation  of  a  colla- 
teral branch  by  the  mother's  fide,  the  Apprices  of  Lan- 
trindon  ;  and  we  have  ever  fince  quartcr'd  in  a  'fcut- 
cheon  of  pretence  the  three  goat's  tails  rampant,  divid- 
ed by  a  cheveron,  field-argent  ;  with  a  leek-pendant  in 
the  dexter-point,  to  diftinguifli  the  fecond  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  wonderful !  nearly,  nearly  re- 
lated !  Good  now,  good  now,  if  dame  Winifred  was 
here,  {he'd  make  'em  all  out  with  a  wet  finger  ;  but  they 
are  above  me.  Prithee  Tim,  good  now,  fee  after  the 
horfes — and,  d'  ye  hear,  try  if  you  can  get  any  ncwf- 
papers. 

Tim.  Yes,  father But,  coufin  what-d'ye-call-um, 

BOt  a  word  about  Mally  Pengroufe. 

Har.  Mum  !  \^Exit  Tim. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  that  boy  will  make  fome  mi- 
ilake  about  the  horfes  now  !  Pll  go  myfelf.  Good  now, 
no  farther,  coufin  ;  if  you  pleafe,  no  ceremony — A  hun- 
dred and  fifty  newfpapers  a- week  !  *  the  Fool  !'  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  wonderful !  an  odd  dog.  {Exit.  Sir  Greg, 

^eiik.  So,  Jack,  here's  a  frefh  fpoke  in  your  wheel. 
Har.  This  is  a  curfed  crofs  incident. 
Jenk.  Well,  but  fomething  muft  be  done  to  fruflrate 
the  fcheme  of  your  new  coufin's.    Can  you  think  of  no- 
thing ? 

Har.  I  have  been  hammering:  pray,  are  the  two  knights 
intimate  ?  are  they  well  acquainted  with  each  other's 
perfon  ? 

Jenh.  Faith,   T  can't  tell ;  but  we  may  foon  know. 
Har.  Cou'd  you  recommend  me  a  good  fpirited  girl, 
who  has  humour  and  compliance  to  follow  a  few  direc- 
tions, and  underflanding  enough  to  barter  a  little  incli- 
nation for  3,000  /.  a-year  and  a  fool  \ 

Jenk.  In  part  I  guefs  your  defign  ;  the  man's  daugh- 
ter of  the  houfe  is  a  good  lively  lafs,  has  a  fortune  to 
make,  and  no  reputation  to  lofe  :  Pll  call  her — Jenny  I 
— ^but  the  enemy's  at  hand — Pll  withdraw  and  prepare 

Jenny. 


TH  E    KNIGHTS.  263 

Jenny.     When  the  worfhippful  family  are  retir'd,  I'll 

introduce  the  wench.  [^Exii  Jenkins. 

Enter  Sir  Gregory  and  Tim. 

Sir  Grfg.  Pray,  now,  couiin,  are  you  in  fricndftiip 
with  Sir  Penurious  'i'rifle  ? 

Har.  I  have  the  honour,  Sir,  of  that  gentleman's  ac- 
quaintance. 

Sir  Greg,  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo !  but,  lack-a-day, 
coufin,  is  ne  fuch  a  mifer  as  folks  fay  ?  Good  now,  they 
tell  me  we  (hall  hardly  have  neccflaries  for  ourfelves  and 
horfcs  at  Gripe-hall ;  but  as  you  are  a  relation,  you 
fhould,  good  now,  know  the  affairs  of  the  family.  Here's 
Sir  Penurious's  letter  ;  here,  coufin. 

Har.  "  Your  overture  I  receive  with  plcafure,  and 
**  fhould  be  glad  to  meet  you  in  Shropihire." — I  fancy, 
from  a  thorough  knowledge  of  Sir  Penurious's  difpofi- 
tion,  and  by  what  I  can  colleft  from  the  contents  of  that 
letter,  he  would  be  much  better  pleafed  to  meet  you 
h«rc  than  at  his  own  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  may  be  fo  !  a  ftrange  man  ! 
wonderful!   But,  good  now,  coufin,  what  muft  we  do  ? 

Har.  I  this  morning  paid  Sir  Penurious  a  vifit ;  aiul 
if  you'll  honour  me  with  your  commands,   I'll 

Sir  Greg-  Wonderful  !  to-day  !  good  now,  that's 
lucky  !  coufin,  you  are  vciy  kind.  Good  now,  I'll  fend 
A  letter,  Tim,  by  coufin  Hartop. 

Har.  A  letter  from  fo  old  an  acquaintance,  and  upon 
1  )  happy  an  occafion,  will  fccure  me  a  favourable  recep- 
tion. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack,  an  old  acquaintance 
indeed,  coufin  Hartop !  we  were  at  Hereford  'iize  to- 
cther — let's  fee,  wonderful,  how  long  ago  ?  'twas 
V.  hile  I  was  courting  dame  Winny,  the  year  before  I 
married — Good  now,  how  long  ?  let's  fee — that  year 
the  hackney  ftable  was  built,  and  Peter  Ugly  the  blind 
pad  fell  into  a  faw-pit. 

Titii.  Mother  fays,  father  and  (he  was  marry'd  the 
firft:  of  April  in  the  year  ten  ;  and  I  knows  'tis  thereabout, 
for  I  am  two  and  thirty  ;  and  brother  Jeremy,  and  Ro- 
ger, and  Gregory,  and  fifter  Nelly,  were  born'd  before  I. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  how  tin\e  wears 
away  !  wonderful !  thirty-tight  years  ago,  Tim  !  I  could 

not 
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not  have  thought  It.     But  come  in,  let's  fet  about  the 
letter.     *  But  pray,  coufin,  what  diverlions,  good  now, 

*  are  going  forward  in  London  i 

*  Bar.  Oh,  Sir,  we  are  in  no  diftrefs  for  amufement ; 

*  we  have  plays,  balls,  puppet -{hows,  mafquerades,  bull- 

*  baitings,  boxings,  burlettas,  routs,  drums,  and  a  thou- 

*  fand  others.     But  I  am  in  hafte  for  your  epiftle,  Sir 

*  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  CoufiQ,  your  fervant. 

[^Exit  Sir  Gregory  and  Timothy. 
Har.  I  ara  your  mofl  obedient  — Thus  far  our  fcheme 
fucceeds  ;  and  if  Jenkins's  girl  can  affume  the  aukward 
pertnefs  of  the  daughter,  with  as  much  fuccefs  as  I  can 
imitate  the  fpirited  folly  of  Sir  Penurious  the  father,  I 
don't  defpair  of  a  happy  cataftrophe. 
*  Enter  Jenny. 

*  yenny.  Sir,   Mr  Jenkins 

*  nar.  Oh,  child,  your  inftruftions  fhall  be  admini- 

*  fter'd  within. 

*  jfenny.  Mr  Jenkins  has  open'd  your  defign,  and  I 

*  am  ready  and  able  to  execute  my  part. 

*  Har.   My  dear,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt  of  either 

*  your  inclination  or  ability — But,  pox   take   this  old 

*  fellow  !   what  in  the  devil's  name  can  bring  him  back  ? 
'  Scour,  Jenny. 

*  Enter  Sir  Gregor)^ 

*  Sir  Greg,  Coufin,   I  beg  pardon  ;  but  I  have  a  fa- 

*  vour  to  beg- — Good  now,  could  not  you  make  intereft 

*  at  fome  cofFeehoufe  in  London,  to  buy,  for  a  fmall 

*  matter,  the  old  books  of  newfpapers,  and  fend  them 

*  into  the  country  to  me  ?     They  would  pafs  away  the 

*  time  rarely  in  a  rainy  day. 

*  Ifar.  Sir,   I'll  fend  you  a  cart-load. 

*  Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !      Ten  thoufand 

*  thanks  !      V'ca  are  a  coufin  indeed.      But  pray,  cou- 

*  iln,  let  us,  good  now,  fee  fome  of  the  works  of  that 

*  fame  Tool  ? 

*  Nar.  I'll  fend  them  you  all ;  but  a — 

'  Sir  Greg.  What,    all  ?     Lack-a-day,    that's  kind, 

*  coufin  !      '1  he  Terra-incognita — both  the  Needles — 

*  a  great  deal   of  that !     But  what  bifhop    is   to  be 
«  Pope? 

Har. 
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*  Har,  Zounds,   Sir,   I  am  in  hafte  for  your  letter — 

*  When  I  return,  aflc  as  many  queftions — — 

*  Sir  Grc'g.  Good  now,  good  now !  that's  true- 

*  I'll  in,  and  about  it. But,  coufin,  the  pope  is  not 

*  to  have  Gibraltar  ? 

*  Ifar.  No,  no  ;  damn  it,  no !  As  none  but  the  Fool 

*  could  fay  it,  fo  none  but  idcots  would  believe  him. — 

*  Pray,  Sir  Gregory 

*  Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  coufin,  lack-a-day !  you  are 

*  fo — but  pray 

*  Har.  Damn  your  praying  !  If  you  don't  finifh 
'  your  letter  immediately,  you  may  carry  it  yourfelf. 

*  Sir  Greg.    Well,  well,  coulin  !    Lack-a-day,    you 

*  are  in  fuch  a — good  now  !    I  go,   I  go. 

*  Har.   But  if  the  truth  fhould  be  difcover*d,  I  ftiall 

*  be  inevitably  difappointed. 

*  Sir  Greg.  But,  coufin,  are  Scilly  rocks 

*  Har.  I  wilh  they  were  in   your  guts,  with  all  my 

*  heart.      I  muil  quit  the  field,   I  find.  [_Ex:l. 

*  Sir  Gn-g.    Wonderful!   good    now,  good   now!     a 

*  paffionate   man  !     Lack-a-day,   I  am  glad  the  pope  is 

*  not  to  have  Gibraltar  though.'  ([£.\7/. 

ACT       II. 
S  V  Gregory,  and  Tim  reading  N'e-vs  to  .iJrrr, 

dtjl  "yVtrred. 

Tu'l.  /^Oiillantinople,  N.  S.  Nov.  15.  the  grande 
V_y    Sciguiour 

Sir  Gr^g.  Lack-a-day  !    good  now,  Tim,   the  poli- 

>,  child :  and  read  the  llare,  and  the  dalhes,  and  the 
.inks,  as  I  taught  you,  Tim. 

Tirn.  Yes,  father — We  can  affure  our  readers,  that 
the  1) —  da(h  is  to  go  to  F  blank  :  and   tliat  a  certain 

noble  L —  is  to  refign  his  p e  in  the  t y,  in  or- 

xier  to  make  r — nri  for  the  two  three  ftar?. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  good  now,  good  now !  great 
news,  Tim  !  Ah,  I  knew  the  two  three  ftars  woulj 
come  in  play  one  time  or  other.  This  Loirdon  Evening 
knows  more  than  any  of  them.     Well,  child,  well. 

77w.  From  tlie  D.  J. 

Vol.  L  Z  Sir 
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Sir  Greg'  Ay,  that's  the  Dublin  Journal.  Go  on, 
Tim. 

Tim.  Laft  Saturday,  a  gang  of  liighwaymen  broke 
into  an  empty  houfe  on  Ormond  quay,  and  Itripp'd  it  of 
ull  the  furniture. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  wonderful !  To  what  a  height 
thefe  rogues  are  grown  ! 

Tit/:.  The  way  to  Mr  Keith's  chapd,  is  turn  of 
your 

Sir  Greg.  Pfha  !  flcip  that,  Tim  ;  I  know  that  road 
as  well  as  the  dodlor  ;  'tis  in  every  time. 

Tim.  J.  Ward,  at  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  Petticoat- 
Lane,  makes  tabby  all  over  for  people  inclined  to  be 
crooked ;  and  if  he  was  to  have  the  univerfal  world  for 
making  a  pair  of  ftays,  Tie  could  not  put  better  fluff  in 
them 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now ;  where's  that,  Tim  ? 

Tim.  At  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  father. 

Sir  Grc'g.  I'll  minute  that:   All  my  lady  Ifard's  chil- 
dren, good  now,  are  inclined  to  be  crooked. 
Entsr  a  Drawer. 

Dra'XD.  Sir,  Mr  Jenkins  begs  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now  ;  defire  him  to  walk  in. 
Enter  Jenkins. 

yetik.  T  thought  it  might  not  be  improper  to  prepare 
you  for  a  vifit  from  Sir  Penurious  Trifle.  I  faw  him 
and  his  daughter  alight  at  the  apothecary's  above. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  they  are  come  ?  Wonderful !     Very 

kind,  very  kind,  very  kind,  indeed,  Mr Come,  Tim, 

fettle  my  cravat :  good  now,  let's  be  a  little  decent. — 
jRemember  your  befl  bow  to  your  miftrcfs,  Tim. 

Tim.  Yes,  father ;  but  mufl  not  I  kifs  Mifs  Suck  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  ay,  ay.  Pray,  is  coufin  Har- 
top  corae  along  ? 

Jenk.  I  have  not  feen  him ;  but  I  fancy  I  had  better 
introduce  my  neighbours. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  would  you  be  fo  kind.  [_Exit 
Jenkins]  sJtand  behind  me,  Tim. — Pull  down  your 
ruifies,  child. 

Tim.  But,  father,  won't  Mifs  Suck  think  me  bold  if 
I  kifs  her  cliops  the  lirft  time  ? 

Sir  Greg.    Lack-a-day,  no,  Tim,  no.      Faint  heart 

nevtv 
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KcvcT  wou  fair  lady.  Ha,  Tim,  had  you  but  fecn  me 
attack  dame  Winny  !  But  times  ar'n't  as  they  were. 
Good  now,  we  were  another  kind  of  folks  in  thofe  day?  ; 
ilout  hearty  fmacks,  that  would  ha'  made  your  month 
water  again;  and  the  maik  ilood  upon  the  pouting  lip 
like  the  print  upon  a  poimd  of  butter.  But  the  miilln  - 
mifTes  of  the  prefent  age  go,  lack-a-day,  as  gingerly 
about  it,  as  if  they  were  afraid  to  fill  their, mouths  with 
the  paint  upon  their  miftrciTes  checks.  Ah,  the  days  I 
have  feen  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  father,  I  warrant,  if  that's  all,  I  klfsher 

';!ty  enow,  fath  and  fole  ! 

Sir  Gre^.    Hulh,    Tim,    hufli  !      Stand  behind  me, 

Id. 

Eu/gr  Hartop  as  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  anJ  Jenny  ar 
Mijs  Sjfkey,  and  Jenkins. 

Sir  Greg,  Sir  Penurious,  I  am  overjoy'd  ! Good 

now! 

^/>  Pen,  Sir  Gregory,  I  kifs  your  hand.    My  daugh- 

:  Suck. 

oir  Greg.  Wonderful !  Mifs,  I  am  proud  to — Son 
Tim — Sir  i'cnurious — Bed  bow,  child — Mifs  Suck — 

TifH.  An't  that  right,  father  .>  {^Ktjfcs  hr. 

Sir  GreC'  Good  now,  good  now  !  I  am  glad  to  kc 
you  look  lo  well.     You  keep  your  own,  Sir  Penur' 

Sir  Pin.  Ay,  ay,  ItQiit  enough.  Sir  Gregory  ; 
ctUMigh,  brother  knight ;  hearty  as  an  oak.   Hey,  Dick  I 
Gad,  now  I  talk  of  an  oak,   I'll  tell  you  a  flory  of  r.ii 
oak.      It  \mll  make  }tja  die  with  laughing.     Hey,  you 
Dick,  yoii  luive  heard  it  ;  (hall  I  tell  it  Sir  Gregory .' 

jf^nk.  Though  I  have  heard  it  fo  often,  yet  there  is 
fometliing  fo  engaging  in  your  manner  of  telling  a  ilor)', 
that  it  always  appears  new. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now  ;  I  love 
a  comical  ftory.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  let's  have  it. — 
Mind,  Tim  ;  mind,  child. 

Tttn.  Yes,  father ;  fath  and  fble,  I  love  a  choice  fto» 

to  my  heart's  blood  ! 

yir  Pen.  You,  knight,  I  was  at  Bath  lad  fummer— 
a  water  that  people  drink  when  they  are  ill.  You  havt 
heard  of  the  bath,  Dick  ?      Hey,  you  ! 

Z  2  7V//f. 
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Tiw.  Yes,  fath,  I  know  Bath ;  I  was  there  in  my 
way  up. 

Sir  G'-eg.   Hufli,  Tim  ;  good  now,  hufh  ! 

Sir  Pen-,  There's  a  cofFeetioufe,  you — a  place  where 
people  drink  cofFee  avid  tea,  and  read  the  news. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  how  many  papers  may 
they  take  in  ? 

Sir  Pefi.  Pfha  !   damn  the  news  !   mind  the  ftory. 

Ser  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  a  hafty  man, 
Tim! 

Sir  Pen.  Pox  take  you  both  !  I  have  loft  the  ftory; 
— Where  did  I  leave  off,  hey,  you  Dick  ? 

Tiiiu  About  coffee  and  tea. 

Sir  Pen.  Right,  you,  right  !  true,  true  !  So,  ecod, 
you  knight,  I  us'd  to  breakfaft  at  this  coffeehoufe  every 
morning  ;  it  coft  me  eight-pence  though,  and  I  had  al- 
ways a  breakfaft  at  home — no  matter  for  that  though  ! 
there  I  breakfaftcd,  you  Dick,   ecod,   at  the  fame  tabic 

with  lord  Tom  Truewit You  have  heard  of  I'ruewit, 

you,  knight ;  a  droll  dog  !  You,  Dick,  he  told  us  the 
llory,  and  made  us  die  with  laughing.  You  have  heard 
of  Charles  the  Second,  you  knight ;  he  was  fon  of  Charle* 
the  Firft,  king  here  in  England,  that  was  beheaded  by 
Oliver  Cromwell :  So  what  does  Charles  the  Second, 
you  knight,  do  ?  but  he  fights  Noll  at  Worcefter,  a 
town  you  have  heard  of,  not  far  off:  but  all  would  not 
do,  you  :  ecod,  Noll  made  him  fcamper,  made  him  run, 
take  to  his  heels,  you  knight.  IVuewit  told  us  the  fto- 
ly,  made  us  die  with  laughing.  I  always  breakfafted 
at  the  coffeehoufe  ;   it   colt  me  eight-pence,    though   I 

3kad  a  breakfaft  at  home So  what  does  Charles  do, 

but  hid  himfelf  in  an  oak,  an  oak-tree,  you  ;  in  a  wood 
call'd  Bofcobcl,  from  two  Italian  words,  Bofco  Bello,  a 
£ne  wood,  you ;  and  off  he  marches  :  But  old  Noll 
would  not  let  him  come  home ;  no,  fays  he,  you  don't 

come  here. Lord  Tom  told  us  the  ftory ;  made  us 

die  with  laughing  ;  it  coft  me  eight-pence,  though  I  had 
a  breakfaft  at  home.  So,  you  knight,  when  Noll  dy'd, 
Monk  there,  you,  afterwards  Albemarle,  in  the  north, 
brought  him  back.  So  you,  the  cavaliers,  you  have 
heard  of  them  ;  they  were  friends  to  the  Stuarts.  What 
did  they  do,  ecod,  you  Dick  I  but  they  put  up  Charles  in 

a 
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a  fign,  the  royal  oak ;  you  have  fccn  fuch  figns  attoan- 
try  akhoiifes  :  fo,  ecod,  you,  wliat  docs  a  Puritan  do— 
tlie  Puritana  were  friends  to  Noll — hut  he  puts  up  the 
fign  of  ail  owl  itt  theivy-bufli,  and  underneath  he  \Trite8, 
♦*  This  U  not  the  royal  oak."  You  have  fcen  writings 
under  fjgns,  you  knight.  Upon  this,  fays  the  ro)'alills, 
Ecod  this  mull  not  be  :  So,  you,  what  do  they  do,  but, 
ecod,  they  profccutcd  the  poor  Puritan  ;  but  they  made 
him  change  liis  fign  though.  And,  you,  Dick,  how 
d'ye  think  they  chang'd  ?     Ecod,  he  puts  up  the  royal 

:k,  and.  undcrneaith  he  writes,  '*  Tliis.  ncA  the  owl  in 
the  ivy  huth."      It   made  us  all  die  with  laughing. 

ord  Tom  told  the   ttory.      I  always  breakfafted  at  the* 
^otFce-houfe,  tliough  it  coft  me  eight-pence,  and  I  had 
a   Iwreakfalt  at  home  j  hey,  vou  knight !    what,  Dick, 

i/r  Grey.  Good  now,  good  now  I  wMjnderful ! 

7"/w.  A  choice  tale,  fath! 

y-/;^.  Oil,  Sir  Penurioias  is  a  mod  entertaining  com— 

.L  mull  be  allow'd.  . 

;      ^ .  Good  now,  ay,  ay,  a  merry  man  !     Biit^ 

lack-a-day,  would  not  the  young  hidy  choofc  a  little 

rt  frefhmcnt  after  her  ride  I  fome  tea,  or  feme      ■ 

Sir  Per:.  Hey,  you  knight  I   No,  no ;    we  intend  to 
^line  with  thee,  maa.     Well,  yon,  Tira,.what  doft  think 
of  thy  £athcr-ia-lawthat  is-to-bc,  hty  ?     A  jolly  cock, 
you  Tim ;  hey,  Dick.      But   prithee,  boy,    what   d«)lt 
do  with  all  this  tawdry  tinfcl  on  ?    that   hat  and  waiil- 
coat  ?     Trafh,  knight,  trafh  1  more  in  thy  pocket  and- 
Icfa  in  thy  float  lis;  hey,  you  Dick!   Ecod,  you,  knight^ 
I'll  make  you  laugh  :    I   went  to   Lci:don,  you  Dicker, 
lait  year,  to  call  in   a  mortage ;  and  what   docs  me  I»f 
Dick,  bat  take  a  trip  to  a  coffee-houfe  in  St  Martin's' 
Lane  ;  in  a)mea  a  French  fellow  forty  times  as  iinc  as 
Tim,  with  his  muff  and  parlevous,   and  his  Frances  ;•' 
and  his  head,  you  knight,  as  white  with  powder,  ecod,- 
you,  as  a  tweltth*cake :  and  who  the  devil  d'ye  think, 
Dick,  this  might  be,  hey,  you  knight  ? 

.9/>  Grrg.   Good  now,  an  ambcflador,  to  be  fu:<'. 
Ecod,   yoii  knight,  nor  better  nor 
.  er  Vaacaper,  a  Dutch  figure-dancer 
upcra-Uoufc  in  the  Hay-market. 
Z  3 
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Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !   good  now,  good  now  ! 

Sir  Pen.  Pftia  !  pox,  prithee,  Tim,  nobody  drefles 
now  ;  all  plain ;  look  at  me,  knight,  I  am  in  the  tip 
of  the  mode  ;  now  am  I  in  full  drefs  ;  hey,  Dick  ? 

^enk.  You,  Sir,  don't  want  the  aids  of  drefs ;  but 
in  Mr  Gazette,  a  little  regard  to  that  particular  is  but 
a  neceffary  compliment  to  his  miftrefs. 

Sir  Pen.  Stuff,  Dick,  ftuff !  my  daughter,  knight, 
iias  had  otherguefs  breeding.  Hey,  you.  Suck,  come 
forward.  Plain  as  a  pikeilafF,  knight ;  all  as  nature 
made  her;  hey,  Tim,  no  flams.  Prithee,  Tim,  off 
with  thy  lace,  and  burn  it  ;  'twill  help  to  buy  the  li- 
cence :  *  fhe'U  not  like  thee  a  bit  the  better  for  that  ;' 
hey.  Suck  !  But,  you  knight ;  ecod,  Dick,  a  toaft 
and  tankard  would  not  be  amifs  after  our  walk  ;  hey, 
you  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  what  you  will.  Sir 
Penurious. 

•  Sir  Pen.  Ecod,  that's  hearty,  you !  but  we  won't 
part  the  young  couple,  hey.  I'll  fend  Suck  fome  bread 
and  cheefe  in  ;  hey,  knight !  at  her,  Tim.  Come,  Dick ; 
come,  you  knight.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  my  courtfliip, 
hey,  Dick  ?  'twill  make  you  laugh. 

fenk.  Not  as  I  remenaber.. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  let's  have  it. 

Sir  Per.^  Yon  know  my  wife  was  blind,  you,  knight. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  wonderful  !   not  I. 

Sir  Pen..  Blind  as  a  beetle  when  I  marry 'd  her,  knight ; 
he  y  Dick !  (he  was  drown'd  in  our  orchard.  Maid 
Beis,  knight,  went  to  market,  you,  Dick;  and  wife 
rambled  into  the  orchard,  and  foufe  dropp'd  into  the 
iifh-pond.  We  found  her  out  next  day,  but  fhe  was 
dead  as  a  herring  :  no  help  for  that,  Dick  ;  buried  her 
though,  hey  you  !  She  was  only  daughter  to  Sir  Tri- 
ftram  Muckv/orm,  you;  rich  enough,  you,  hey  !  Ecod, 
you,  what  does  flie  do,  you,  but  fhe  falls  in  love  with 
young  Skek,.  her  father's  chaplain,  h^y,  you !  Upon 
that,  wliat  does  me  I,  but  flips  on  domine's  robes,  you, 
pafs'd  rnyfelf  upon  her  for  him,  and  we  were  tack'd  to- 
gether, yo'j,  knight,  hey  !  ecod,  though  I  believe  flie 
Ticver  likfd  m,e  ;  but  what  figoilies  that;  hey,  Dick  !  flie 

was 
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was  rich,  you.     But  come,  let's  leave  the  children  to- 
gether. 

Sir  Grfg.   Sir,   I  v\ait  on  you. 

Sir  Pen.  Nay,  pray — : — 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now,  'tis  impofiible. 

Sir  Pen.  Pox  of  ceremony  !  you,  Dick,  hey  !  Ecod, 
knight,  I'll  tell  you  a  llory.  One  of  our  ambafTadors  in 
France,  you,  a  deviliih  polite  fellow  reckon'd,  Dick  ; 
ecod,  you,  what  does  the  king  of  France  do,  but,  fays 
lie,  I'll  try  the  manners  of  this  fine  gentlenittn  :  fo, 
knight,  going  into  a  coach  together,  the  king  would 
have  my  lord  go  firft  :  Oh,  an't  pleafe  your  majefty,  I 
can't  indeed  ;  you,  hey,  Dick  !  Upon  which,  what  does 
me  the  king,  but  he  takes  his  arm  thus,  you,  Dick ; 
am  I  king  of  France,  or  you  ?  is  it  my  coach  or  your's? 
and  fo  pufhes  him  in  thus  ;  hey,  Dick  ! 

Sir  Greg.   Good  now,  good  now  !   he,  he,  he  ! 

Sir  Pen,   Ecod,  Dick,    1  believe  I  have  made  a  mif- 
.!<e   here  ;   I  (hould   have  gone   in   lirll ;  hey,  Dick  I 
Knight,    ecod,    you,    beg  pardon.     Yes,   your  coach, 
not  mine  ;  your  houfe,  not  mine  ;  hey,  knight  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  ?  A  merry  man,  Mr  Jenkins. 
[^Exeunt  the  t'wo  Knights  and  Jenk» 

TV///.  Father  and  coufin  are  gone,  fath  and  fole  ! 

Jenny.  I  fancy  my  lover  is  a  little  puzzled  how  to 
begin. 

Tim.  How — fath  and  fole,  I  don't  know  what  tft 
fay.     How  d'ye  do,  mifs  Suck  ? 

'ftnny.  Pretty  well,  thank  you. 

TVw.  You  have  had  a  choice  walk.— — 'Tis  a  rare 
day,  fath  and  fole. 

Jenny.  Yes,  the  day's  well  enough. 

TVwr.   Is  your  houfe  a  good  way  off  here  ? 

Jenny.   Dree  or  four  mile. 

77m/.  That's  a  good  long  walk,  fath  ! 

Jenny.   I  make  nothing  of  it,  and  back  again. 

Ttm.  Like  enow.  \JVkiJilei> 

Jrnnjr.  lyings. 

iivi.  You  have  a  rare  pipe  of  your  own,  mifs. 

Janny.  I  can  ling  loud  enough,  if  I  have  a  mind  ;  but 
fither  don't  love  finging. 

Tivi'  LStc  enow.  SJ'^'  ^     • 
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jfenny.  And  I  an't  overfond  of  whiftling. 

TitJi.   Hey  !   ay,  like  enow :   and   I   am   a  bitter  bad 
finger. 

Jenny.  Hey !   ay,  like  enough. 

Tim.  Pray,  mils  Suck,   did  ever  any  body  make  love 
to  you  before  ? 

Jenny.   Before  when  ? 

Ttm.  Before  now. 

Jsnny.  What  if  I  won't  tell  you  ? 

Tim.  Why  then  you  mull  let  it  alone,  fath  and  fole. 

jfsuny.  Like  enough. 

Tim.  Pray,  mifs  Suck,  did  your  fgjther  tell  you  any 
thing  ? 

Jenny.   About  what  ? 

Tint.  About  I. 

Jenny.  W' hat  (hould  a  tell  ? 

'Tim.  Tell !    why,    as  how  I  and  father  was  come^ 
a-wooing. 

fenny.  Who  ? 

TijK.  W^hy,  you.     Could  you  like  me  for  a  fweet- 
heait,  Mifs  Suck  ? 

Jenny.    I  don't  know. 

Tim.  Mayhap  fomtbody  may  ha'  got  your  good- will, 
already  ? 

Jenny.   And  what  then  ? 

Titn.  Then!  hey,  I  don't  know.  But  if  you  could, 
fancy  me 

Jenny.  For.  what  ? 

Tim.   For  your  true  lover. 

'Jenny.   Well,  what  then  ? 

Ttjn.  Then  !  hey  !  why,  fath,  we  may  chance  to  be. 
married,  if  the  old  folks  agree  together. 

Jenny.   And  fuppofe  I  won't  be  married,  to  you  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  Mifs  Suck,  I  can't  help  it,  fath  and  fole., 
But  father  and  mother  bid  me  come  a-ceurting  ;  and  if 
you  won't  ha'  me,  I'll  tell  father  fo. 

Jenny.  You  are  in  a  woundy  hurry,  methinks. 

lini.  Not  I,  fath  !   you  may  flay  as  long  as 

Enter  Waiter. 
Walt.  There's  a  woman  without  wants  to  fpeak  with 
Mr  Timothy  Gazette. 

Tivu  That's  I.     1  am  glad  oh't.     Well,  Mifs.  §uck, 

yptsr 
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% .ui  irivrtiit.     You'll  think  about   it,   and  let's   know 

vour  mind  when  I   come   back. Cod,    I    don't  care 

whether   flie  likes  me   or  no.     1  don't  like  her  half  fo 

well  as  Mally  Pengroufe. Well,  your  fervnnt,  Mifs 

Suck.  lExit  Tim. 

J:nny.  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  unlick'd  cub  ?  I  don't 
think  his  fortune  a  fufficient  reward  for  facrincing  my 
perfon  to  fuch  a  booby ;  but  as  he  has  money  enough, 
it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  pieafe  ni)-felf :  I  fear  1  was  a  little 
t  JO  backward  with  my  gentleman  ;  but,  however,  a  fa« 
vourable  anfwcr  to  his  laft  quctlion  will  foon  fettle  mat- 
ters. 

Enter  Jenkins. 

"Jenk.  Now,  Jenny,  what  news,  child  ?  are  things 
fix'd ;  are  you  ready  for  the  nuptial  knot  ? 

yi •'«).  We  arc  in  a  fair  way :   ♦   I  thought  to  have 

*  quicken'd  my  fwain's  advances  by  a  little  affefted  coy- 

*  nefs,  but  the  trap  would  not  take  :*  I  expe*^  him 
back  in  a  minute,  and  then  leave  it  to  my  manage- 
ment. 

yink.   Where  is  he  gone  ? 

jenm.  The  drawer  called  him  to  fome  woman. 

jfefik.  Woman  !  he  neither  knows  nor  is  known  by  any 
body  here.  What  can  this  mean  ?  no  counterplot  ?  but, 
pox,  that's  impoflible  !   you  have  not  blabb'd,  Jenny  ? 

yemy.   My  interell  would  prevent  me. 

yenk.  Upon  that  fecurity  any  woman  may,  I  think, 
be  tnifted.      I  mult  after  him  tho'.  \_Exit. 

yevrj.  I  knew  the  lime  when  Jenkins  would  not  have 
left  me  fo  haltily  :   *  'tis  odd  that  the  fame  caufe  that 

*  increafes  the  paffion  in  one  fex,    fhould  dellroy  it  in 

*  the  other  ;  the  rcafon  is  above  my  reacli,  but  the  fa6t 

*  I  am  a  fevere  witnefs  of.'     Heigh  ho  ! 

Er''-    I   ->■•'  -      Sir  Penurious,       •■  '    ^•'-   Grc^^ory 
Gazette. 

Sir  re/:.  i\\u\  lo,  you  knight,  lays  nc — you  know, 
knight,  what  low  dogs  the  minifters  were  then ;  how 
does  your  pot — a  pot,  you,  that  they  put  over  the  fire  to 
boil  broth  and  meat  in — you  have  fecn  a  pot,  you  knight 
— how  does  your  pot  boil  thefe  troublefomctimes  ?  hey 
you !  Ecod,  my  lord,  fays  he,  i  don't  know,  I  feldom 
^  into  my  kitchen.    A  kitchen,  you  knight,  is  a  place 

where 
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where  they  drefs  vidluab,  roaft  and  boil,  and  fo  forth  : 
Ecod,  fays  he,  I  feldom  go  into  the  kitchen — But  I 
fuppofe,  the  fcum  is  uppermoft  Hill !  Hey,  you  knight ! 
what,  ecod,  hey  !  But  where's  your  fon.  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now,  where's  Tini>  Mif» 
Sukey  ?  lack-a-day,  what's  become  of  Tim  ? 

jfenny.  Gone  out  a  tiny  bit,  he'll  be  here  prefently. 

Sir  Greo.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now  !  Well, 
and  how,  Mifs  Sukey — has  Tim  ?  has  he  ?  Well,  and 
what,  you  have — wonderful  ? 

Enter  a  Servant  nvith  a  Letter. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  was  commanded  to  deliver  this  into  your 
©wn  hands,  by  Mr  Jenkins. 

Sir  Pen.  Hey,  you!  what,  a  letter  ?  ecod  fo  !  Any 
anfwer,  you  ?  hey  ! 

Serv.  None,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  Sir  renurious  is  bufy  !  Well, 
Mifs,  and  did  Tim  do  the  tiling  ?  did  he  pleafe  you  ? 
Come  now,  tell  us  the  whole  ilory :  wonderful !  i-are 
news  for  dame  Winny !  ha,  Tim's  father's  own  fon  ! 
But  come,  whifper — ay. 

Sir  Pen.  "  I  have  only  time  to  tell  you  that  your 
"  fcheme  is  blafted :  this  inftant  I  encounter'd  Mrs  Pe- 
*•  nelope  Trifle,  with  her  niece ;  they  will  foon  be  with. 
*'  you." — So  then,  all's  over ;  but  let's  fee  what  expe- 
dition will  do Well,  you  knight,  hey!   what,  have 

they  fettled  ?  Is  the  girl  willing  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  right  as  my  leg ! 
ah,  Tim,  little  did  I  think — But,  lack-a-day,  I  wonder 
■where  the  boy  is  I  let's  feck  him. 

Sir  Per:.   Agreed,  you  knight ;  hey,  come. 
Enter  Jenkins. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  here's  Mr  Jenkins.  Good 
now,  have  you  feen  '.rim  ? 

jfenk.  Your  curiofity  fhall  be  immediately  fatisfied  ; 
but  I  mull  firft  have  a  word  with  Sir  Penurious. 

Sir  Pen.   Well  you  !   what,  hey  !   any  news,  Dick  ? 

j^enk.  Better  than  you  could  ho|)e  ;  your  rival  is  dif- 
pofed  of. 

Har.   Difpos'd  of !    how? 

jfenk.  Marry'd  by  this  time,  you  rogue  !  The  wo- 
maa  that  waated  him  v.'as  no  other  than  Mally  Pen- 

groufe, 


THE    KNIGHTS.  2-5 

gToufc,  who  tnidg'd  it  up  all  the  way  after  him,  as  Tim 
(ays  :  1  have  recommended  them  to  my  chaplain,  and 
before  this  the  bufiiiefs  is  done. 

Har.  Braviflimo  !  you  rogue  !  but  how  fhall  I  get  off 
with  the  knight  ? 

Jenk.  Nay,  that  muft  be  your  contrivance. 

Har.  1  have  it — Suppofe  I  was  to  own  the  whole  de- 
Cgn  to  Sir  Gregory,  as  our  plan  has  not  fuccecdcd  with 
his  fon  ;  and,  as  he  feeras  to  have  a  tolerable  regard  for 
me,  it  is  poflible  he  may  affift  my  fcheme  on  Sir  Penu- 
rious. 

yenk.  'Tis  worth  trying,  however :  but  he  comes. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  good  now,  Mr  Jenkins,  have  yoa 
fcen  Tim  ?  I  can't  think  where  the  boy — 

Har.  'Tis  now  time.  Sir  Gregory,  to  fct  you  clear 
with  refpe«ft  to  fome  particulars :  I  am  now  no  longer 
Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  but  your  friend  and  relation  Jack 
Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now,  couilo 
Hartop  !  as  I  am  a  living  man — hey — Well,  but,  good 
now  !  how,  Mr  Jenkins,  hey  ? 

'Jenk.  The  ftory.  Sir  Gregory,  is  rather  too  long  to 
U  you  now  :  but  in  two  words.  My  friend  Hartop  hat 
..ry  long  had  a  paifion  for  Mifs  Trifle,  and  wa«  apprc- 
lienfive  your  fon's  application  would  deilroy  his  views  ; 
v.hich,  in  order  to  defeat,  he  affiimcd  the  charafter  of 
Sir  Penurious  :  but  he  is  fo  captivated  with  yoin:  in- 
tegrity and  fricndlhip,  that  he  rather  choofes  to  forego 
his  own  intereft,  than  inten'upt  the  happinefs  of  your 
fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now,  tJiat's 
kind  !  who  could  have  thought  it,  coufin  Hartop  ?  lack- 
a-day  !  Well,  but  whcre's  Tim  ?  hey,  good  now  !  and 
who  are  you  ? 

yefik.    Ihis,  Sir,  is  Jenny,  the  handmaid  of  the  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  a  peftilent  hulfey  !  Ah,  Har- 
top, you  are  a  wag  !  a  pize  of  your  pots,  and  your 
r  )yal  oaks  !  lack-a-day,  who  could  ha  thought — ah, 
Jcany,  you're  a — But  where's  Tim  ? 

£  flier  vSir  Gregory's  Servar.t. 

Serz-.  Wounds,  mailer  !  never  ftir  alive  if  Mailer  Tim 
has  na  gone  aod  marr)'*d  Mally  Pengroufe. 

Sir 
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Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  how,  firrah,  how  !  good  now, 
good  now,  coufin  Hartop — Mally  Pengroufe  !  who  the 
dickens  is  fhe  ? 

Serv.  Mafter  Timothy's  fweetheart  in  Cornwal. 

Sir  Greg.  And  how  came  fhe  here  ?  lack-a-day,  cou- 
fin ! 

■  Serv.  She  tramp'd  it  up  after  mafter.  Mafter  Timo- 
thy is  without,  and  fays  as  how  they  be  marry 'd  :  I 
wanted  him  to  come  in,  but  he's  afraid  you'll  knock's 
down. 

Sir  Greg.  Knock'n  down  !  Good  now,  let  me  come 
at  him  !  I'll — ah,  rogue  !  Lack-a-day,  coufin,  fhew 
me  where  he  is  !   I'll — 

Har.  Moderate  your  fury,  good  Sir  Gregory ;  con- 
fider,  it  is  an  evil  without  a  remedy. 

Sir  Greg.  But  what  will  dame  Winny  fay  ?  Good 
now,  fuch  a  difparagement  to — and  then,  what  will  Sir 
Penurious  fay  ?  lack-a-day,  I  am  almoft  diftrafted!  And 
you,  you  lubberly  dog !  why  did  not  you — I'll — ah, 
coufin  Hartop,  coufin   Hartop  !   good  now,  good  now  ! 

Har.  Dear  Sir,  be  calm  ;  this  is  no  fuch  furprifing 
matter :  we  have  fuch  inftances  in  the  newfpapers  every 
day. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !   no,  coufin,  no. 

Har.  Indeed,  Sir  Gregory,  it  was  but  laft  week  that 
Lord  Lofty's  fon  marry'd  his  mother's  maid  ;  and  Lady 
Betty  Forward  run  away,  not  a  month  ago^  with  her 
uncle's  butler. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  what,  in  the  news  ?  Good 
now,  that's  fome  comfort,  however ;  but  what  will  Sir 
Penurious — 

Har.  As  to  that,  leave  him  to  me  ;  I  have  a  proje^ 
to  prevent  his  laughing  at  you,   I'll  warrant. 

Sir  Greg.   But  how  ?  how,  coufin  Hartop,  how  ? 

Har.  Sir  Gregory,  d'ye  think  me  your  friend  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !   ay,  coufin,  ay. 

Har.  And  would  you,  in  return,  ferve  me  in  a  cir- 
Cumftance  that  can't  injure  yourfclf  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  to  be  fure,  coufin. 

Har.  Will  you,  then,  permit  nie  to  aflume  the  figure 
of  your  fon,  and  fo  pay  my  addrefTes  to  Mifs  'I'rifle  ?  I 
was  pretty  hcippy  in  the  imitation  of  her  father ;  and, 

if 
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if  I  could  impof«  upon  your  fagacity,  I  Hiall  find  Ic^ 
difficulty  with  your  brother  knight. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now  !  Tim  !  ah,  you  could  not  tontk 

Har.  I  warrant  you.    But,  fee,  the  young  gentleman. 
Enter  Tim. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah,  Tim,  Tim  !  little  did  1 — Good  novr, 
good  now ! 

Tint.  I  could  not  help  it  now,  fath  and  fole  :  but  if 
you'll  forgive  me  this  time,  I'll  never  do  fo  no  more. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  if  thee  can'ft,  forgive  thyfelf, 
I  can  forgive  thee  ;  but  thank  my  coufin  Hartop. 

Har.  Oh,  Sir !  if  you  arc  fatisfy'd,  I  am  rewarded. 
I  wilh  you  joy  ;  joy  to  you,  child. 

Sir  Greg.  Thanks,  coufin  Hartop. 
Enter  Waiter. 

Wait.  Sir,  Mrs  Penelope  Trifle,  with  her  niece,  be* 
ing  come  to  town,  and  hearing  your  worfhip  was  in  the 
houfe,  would  be  glad  to  pay  you  their  Complimcifts. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  wonderful  !  here  we  are  aH 
topfy-turvey  again  !  what  can  be  done  now,  coufin  Har- 
top ? 

Har.  Dick  !  fhew  the  ladies  in  here ;  but  delay  them 
a  little.  'J'he  luckiefl  incident  in  the  world.  Sir  Gre- 
gory !  If  you  will  be  kind  enough  to  lend  Jenkins  your 
drefs,  and  Matter  Timothy  will  lend  me  his,  I'll  make 
up  matters  in  a  moment. 

Sir  Gri^a.   Ay,  ay,  coufin. 

Tim.  Fath  and  fole,  you  (hall  have  mine  dire-— 

Har.  No,  no  ;  llep  into  the  next  room  a  minute^ 
Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay,  where  you  will. 

Tim.  Fath,  here  will  be  choice  fport.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Mrs  Penelope  and  Suck,  ivitb  Waiter. 

Wait.  The  gentlemen  will  wait  on  you  prefentlyi 
Would  you  choofe  any  refrefhmcnt  ? 

Suck.  A  draught  of  ale,  friend,  for  I'm  main  dry. 

Mrs  Pen.  Fie  !  fie  !  niece  !  is  that  liquor  for  a  young 
lady  ?  Don't  difparage  your  family  and  breeding.  The 
perfon  is  to  be  born  that  ever  faw  me  touch  any  thing 
ilronger  than  water  till  I  was  three-and-twenty. 

Suck.  -Troth,  aunt,  that's  fo  long  ago,  that  f  think 

Vol.  I.  A  a  there's 


9-j^  THE    KNIGHTS. 

there's  few  people  alive  who  can  remember  what  you  did 

then. 

JWri  Pen.  Plow  !  gillflirt !  none  of  your  fleers  !  I  am 
glad  here's  a  hulhand  coming  that  will  take  you  down  ■: 
Your  tantrums  !  You  are  grown  too  hcadflrong  and  ro- 
buft  for  me. 

SucL  Gad,  I  believe  you  would  be  glad  to  be  taken 
down  the  fame  way  ! 

Mrs  Pen.  Oh  !  you  are  a  pert But  fee,  your  lo- 
ver approaclies.     Kow  Sukey,  be  -careful,  child  :  None 
pf  your— — 
Enter  Jenkins  as  Sir  Gregory,  and  Hartop  as  Tim. 

jfenk.  Lack-a-day,  lady  !  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  !  won- 
derful !   and  your  niece  !  Tim,  the  ladies. 

Har.  Your  fervaut,  Millrefs  !  I  am  glad  to  fee  you, 
Mifs  Suck.  (  Salutes  her. )  Fath  and  folc,  Miftrefs  Suck'» 
a  fine  young  woman,  more  or  lefs  ! 

Suck.  Ye<!,   I  am  well  enough,   I  believe. 

jfenk.  But,  lady,  where's  my  brother  Trifle  ?  where 
is  Sir  Penurious  ? 

Suck.  Father's  at  home,  in  expectation  of  you  ;  and 
aunt  and  I  be  come  to  town  to  make  preparations. 

JeTtk.  Ay  !  wonderful  !  Pray,  lady,  Hi  all  I,  good 
BOW  !  crave  a  word  in  private  ?  i'im,  will  you  and  your 
iweetheart  draw  back  a  little  ? 

Har.  Yes,  father :  Come,  Mifs,  will  you  jog  a  tiny 
bit  this  way  ? 

Suck.  With  all  my  heart. 

Jeak.  There  is,  lady,  a  wAi^rful  affair  has  happen'd, 
good  now  !  Son  Tim  has  fallen  in  love  with  a  young 
woman  at  his  uncle's,  and  'tis  partly  to  prevent  badcon- 
fequences,  that  I  am,  lack-a  day  !  fo  hafty  to  match 
him  :  and  one  of  my  men,  good  now,  tells  me  that  ht 
h.aifi  feen  the  wench  fjnce  we  have  been  in  town  ;  Ihc  has 
foUow'd  us  here,  furc  as  a  gun,  lady  !  If  Tim  fees  the 
girl,  he'll  never  marry  your  niece. 

Mrs  Pen.  It  is  indeed,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  a  mod 
critical  conjuncture,  apd  requires  tlie  moll  mature  deli- 
beration. 

Jenk.  — Deliberation !  lack-a-day,  lady,  whilft  we 
deliberate  the  boy  will  be  loft. 

Mrs 
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Mi's  Pen.  Why,  Sir  Gregory  Gatette,  what  opcra- 

r.s  can  we  determine  upon? 

yenit.  Lack-a-day  !  I  know  but  one. 

Airs,  Pin.  Adminiller  your  propofition,  Sfr  Gregory 
Gazette  :  you  will  have  my  concurrence,  Sir,  in  any 
thing  that  does  not  derogate  from  the  regulations  of 
condud  ;  for  it  would  be  moil  prcpofterous  in  one  of  my 
cbara^er,  to  deviate  firom  the  llrirtclt  attention. 

yenk.  Lack-a-day,  lady,  no  fuch  matter  is  tmntcd. 
But,  good  now  !  could  not  we  tack  the  young  couplff 
together  direftly  ?  yoTjr  brother  and  I  have  already 
agreed. 

Mrs  Pffi.  Are  the  previous  prclimineries  fettle^  Sir 
Gregory  Gazette  ? 

yt-nk.  Good  now  .••  a«  firm  as  a  rock,  lady. 

Mrs  Pen.  Why,  then,  to  preferre  your  fon,  and  ac- 
ccmplilh  the  union  between  our  families,  I  have  no  ob- 
jections to  the  acctlcration  of  their  nuptials,  provided 
the  child  i»  inclined,  and  a  miniftcr  may  be  procur'd. 

y^nk.  Wonderful  !  you  are  very  good,  good  now  I 
tl*erc  has  been  one  match  already  in  the  houfc  to-day  ; 
>»e  may  have  the  fame  patfon.  Here !  Tim  !  and  young 
gentlewoman  !^ — Well,  Mifs  !  wonderful,  and  how  ?  hn« 
1  im  ?  hey,  boy  !   Is  not  mifs  a  fine  young  lady  * 

Nar.  Fath  and  fok,  fether,  mifs  is  a  charming  young 
woman  ;  all  red  and  white,  like  MaUy — Hum  ! 

fitik.  Hudr,  Tim  ?  Well,  and  Mifs,  how  docs  my 
boy  ?  he's  an  honcll  hearty  lad  !    Has  he,  good  now  ! 

.J  the  art  ?   How  d'  ye  like  him,  young  gentlewoman? 

Sack.   Liken  ?  well  enough,   I  think. 

yenk.  Why,  then,  Mifs,  with  your  leave,  your  aunt 
and  I  here  have  agreed,  if  you  are  willing^,  to  have  the 
wedding  over  dircftly. 

Su.-k.  Gad  !  with  all  my  heart.    Aflc  the  yonng  ma«. 

Mar.  Fath  and  fole,  ]\i^  as  you  pleafe ;  to-day,  to- 
morrow, or  when  you  will,  more  of  lefs. 

yenk.  Good  now,  g(X)d  now  !  then  get  you  tn  there^ 
there  you  will  find  one  to  do  your  bufineft  :  wonderful ! 
matters  will  foon  be  managed  within.  Well,  lady,  this 
was  good  now,  fo  kind  !  Lack-a-day  !  I  verily  believe  if^ 
dame  Winny  was  dead,  that  I  fliould  be  glad  to  lead  op 
f ncjk  another  dance  with  you,  lady. 

Aa  2  I\lrt 
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Mr  J  Pen.  You  are,  Sir,  fomething  too  precipitate  : 
Nor  would  there,  did  circumftances  concur,  as  you  in- 
sinuate, be  fo  abfolute  a  certitude,  that  I,  who  have  re- 
Jefted  fo  many  matches,  fhould  inllantaneoufly  fuc- 
cumb. 

y^nk.  Lack-a-day,  lady,  good  now  !   I— 

J[h-s  Pen.  No,  Sir ;  I  would  have  you  inftru6lcd, 
that  had  not  Penelope  Trifle  made  irrefragable  refolu- 
tions,  fhe  need  not  fo  long  have  preferved  her  family  fur- 
xame. 

ysnk.  Wonderful  !  why,  I  was  only — 

Mrs  Pen,  Nor  has  the  title  of  Lady  Gazette  fuch  re- 
fplendent  charms,  or  fuch  bewitching  allurements,  as  to 
throve  me  at  once  into  the  arms  of  Sir  Gregory. 

Jenk.   Good  now  !   who  fays 

jyin  Pen.  Could  wealth,  beauty,  or  titles  fuperior  to- 
pe rhaps — 

EnUr  Sir  Gregory,   Roger,  and  Tim. 

Twi.  Yes,  indeed,  father ;  Mr  Hartop  knew  on't  as 
"well  as  I,  and  Mr  Jenkins  got  us  a  parfon. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  a  rare  couple  of 
friends  !  But  I'll  be  even  with  them  !  I'll  marr  their 
jnarket !   Mafter  Jenkins,  you  have  fobb'd  me  finely. 

Jcnk.  Lack-a-day,  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Come,  come,  none  of  your  lack-a-days  ! 
none  of  your  gambols,  nor  your  tricks  to  me :  Good 
now,  good  now !  give  me  my  cloaths  !  here,  take  your 
tawdry  trappings.  I  have  found  you  out  at  laft  :  I'll  be 
310  longer  your  property. 

yenk.  Wonderful !  what's  all  this,  lady  ?  Good  now, 
good  now  !  what's  here  ?  a  ftage-play  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Play  me  no  plays  ;  but  give  me  my  wig  ! 
and  your  precious  friend  my  loving  coufin,  (pize  on  the 
kijidred),  let'n — 

yenk.  Good  now,  good  now !  what  are  thefe  folks  ? 
as  fure  as  a  gun,  they're  mad. 

Sir  Greg.  Mad  !  no,  no  ;  we  arc  neither  mad  nor 
fools  :  no  thanks  to  you,  tho'. 

Mrs  Pen.  What  is  all  this  ?  can  you  imravel  this  per- 
plexity, untwine  this  myftery,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette  ? 

Sir  Greg.  He  Sir  Gregory   Gazette  ?    Lack-a-day, 

lady  J 
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lady !    you  are    trick'd,    impofed  upon,    bamboozled  : 
Good  now,  good  now  i   'tis'  1  am  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Mrs  Pen.   How  ! 

Tim.  Fatt^  and  foley  'ti^-tnte,  mt^efss;  an4  I  am  bw 
Iba  TirtU  and  wi0  Cwdkr  it.      .       .  '^_ 

Mrs  Pen.  Why,  isn't  Mr  Timothy  Gazette  with  my 
niece  Sufannah  Trifle  ? 

Tim.  Who,  me?  Lord^  no,  *lis  ifOhC  of  I,  it  is 
coufin  Hartop  in  my  cloaths. 

Mrs  Pen.  What's  this  \  and  pray,   who — 

JetA.  V^Ky,  a»  I  fee  the  aflair  is  condu<Itd,  you 
may.  Madam,  call  me  Jenkins.  Come,  Hartop,  you 
may  now  throw  off  your  difguifc  ;  the  knight  had  like 
to  have  cmbarraflcd  lu. 

Mrs  Pen.   How,  Mr  Jenkins  !  and  would  you,  Sir» , 
participate  of  a  plot  to 

Har.  Madam,,  in  -the  iffiie,  your  family  will,  I  hope, 
no  grrat  re:  •  I  always  had  the  great- 

eft  veneration  foi  c  Trifle's  underftaiiding  ; 

the  higlieil  ellcem  1   fur  her  virtues  can  intitlc  me  to  the 
honour  of  being  regarded  as  her  relation. 

Mrs  Pen.  Sir,  1  fliall  determine  on  nothing,  'till  I 
am  apprifcd  of  my  brother's  refolution. 

Har.  For  that  wc  muil  wait.  Sir  Gregory,  I  miift 
lutreat  you  and  your  fon's  pardon  forfomc  little  libcitiea 
I-  hav«  'uA<»>-  witk.  you-  both.  -  Mj;  Jeakins,  I  have  the 
higheft  obligation  to  your  friendfhip  ;  and,  Mifs,  when 
we  become  a  little,  bcttfcr  acquainted,  I  flatter  layfclf 
the  change-will  not  prove  unplealing. 

Suck.   1  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Har.  Sir  Gregory,  we  fliall  have .  your  company  at 
dinner  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack  a-day,  no,  no,  that  boy  has  fpoil'd " 

my  ftomach Come,  Tim,  fetch  thy  rib,  and  let  us 

be  jogging  toward*  Wales ;  but  how  itou  wilt  get  off 
with  thy  mother 

Tim.  Never  fear,   fedier 

Since  you  have  been  pleas'd  our  Buplisd-knot  tb  blefs, 
^Ve  fhall  be  happy  all  our  livc^-^iuere  or  kiiB — 

Aaj,  THE 
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PR      O 


O      G     U     E. 


THE  deuce  is  in  him  !  What  the  daicc 
(I  hear  you  cry)  can  that  produce? 
What  does  it  m<an  ?  what  can  it  be  .' 

A  little  patience and  you'll  fee. 

Behold,  to  keep  your  minds  uncertain, 
Between  the  fcene  and  you  this  curtain  I 
So  writers  hide  their  plots,  no  doubt, 
To  pteafe  the  more  when  all  comes  oat! 
Of  old  the  Prologue  told  the  ftory. 
And  laid  the  whole  affair  before  ye  ; 
Came  forth  in  limple  phrafe  to  fay, 
*'  'Fore  the  beginning  of  the  play  *, 
**•*  I,  haplefs  Polydore,  was  found 
•'  By  filhermcfl,  or  others,  drown'dl 


Or 


*  The  linei  marked  ivith  turned  commas,  are  t/ilen  from  a  poem  ctiUei 
%2h.efy<:m,  an  yfi^Ue  tt  Mr  Carriik,    See  Lioj  d's  Pccnis^  f-  57. 
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"  Or 1,  a  gentleman,  did  wed 

"  The  lady  I  would  never  bed, 

"  Great  Agamemnon's  royal  daughter, 

*'  Who's  coming  hither — to  draw  Wjter." 

Thus  gave  at  onct  the  bards  of  Greece 
The  cream  and  marrow  of  the  piece ; 
Afliing  I'O  trouble  ot  your  own 
To  fljiin  the  milk,  or  crack  the  bone. 

The  poets  now  take  ditTrent  ways  : 
E'en  lei  them  find  it  out  for  Biya! 
And  Tragedy  as  well  might  fwagger 
Without  blank  verfc,  or  howl,  or  dagger, 
As  Fjrce  attempt  the  arduous  tafk. 
To  walk  abroad  without  her  mafk. 
A  poet,  as  once  poets  us'd, 
To  poveriy  was  quite  leduc'd. 
No  boy  on  errands  to  be  fent, 
On  his  own  mcfTages  he  went. 
And  once,  with  cunfc  ous  pride  and  (hame. 
As  from  the  chandler's- Ihop  he  came. 
Under  hit  thread-hare  cloak,  poor  f(/ul! 
He  cover'd— — half  a  peck  of  coal. 
A  Wag  (his/n«'B(/)  began  to  fmoke ; 
—George!  tell  us,  whai's  beneath  your  cloak  ? 
—Tell  you!  it  were  as  well  to  (how  — 
I  hid  it — that  you  (faou'd  not  know. 

Yet  Farce  and  Title,  one  to  t'other 
Shou'd  feem,  like  Sofiat,  a  Twin-brother. 
Prologues,  like  Andrews  at  a  Fair, 
To  draw  you  i%  Ihou'd  majie  you  (lite. 
"  The  notified!  the  only  Booth  !— Walk  in! 
*'  Gem'men,  in  here!  juft  going  to  begin!" 
And  if  our  Author  don't  produce 
Some  charaOer  that  playi  the  Deuce; 
K  there's  no  frolic,  fenJe,  nor  whim. 
Retort,  and  pby  the  dev'l  with.bim! 


ACT     I. 

Scene,  A  Room  in  Emilys  Houji^ 

Enter  Emily  •with  a  Letter  open  in  her  Hand~——aHi 
Mademiijelle  Florival  in  /yiarj's  Chathj. 

Emily, 

BE  afTured,  that  I  will  do  every  thing  in  my  power 
to  ferve  you  ;  my  brother  knew  that  he  might  com* 
mand  my  fervice<— £c  comforted,  I  befcecii  you;  Madam. 

F/o. 
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Flo.  You  cannot  wonder,  Madam,  that  I  fhould  be 
fiiocked,  extremely  (hocked,  at  the  cruel  neceffity  of 
appealing  before  you  in  fo  indelicate  a  difguife. 

Em.  Indeed  you  need  not :  there  is  fomcthing  in  your 
manner,  which  convinces  me,  that  every  aftion  of  your 
life  carries  its  apology  along  with  it  ;  though  1  will  not 
venture  to  inquire  into  the  particulars  of  your  flory  till 
your  mind  is  more  at  eafe. 

Flo.  Alas,  Madam,  it  is  my  intereft  to  make  you  ac- 
quainted with  my  itory.  I  am  the  daughter  of  Monlieur 
riorival,  a  French  phylkian,  in  the  iflaod  of  Belleifle. 
An  Englifli  officer,  who  had  been  dcfperately  wounded>, 
was,  after  the  capitulation,  for  the  fake  of  due  attend- 
ance, taken  into  my  father's  houfe  ;  and  as  I,  in  the 
very  early  part  of  my  life,  had  refided  in  England,  he 
took  fome  pleafure  in  my  converfation.  In  a  word,  he 
won  my  afFeftions,  and  afked  me  of  my  father  in  mar- 
riage :  but  he,  alas !  too  much  influenced  by  the  nar- 
row prejudices  fo  common  between  the  two  nations,  for- 
bad the  oJBicer  his  houfe,  but  not  before  we  were,  by 
the  moft  folemn  engagements,  fecretly  contrafted  to 
each  other. 

Em.  May  I  afk  the  officer's  name  ? 
Flo.  Excufe  me.  Madam.     Till   I  fee  or  bear  from*, 
him   once  more,  my   prudence,  vanity,  or  call  it  what 
you  will,  will  fcarce  fuffer  me  to  mention  it.     Your  bro- 
ther, indeed,  is  acquainted  with- 

Em.  I   beg  your  pardon 1  hope,  however,  you 

have  no  reafon  to  think  yourfelf  neglefted  or  forgot-- 
ten? 

Flo.  Oh  no ;  far  from  it.  He  was  foon  recalled  by 
orders  from  England ;  and  on  my  father's  prefling  me 

to  confcnt  to  another  match,  my  pafiion 1  blufh  to 

own  it -tranfported  me  fo  far,  as  to  depart  abruptly 

from  Belleiffe.    I  came  over  in  an  Englifh  fliip  to  Portf- 
mouth,  where  I  expefted,  according  ta  letters  he  had' 
contrived  to  fend  me,  to  find  the  officer.     But,  judge 
of  my  difappointment,  when.  I  learnt  that  he  embarked 
but  three  days  before  for  the  ficge  of  the  Havannah. 

Em.  The   Havannah ! — You  touch  me   nearly 
pray  go  on. 

Flo.  la  a  .ftrange  kiBgdom— ^©nc—^nd  a-  woman 

what"?- 
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«hat  could  I  do  ?  In  order  to  defeat  inquiries  after  me, 
I  difguiTed  myfelf  in  this  habit,  and  mixt  with  the  offi- 
cers of  the  place  ;  but  your  brother  foon  difcovered  my 
uncafmefs,  and  faw  through  my  difgnifc.  I  frankly 
confefled  to  him  every  particular  of  my  ftory  :  in  confe- 
quence  of  which,  he  has  thus  generoufly  recommended 
T.e  to  your  protc£\ion. 

it;/;.  And  you  may  depend  on  my  friendlbip — Your 
Ktuation  affefts  me  ftrangely. 

Flo.  Oh,  Madam,  it  ib  impoflible  to  tell  you  half  its 
mifcries  ;  efpccially  llnce  your  brother  has  convinced 
me,  that  I  am  fo  liable  to  be  dilcovered. 

Em.  You  (ball  throw  off  that  drefs  as  foon  z%  poflibie, 
and  then  I   will  take  you  into  the  houfe  with   me   and 

my  fifter In  the  mean  time,  let  me   fee  you   every 

''<iy — every  hour.     I  fiiall  not  be  afraid  that  your  vilits 

ill  afFcA  my  reputation. 

Flo.  You  are  too  good  to  me.  [  W^tptr.y. 

Em.  Nay,  this  is  too  much.  It  overcomes  me.  Pray, 
be  cheerful ! 

Flo.  I  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Evi.  Adieu.     I  (hall  expe£l  you  to  dinner. 

Flo.  I  fiiall  do  myfelf  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

\_Exif. 

Em.  [aloHe)  Poor  woman!  I  thought  my  own  un- 
cafmefs almoil  infupportable  ;  and  yet  how  much  mufl 
her  anxiety  exceed  mine  ! 

Enter  Bell. 

So,  filler  !  I  met  your  fine  gentleman.  Upon  my 
word,  the  young  fpark  muft  be  a  favourite — You  have 
had  a  tete-a-t^te  of  above  half  an  hour  together. 

Ew.  How  d'ye  like  him  ? 

Bell.  Not  at  all :  a  foft  lady-like  gentleman,  with  a 
white  hand,  a  mincing  ftep,  and  a  fmooth  chin.  Where 
does  this  pretty  mafter  come  from  ? 

Em.   From  my  brother. 

Btll.  Who  is  he  ? 

Evi.  A  prefent  to  you. 

Bell.  A  prefent  to  me  !     What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Em.  Why,  did  not  my  brother  promlfe  to  take  care 
of  you  before  he  went  abroad  ? 

Bell.  Well !  and  what  then  ? 

Em 
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Em.  What  then  1  Why,  he  has  taken  care  of  you — 
fent  you  a  pretty  fellow  for  a  hufijand— Could  he  pof- 
iibly  take  better  care  of  yoxi  ? 

JBell.  A  hufband  ! — a  puppet,  a  doll,  a 

Em.  A  foldier,  Bell ! — a  red  coat,  confider. 

Bell.  A  fine  foldier,  indeed ! — I  can't  bear  to  fee  a 
red  coat  cover  any  thing  but  a  man,  filler. — Give  me 
a  foldier,  that  looks  as  if  he  cou'd  love  me  and  protect 

me  ;  ay,  and  tame  me  too,  if  I  deferv'd  it. If  I  wa» 

to  have  this  thing  for  a  hufband,  I  wou'd  fet  him  at  the 
top  of  my  India-cabinet  with  the  China  figures,  and  bid 
the  maid  take  care  flie  did  not  break  him. 

Ejtu  Well,  well;  if  this  is  the  cafe,  I  don't  know 
what  my  brother  will  fay  to  you.  Here's  his  letter  f 
read  it,  and  fend  him  an  anfvver  yourfelf. 

Bell,  {reads.)  "  Dear  fifter,  the  bearer  of  this  letter 
«*  is  a  lady!" — So,  fo  !  your  fervant,  madam! — and 
your's  too,  fiftcr  ! — "  whofe  cafe  is  truely  companionate, 
"  and  whom  I  moft  earneftly  recommend  to  your  pro- 

*'  teftion," — Um — um — um — "  take  care  of  her" « 

Um — um — um — *♦  not  too  many  queftions" — Um — um 

um — "  in  town  in  a  few  days." I'll  Be  whipt  now, 

if  this  is  not  fome  miftrefs  of  his. 

Em.  No,  no.  Bell,  I  know  her  whole  hiftory.  It  is 
quite  a  little  novel.  She  is  a  Frenchwoman,  Made- 
moifelle  Florival,  run  away  from  her  father  at  Belleifle^ 
and  dying  for  an  Englifh  gentleman  at  the  Havannah. 

Bsi  The  Havannah  ! Not  for  Colonel  Tamper,  I 

hope,  fiilcr. 

Eyn.  If  Colonel  Tamper  had  been  at  the  taking  of 
Belleifle  too,  I  fhould  have  been  frighted  out  of  my  wit» 
about  it. 

Bel.  Suppofe  I  fliould  bring  you  fome  news  of  him  \ 

Em.  Of  whom  ? 

Bell.  Colonel  Tamper. 

Em.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Bell.   Only  a  card. 

Em.   A  card  ! — from  whom  ?     What  card  ? 

Bell.  Oh,  what  a  delightful  flutter  it  puts  her  into! 

Em.  Nay,  but  tell  me. 

BdU  Well  then while  yourvifitor  was  here,  there- 

eame 
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caint  a  card  from  Major  Belford ;  and  I  took  the  liberty 
of  fending  an  anfwer  to  it. 

Etn.  Let  me  fee  it !     Dear  Bell,  let  me  fee  it  ! 

Bell.  Oh,  it  was  nothing  but  *•  his  complimcnte,  and 
*'  defjring  to  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  you  any 
"  time  this  morning  from  Colonel  Tamper." 

Em.  P'rora  Colonel  Pamper! — What  can  this  mean  ? 

I  am  ready  to  fink  with  fear Why  does  he  not  come 

himfelf? 

Beil.  He's  not  arrived — not  come  to  town  yet,  I  fup- 
pofe. 

Em.  Oh,  Bell !  I  could  fuppofe  twenty  things  that 
terrify  mc  to  death. 

Bfll.  I  think  now,  fuch  a  mefiage  ought  to  put  you 
quite  out  of  your  pain  :  he  could  not  come  from  Colo- 
nel Tamper,  if  there  was  no  fuch  perfon  in  being. 

Em.  Ay,  but  fuppofe  any  accident  fhould  have  hap- 
pened to  him  !  Heaven  foj-bid  1  How  unfortunate  is 
it  to  doat  upon  a  man,  whofe  profcffion  expofes  him 
hourly  to  the  rifk  of  \\\%  life  ! 

Beil.  Lord,  Emily,  how  can  you  torment  yourfclf 
with  fuch  horrid  imaginations  I  Befides,  fliould  the  worft 

come  to  the  worll it   is  but  a  lover  loll ;  and  that 

is  a  lofs  cafily  repaired,  you  know. 

Em.  Go,  you  mad'Cap !  but  you'll  pay  for  all  this 
one  day,  I  warrant  you.  AVhen  you  come  to  be  hear- 
tily in  for  it  yourfclf.  Bell,  you  will  know,  that  when 
a  pure  and  difintereftcd  paffion  fills  the  breaft,  when 
once  a  woman  has  fct  her  heart  upon  a  man,  nothing  in 
the  world  but  that  very  man  will  ever  make  her  happy. 

Bell.  I  admire  your  fettirg  your  hearty  as  you  call  it, 
of  all  things.  Your  love,  my  dear  Emily,  is  not  fo  ro- 
mantic. You  pitch  upon  a  man  of  figure  and  fortune, 
handfome,  feniible,  good-natured,  and  wtU-bred ;  of 
rank  in  life,  and  credit  in  his  profeflion  ;  a  man  that 
half  the  women  in  town  would  pull  caps  for ;  and  then 
you  talk,  like  ^fly  prude,  of  your  pure  and  difintereftcd 
pafBon. 

Em.  Why,  then,   I  declare,  if  he  had  not   a  friend 

on  earth,  or  a  (hilling  in  the  world if  he  was  as  mi- 

fcrablc  as  the  utmcft  malice  of  ill  fortune  could  make 

him. 
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him,  I  would  prefer  Colonel  Tamper  to  the  firft  duke 
in  the  kingdom. 

Bell.  Oh,  lifter,  it  is  a  mighty  eafy  thing  for  perfons 
rolling  in  aifltience  and  a  coach-and-fix,  to  talk  of  li- 
ving on  bread  and  water,  and  the  comforts  of  love  in  a 
cottage. 

Em.  The  coach-and-fix.  Bell,  would  give  little  hap- 
pinefs  to  tijofe  who  could  not  be  happy  without  it. 
When  once  the  heart  has  fettled  its  afFedlions,  how  mean 
is  it  to  withdraw  them  for  any  paltry  confiderations 
of  what  nature  foever  ! 

Bell.  "  I  think  the  lady  doth  proteft  too  much." 

Efft.  **  Ay,  but  (he'll  keep  her  word." 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Major  Belford,  Madam  !  \_Exit, 

Ein.  Show  him  in Oh,  Bell,  I  am  ready  to  drop 

with  apprehenfion ! 

Enter  Major  Belford. 

Bel   Ladies,  your  humble  fervant \_Salutes  thet?i, 

I  rejoice  to  find  you  fo  well. 

Bell.  And  we  congratulate  you,  major,  on  your  fafe 

return  from  the  Havannah How  does  your  friend 

Colonel  Tamper  do  ? 

Bel.   He  is  very  well.  Madam  ;  but 

Em.  But  what.  Sir 1  am  frighted  beyond  expref- 

fion Is  he  in  England? 

Bel.  Yes,  Madam. 

Em.   In  town  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  Madam. 

Em.  Why  have  not  we  the  pleafure  of  feeing  hJm 
then? 

Bel.  He'll  be  here  immediately,  Madam 

E}n.  Oh,  well. 

Bel.  But  it  was  thought  proper  that  I  fhould  wait  on 
you  iirft,  to  prepare  you  for  his  reception. 

E7t2.  'Vo  prepare  me  !     What  does  he  mean  ? 

Bel.  Only  to  prevent  your  being  alarmed  at  his  ap- 
pearance.  Madam  ? 

E7H.  Alarm'd  !  you  terrify  me  more  and  more — What 
i«  the  matter  ? 

Bel.  Nay,  nothing A  trifle — the  mere  chance  of 

war 
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war — lafirtune  de  la  guerre^  as  the  Frencli  call  it ;  that's 
all,  Madam. 

Em.   I'm  upon  the  rack Dear  Sir,  explain — 

Bil.  The  Colomrl,  you   know,  Madam,  is  a  man  of 

fpirit Having   expofed   his  perfon  very  gallantly  in 

the  feveral  attions  before  the  town  of  the  Havannah,  he 
received  many  wounds  ;  one  or  two  of  which  have  been 
attended  with  rather  difagrccable  circumftances. 

Evi.  But  is  the  Colonel  well  at  prefcnt,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  Extremely  well,   Madam. 

Em.  Are  not  the  confequenccs  of  his  wounds  likely 
to  endanger  his  life  ? 

Bil.  Not  in  the  leaft.  Madam. 

Eni.   I  am  fatisfied Pray  go  on,   Sir. 

Bd.  Do  not  you  be  alarmed.   Madam. 

Rjv.  Keep  me  no  longer  in  fufpcncc,  I  bcfecch  you, 
Sir! 

Bill.  What  can  all  this  mean  ? 

Bel.  The  two  principal  wounds  which  the  Colonel  re- 
ceived. Madam,  wtuo,  one  a  little  above  the  knee,  and 
another  in  his  face.  In  confequencc  of  the  firft,  he  was 
reduced  to  the  neceflity  of  faving  his  life  by  the  lofs  of 
a  leg  ;  and  the  latter  has  deprived  him  of  the  fight  of 
an  eye. 

Em.  Oh,  heavens  !  \JReady  to  faint. 

Bill.  Poor  Emily  '  How  could  you  be  fo  abrupt. 
Sir  ?  The  violent  agitation  of  her  mind  is  too  much 
for  her  fpirits. 

Bel.   Excufe  me.  Madam 1  was  afraid  of  makinjj 

_.  wii  uneafy ;  and  yet  it  was  necclTary  you  (hould  be  ac- 
quainted with  thefe  circumftances,  previous  to  your  fee- 
ing the  Colonel. 

Em.  {recovering.^)  Loft  a  leg  and  an  arm,  did  you 
■"  V,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  No,  not  an  arm — an  eye.  Madam. 

Kv:.   An  eye  !   worie  and  worfc — Poor  Colonel ! 

Bel.  Rather  unfortunate,  to  be  fure.  But  we  ftiould 
confidcr,  Madam,  that  we  have  favcd  his  life  ;  and  that 
thefe  were  facriticci  nccefiary  for  its  prefcnation. 

Em.  Very  true.  Ay — ay — fo  as  he  has  but  hi»  life, 
I  am  happy,  ij^nd  I  ought  now  to  be  attached  to  him, 
not  only  from  tcndernefs,  but  compaffion. 

Vol.  I  B  b  B.l 
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Be/.  After  all,  Madam,  his  appearance  is  much  bet- 
ter than  you  may  imagine.  His  face,  by  the  help  of  a 
black  ribband,  is  Tcry  little  disfigured;  and  he  has  got 
a  falfe  leg,  made  fo  naturally,  that  except  a  fmall  hitch 
in  his  gait,  there  is  no  material  alteration  in  his  perfon 
and  deportment — Befides  which,  in  point  of  health  and 
fpirits,  he  is  particularly  well. 

£f//.  I  am  glad  of  it. But,  alas  !   he  whofe  perfon 

was  fo  charming  ! And  then  his  eyes,  that  were  fo 

brilliant ! — fo  full  of  fcnfibility  ! 

Bel.  This  accident.  Madam,  on  his  own  account  gives 
him  no  uneafinefs ;  to  fay  the  truth,  he  feems  rather 
vain  upon  it :  I  could  wifh,  therefore,  when  he  comes, 
that  you  would  not  feem  too  deeply  affedled,  but  rather 
affume  an  air  of  cheerfulnefs,  lell  any  vifible  uneafinefs 
in  you  fhould  fhock  the  Colonel. 

£f».  Poor  Colonel !  I  know  his  fenfibillty.  Let  me 
endeavour,  therefore,  to  convince  him,  that  he  is  as  dear 
to  me  as  ever !  Oh,  yes,  coji  me  rvkat  it  nvilly  I  muft. 
(how  him,  that  the  prefervation  of  his  life  is  an  entire 
cor.folation  to  me. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Colonel  Tamper,  Madam. 

Em.   Eh  !   what  ?  \D'ifordered, 

Bell.  Defirc  the   Colonel  to   walk    up- Compofe 

vourfelf,   my  dear  ! Poor  Emily  !   I  am   in  pain  for 

her.  \_Afide. 

Enter  Colonel  Tamper — Runs  up  to  Emily. 

Tatn.  My  dearell  Emily  !— how  happy  am  I  to  fee 
you  once  again  !  I  have  brought  back  the  honeft  heart 
and  hand  which  I  devoted  to  you  :  as  to  the  reft  of  my 
body,  you  fee  I  did  not  care  fixpence  what  became  of  it» 

Mifs  Bell,   I  rejoice  to  fee  you  fo  well Major,  I  am 

vour's — But  my  Emily — 

Em.  Oh,  Colonel! 

\_BurJis  into  tcurs,  and  leans  upon  Bell. 
Tam.  How's  this?     Tears! 

Bell.  You  fnould  not  have  followed  tlie  Major  fo  foon, 
Colonel ;  (he  had  fcarce  recovered  the  firft  fhock  from 
his  intelligence. 

TaTH.  My  impatience  would  fufFcr  me  to  delay  no 
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longer—— Why  do  you  weep  fo,  Emily  ?         Are  you 
forry  to  fee  me  agaiu? 

Em.   Sorry  to  fee  you  unfortunate.  U^^'P'^J^' 

Tavt.  Unfortunate!  call  me  lather  fortunate  :  lam 
come  back  alive  ;  alive  and  merry,   Emily. 

Em.  I  am  glad  you  have  faved  your  life.      ^Weeping, 

Tatu.  I  dare  fay  you  are.  Look  on  me  tliea.  What, 
not  one  glance  !  W^on't  you  deign  to  look  on  your  poor 
maimed  foldier  ?  [_Pauj/ng.'} — Is  it  poflible,  then,  tliat 
any  little  alteration  of  my  ptrfon  can  occalion  a  change 
ill  your  fentiments  ? 

Em.   Never,  Colonel,  never  :      It   is  furely   no  mark 
.  want  of  aifcttion  to  be  fo  much  hurt  at  your  misfor- 
tii#ies. 

Tarn.  Misfortuntc  !  no  misfortunes  at  all — none  at  all 
to  a  foldier — nothing  but  the  ordinary  incidents  and 
common  cafualties  of  his  life — marks  of  honour — and 
tokens  of  valour — I  declare  I  bear  them  about  with  me 
as  the  moft  honourable  badges  of  my  profeflion — I  am 
proud  of  them — I  would  not  part  with  this  wooden  leg 
for  the  beft  flefli  and  blood  in  Chriftendom. 

Era.  And  can  yoa  really  be  fo  unconcerned  at  this 
accident  ? 

Tam.  Really ;  and  you  (hall  be  unconcerned  too, 
Emily.  You  (hall  find  more  in  me  (till,  than  in  half 
the  battered  rakes  and  fops  about  town.  It  injures  rac 
ne  more  than  it  does  a  fine  tree,  to  lop  my  branches. 
My  trunk  is  heart  of  oak,  and  I  (hall  thrive  the  better 
for  it. 

Em.   But  is  there   no  hope  of  recovering  your  eye 

again  ?     Oh,  we  miifl  htive  the  bell   advice Is  the 

fight  quite  loft  ? 

Tarn.  Qj-iite Blind  as  a  raill-horfe blind  at  a 

beetle,  Emily But  what  does  that  (ignify  ?     Love 

is  blind,  you  know ;  and   if  I   have  loll  one  eye,  why, 
they  fay,  I  (hall  fee  the  clearer  with  the  other. 

Em.   I  cannot  look  at  him  without  (huddering. 

\_Retires  end  Jits  dcj-^H. 

BtlL  What  aftion  was  it  you  fuflercd  ia,  Colonel  ? 

fam.  Before   the   Moro  caftle.  Ma'am,    before   the 

Moro Hot  work,  hilTmg  hot,  by  fea  and  land,  I  af- 

fure  you,  Ma'am.     Ah,  the  Moro,  the  Moro! But 

Bb  2  if 
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if  men  go  to  run  their  heads  againft  llone  walls,  they 
muft  expeft  to  have  a  fconce  or  two  broken  before  they 
make  their  way  through  them Eh,  major  ! 

Bt;ll.  Major  Belford  was  with  you  ? 

Turn.  All  the  while.  The  major  and  I  fought  fide 
iy  fide,    check  by  jowl,  till  I  fell,  Ma'am  !     We  paid 

the  Dons — didn't   we,    Major  ? But  Velafco,  poor 

Velafco  ?  A  fine  bnive  Don,  mult  be  owned — 1  had 
lather  have  died  like  Velafco,  than  have  lived  to  be  Ge- 
neraliflimo. 

Bell,   (io  Ewily.)   How  are  you,  fifter  ? 

Taj/i.  Nay,  prithee,  Emily,  be  comforted  !  more  than 
:j.11  this  might  have  happened  to  me  at  home.  I  might 
have  thrown  away  my  life  in  a  duel,  or  broke  my  neck 
m  a  fox-chace:  a  fit  of  the  gout,  or  an  apoplexy,  might 
have  maim.ed  me  ten  times  worfe  for  ever ;  or  a  palfy, 
perhaps,  have  killed  one  half  of  me  at  a  fingle  llroke— 
You  mufl  not  take  on  thus — If  you  do,  I  fliall  be  ex- 
tremely uneafy. 

Effj.  Excufe  me,  I  cannot  help  it — but  be  afiured,  I 
efteem  you  as  much  as  ever,  Sir. 

Tam.  EJieem,  and  Sir! This  is  cold  language — 

I  have  not  been  ufed  to  hear  you  talk  in  that  ftyle, 
Emily. 

E?//..  I  don't  know  what  I  fay — I  am  not  well — let 
me  retire. 

Tarn.  AVlien  fliall  we  name  the  happy  day  ?  I  fliall 
make  (hift  to  dance  on  that  occafion — though  as  Wi- 
thrington  fought — on  my  ftumps,  Emily.  Tell  me, 
when  fliall  we  be  happy  ? 

£771.  I  grovv  more  and  more  faint — Lead  me  to  my 
chamber,   Bell. 

Bell.  She  is  very  ill — don't  teize  her  now,  Colonel ; 
but  let  us  try  to  procure  her  fome  repofe. 

Tarn.  Ay,  ay,  a   fliort  fleep  and  a  little  refleftion, 

nnd  all  will  be  well,  I  dare  fay 1  will  be  here  again 

foon,  and  adminifl:cr  confolation,  I  warrant  you.  Adieu, 
my  dear  Emily. 

Em.   Adieu. — Oh,   Bell !       \_Eyit  in  tears  'with  Bell. 
\_Mannit  Major  Belford  a7id  Col.  Tamper. 

Tc.m.  [ajfurnivg  bis  natural  air  and  t?  anner)   Ha,  ha, 

ha  ! 
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lia ! — ^Wdl,^  Bclford,  what  is  your  opinioa  now  ?   WilT 
(he  Hand  the  tclt  or  no  ? 

Bel.   If  fhe  docs,  it  is  more  than  you  dcfervc.   I  could 
wifh  (he  would  give  you  up  with  all  my  heart,  if  1  did 
not  think  you  would  run  llark  niad  with  vexation. 
Tafft.  Why  fa? 

Bel.  Becaufe,  as  I  have  often  told  you  before,  this  is 
a  mod  id>furd  aad  ridiculous  (ichcme,  a  mere  trick  to 
impofe  upon  yourfelf,  and  moft  probably  end  in  yourlo- 
fing  the  afiFecNonsof  an  amiable  lady. 

Tarn.  You  know,  Bclfcrd,  there  is  an  excefs  of  fen- 
fibility  iu  my  temper— 

BdL  That  will  alwaya  make  you  unhappy. 
Tarn.  Rather  fay  it  will  enfurc  the  future  happinefs 
of  my  life,  flcfanc  I  bind  myfelf  to  abide  by  a  woman 
at  all  events  and  iu  all  circunuhinces,  I  muii  be  affured 
that  (he  w^l  at  all  events  and  in  all  circumftancts  re- 
tain hor  afFcdlion  for  me. 

Brl.  'Sdcath,  I  have  no  patience  to  liear  you.  Have 
not  you  all.  the  reafon  in  tiie  vw>rld  to  relt  affured,  lliat 
Emily  entertains-a  moil  fmcerc  paffion  for  you  ? 

TajK.  Perhaps  fo ;  but  then  I  am  not  equally  affured 
of  the  bafis  on  which  that  pa(!ion  is  founded. 
Bel.   Her  fcJly,  1  am  afraid. 
Tanu  Nay,  but  I  am  ferious,  Major. 
B^L  You  are  very  ridiculouB,  Colonel. 
Tarn.   Well,  wel!  ;    it   docs  not  fignify  talking  :    T 
muft  be  convinced  that  (he  loves  roe  for  my  own  fake, 
for  m.yfclf  alone  ;  and  that,  were  I  diverted  of  every  de- 
firable  g-ift  of  fortune  and  of  nature,  and  (he  was  to  be 
addreffed  by  fifty  others  who   pofleffed  them  all  in  the 
mod  emine.".t  degree,  (he  would   continue  to  prefer  mc 
to  all  the  red  of  mankind. 

*  Bel.  Moft  precio;is  refinement,  truly!     This  is  the 

*  mod  high-ilown  mctaphyfics  in  fentiment  I  ever  heard 

*  in  my  life — picked  up  in  one  of  your  expeditions  to 

*  the  coad  of  France,   I  fuppofe No  plain  Englifn- 

'  man  ever  dream'd  of  fuch  a  whim Eove  you  for 

*  yiurfiflfl  for j9ur  o'v.'nfak:  ! — not  the  truly. 

*  T.ZCT    How  then  ? 

*  Bel.  "Whv,  for  her  ool-;?,    to  be  furc — ar.d  lo  \vc>U:u 

*  any  body  elie. 1  am  vour  friend,  and  love  vou  a» 

Bb3  'a. 
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*  a  friend  :  And  why  ?  becaufe  I  am  glad  to  have  com- 

*  merce  with  a  man   of  talents,  honour,  and  honeily. 

*  Let  me  once  fee  you  behave  like  a  poltroon,   or  a  vil- 

*  lain,  and  you  know  I  would  cut  your  throat,  Colo- 

*  nel! 

*  Tarn.   I  don't  doubt  you.  Major ;  but   if  {he  don't 

*  love  me  for  my  ffou;;   fake,  for  viyfelf,  as  I  faid,  how 

*  can  I  ever  be  certain  that  fhe  will  not  transfer  that 

*  love  to  another  I 

Bel.  "  For  your  cw/;  fake  !   for  ^•(?«r/£'//' again  !' 

Why,  what,  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe,  is  \ki\^  felf 
of  your's,  that  you  make  fuch  a  rout  about  ?  Your 
birth,  your  fortune,  your  charafter,  your  talents,  and 
perhaps,  fweet  Colonel,  that  fweet  pcrfon  of  your's — 
all  thefe  may  have  taken  her — and  habitude,  and  conti- 
nual intercourfe,  muft  increafe  her  partiality  for  them 
in  you,  more  than  in  any  other  perfon.     But,  after  all, 

*  none  of  thefe  things  are  yourftlf.     You  are   but  the 

*  ground  ;     and  thefe    qualities    are  woven   into   your 

*  frame.     Yet  it  is  not  the  Huff,  but  the  richnefs  of  the 

*  work,  that  {lamps  a  value  on  the  piece. 

'   Ta7n.  Why,  this  is   downright  fermonizing,    Ma- 

*  jor.     Give  you  pudding  {leeves,  and  a   grizzle   wig, 

*  you  might  be  chaplain  to  the  regiment.     Yet  matri- 

*  mony  is  a  leap  in  the   dark  indeed,  if  we  cannot  be- 

*  forehand  make  ourfelves  at  all  certain  of  the  fidelity 

*  and  affection  of  our  wives. 

'  Bel.  Marriage  is  precarious,  I  grant  you,  and  muft 

*  be  fo.     You  may  play  like  a  wary  gamefter,  'tis  true. 

*  I  would  not  marry  a  notorious  profligate,  nor  a  wo- 
<  man  in  a  confumption  ;  but'  there  is  no  more  anfwer- 
ing  for  tlie  continuance  of  her  good  difpofition,  than 
that  of  her  good  health. 

Tmv.  Fine  maxims  !  make  ufe  of  them  yourfelf ;  they 
won't  ferve  me.  A  line  time,  indeed,  to  experience  a 
woman's  fidelity — after  marriage  ;  a  time  when  every 
thing  conlpires  to  render  it  her  intereft  to  deceive  you ! 
Ko,  no  ;  no  fool'a  paradife  for  me,   Belford  ! 

Bel.  A  fool's  paradife  is  betttr  than  a  wifeacre's  pur- 
gatory. 

Tavi.  'Sdeath,  Belford,  who  comes  here  ? — I  {hall 
be  difcovered.  \Refu7ning  his  counterfeit  manner. 

Enter 
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Entsr  Prattle. 

Prat.  Gentlemen,  your  moil  obedient ;  mighty  ferry, 

extremely  concerned,  to  hear  the  lady's  taken  ill f 

was  fent  for  in  a  violent  hmry — had  forty  patients  to 

\ilit — refolved  to  fee  her,  however Major  Belford, 

1  rejoice  to  fee  you  in  good  health — Have  I  the  honour 
of  knowing  this  gentleman  ? 

\_Pointing  to  Tamper,  and  going  up  to  him. 

Tavi.  Hum,  hum  ! 

[^Limping  anvay  from  Prattle,  and  putting  his  band- 
kerchief  to  hit  face. 

Bel.  An  acquaintance  of  mine,  Mr  Prattle. You 

don't  know  him,  I  believe A  little  hurt  in  the  fer- 

vice — that's  all. 

Prat.   Accidents,  accidents   will  happen No  lefs 

than   feven  brought   into   our  infirmary  yellerday,  and 

ten  into  the  hofpital Did  you  hear.  Major  Belford, 

that  poor  Lady  Di.  Racket  broke  her  arm  laft  night, 
by  an  overturn,  from  her  horfcs  taking  friglit  among  the 
▼aft  crowd  of  coaches  getting  in  at  Lady  Thunder's 
rout :  and  yeflcrday  morning.  Sir  Helter  Skelter,  who 
is  fo  remarkably  fond  of  driving,  put  out  his  collar- 
bone by  a  fall  from  his  own  coach-box. 

Tarn.  Pox  on  his  chattering  !      I  wilh  he'd  be  gone. 

{^Apart  to  Belford. 

Bel.   But    your   fair  patient,     Mr    Prattle 1   am 

afraid  we  detain  you. 

Prat.  Not  at  all; — I'll  attend  her  immediately 

[^Going,  returns.^ — You  have  uot  heard  of  the  change 
ill  the  miniftry  ? 

Tafn.  Pfha  ! 

Be/.   I  have. 

Prat.  Well,  well — [^G'-Jnjr,  rcttirm.'] — Lady  vSarah 
Melville  brought  to  bed  within  thefe  two  hours — a  boy 
Gentleman,  your  fervant,  vour  very   humble  fer- 

nt.  '  lExit. 

Tain.  Chattering  Jackanapes. 

Bd.  So,  the  apothecar)''s  come  already — we  fhall 
have  a  confultation  of  phyficians,  the  knocker  tied  up, 

and  ftraw  laid  in  the  ftrcct  flioitly. But  are  not  you 

aOiamcd,  Tamper,  to  give  her  all  this  uneafinefs  ? 

Tarn,  No  matter— —I'll  make  her  ample  amends  at 

lail 
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lafl — What  could  poffefs  them  to  fend  for  this  block- 
head? He'll  make  her  worfe  and  worfe.  He  will  abfo- 
lutely  talk  her  to  death. 

BeL  Oh,  the  puppy's  in  fafliion,  you  know. 

Tain.  It  is  lucky  enough  the  fellow  did  not  know 
Hie.  He's  a  downright  he-goffip !  and  any  thing  he 
knows  might  as  well  be  publifhed  in  the  Daily  Adver- 
tifer.  But  come ,  for  fear  of  difcovery,  we  had  better 
decamp  for  the  prefent.     March  ! 

Bd.  You'll  expofe  yourfelf  confoundedly,  Tamper. 

Tajn.  Say  no  more.  I  am  refolv'd  to  put  her  affec- 
tion to  the  trial.  If  (he's  thorough  proof,  I'm  made  for 
ever.     Come  along.  \JjQing. 

Bel.  Tamper  ! 

Tarn.  Oh,   I  am  lame  ;  I  forget.  {^Limping. 

Bel.  Lord,  lord !  what  a  fool  felf-love  makes  of  a 
man !  \Exeunt. 

A  C  T     n. 

ScEKE,  Emily's  Drefftng-roovt. 
Emily,  Bell,  Prattle,  fitting  on  a  Sofa. 

BAl.    T  Think  you  fecm  to  be  a  good  deal  recovered, 
JL   Emily. 

Em.  I  am  much-  better  than  I  was,  I  thank  you — 
Heigh-ho  ! 

Prat-  Ay,  ay,  I  knew  we   {hould  be  better  by  and 

by. Thefe  little  nervous  diforders  are  v^ry  common 

all  over  the  town — merely  owing  to  the  damp  weather, . 
which  relaxes  the  tone  of  the  whole  fyflem. — The  poor 
duchefs  of  Porcelain  has  had  a  fever  on  her  fpirits  thefe 
three  weeks.  Lady  Teafcr's  cafe  is  abfolutely  hyfteri- 
cal ;  and  Lady  Betty  Dawdle  is  almoft  half  mad  with 
lownefs  of  fpirits,  headaches,  tremblings,  vain  feary, 
j^nd  wanderings  of  the  mind. 

Em.  Pray,  Mr  Prattle,  how  does  poor  Mifs  Cromp- 
tcn-do  ? 

Prat.  Never  better,  Ma'am.  Somebody  has  remo- 
ved her  diforder,  by  prefcribing  very  effeftually  to  the 
Marquis  of  Cranford.  His  intended  match  with  Mife 
itichman,  the  hundred  thoufuad  pound  fortune,  is  quite 

off  J 
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off;  and  fo,  Ma'am,  Mifs  Crompton   is  perfeftly  well 

again By   the  bye  too,  (he  has  another  reafon  to 

rejoice  :  for  her  couiin.  Mils  Dorothy,  who  lives  witFt 
her,  and  began,  you  know,  to  grow  rather  old-maidi(h, 
as  we  fay.  Ma'am,  made  a  fudden  conqucll  of  Mr  Bum- 
per, a  Lancaftiire  gentleman  of  a  gnat  cftate,  \\ ho  came 
up  to  town  for  the  Chriflmao  ;  and  they  were  married 
at  Mifs  Crompton's  ytllerday  evening. 

Bill.  Is  it  true,  Mr  Prattle,  that  Sir  John  Medley 
is  going  to  the  fouth  of  I'ramr  f.ir  tlu-  rr  lovt  ry  of  his 
health  i 

Prat.  Very  true,  Ma'.i...,  ,i,v  l.i.^,  i,..ii  i..."s  going, 
I  promife  you  ;  but  not  for  the  recover)*  of  his  health, 
Sir  John's  well  enough  himfclf ;  but  his  affairs  arc  in  a 
galloping  confumption,  I  afTure  you.  No  lefs  than  two 
executions  in  his  houfe.  I  heard  it  for  fact  at  Lady 
Modilh's  Poor  gentleman,  I  have  known  his  chariot 
(land  at  Arthur's  till  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning.  He 
has  had  a  fad   run  a   long   time,  but  that  lad   affair  at 

Newmarket  totally  undid  him. Pray,  ladies,    have 

you  heard  the  ftory  of  Alderman  Manchcller's  lady  I 
Bdh  Oh  no.      Pray,  what  is  it  ? 

Prat.  A  terrible  flory  indeed Eloped  from  her 

hufband,  and  went  off  with  Lord  John  Sprightly.  Their 
intention,  it  feems,  was  to  go  over  to  Holland ;  but 
the  Alderman  purfued  thtm  to  Harwnch,  and  catched 
them  juft  as  they  were  going  to  embark.  He  threaten- 
ed Lord  John  with  a  profccution :  but  Lord  John,  who 
knew  the  Alderman's  turn,  came  down  with  a  thoufand 
pounds ;  and  fo  the  Aldeaman  received  his  wife,  and  all 
is  well  again. 

Bell,  i  vow,  Mr  Prattle,  you  arc  extremely  amufmg. 
You  know  the  chit-chat  of  the  whole  town. 

Prat.  Can't  avoid  picking  up  a  few  flight  anecdotes, 
to  be  fure,  Ma'am — Gt)  into  the  bell  houfts  in  town — 
attend  the  firft  families  in  the  kingdom — nobody  better 
received — nobody  takes  more  care — nobody  tries  to  give 
more  fatisfaftion. 

Bell.  Is  there  any  public  news  of  any  kind,  Mr 
Prattle  ? 

Prat.  None  at  all.  Ma'am — except  that  the  officers 
sfrc  moil  of  them  return 'd  from  the  Havannali. 

Em. 
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Eitu  So  wc  hear,   Sir  ! 

Prat.  I  faw  Colonel  Tamper  yefterday.  O,  ay  !  and 
Major  Belford,  and  another  gentleman,  as  I  canae  in 
here  this  morning. 

Bell.  That  was  Colonel  Tamper,   Sir. 

Prat.  That  gentleman.  Colonel  Tamper ;  Ma'am  ! 

Bell.  Yes,   Sir. 

Prat.  Pardon  me,  Ma'am  !  I  know  Colonel  Tamper 
rery  well. — That  poor  gentleman  was  fomewhat  dif- 
abled — had  fuffered  a  little  in  the  wars — Colonel  Tam- 
per is  not  fo  unfortunate. 

Ern.   O  yes,  that  horrid  accident  ! 

Prat.  What  accident  ? 

Bell.  His  woimds — his  wounds — Don't  you  know, 
Sir? 

Prat,  Wounds,  Ma'am  ! — Upon  my  word,  I  never 
keard  he  had  received  any. 

Bell.  No  I  Why  he  loft  a  leg  and  an  eye  at  the  fiege 
of  the  Havannah. 

Prat.  Did  he  ?  Why  then.  Ma'am,  I'll  be  bold  ta 
fay,  he  is  the  luckieft  man  in  the  world. 

Bell.  Why  fo.   Sir  ? 

Prat.  Becaufe,  Ma'am,  if  he  loft  a  leg  and  an  eye  at 
the  Havannah,  they  muft  be  grown  again,  or  he  has 
fomehow  procured  others  that  do  the  bulinefs  CTery  whit 
as  well. 

Evt.   Impoflible  ! 

Prat.  I  wifh  I  may  die.  Ma'am,  if  the  Colonel  had 
not  yefterday  two  as  good  legs  and  fine  eyes  as  any  man 
in  the  world.  If  he  loft  one  of  each  at  the  Havannah, 
we  pra£titionei-8  in  phyfic  (hould  be  much  obliged  to  him 
to  communicate  his  receipt  for  the  benefit  of  Greenwich 
and  Chelfea  hofpitals. 

Em.  Are  you  fure  that  the  Colonel  has  had  no  fuch 
lofs,   Sir  ? 

Prat.  As  fure  as  that  I  am  here,  Ma'am  !  I  faw  him 
going  into  the  what-d'ye-call-him  ambaflador's,  juft  over 
againft  my  houfe,  yefterday  ;  and  the  laft  place  I  was  at 
this  morning  was  Mrs  Daylight's,  where  I  heard  the 
Colonel  was  at  her  route  laft  night,  and  that  every  body 
thought  he  was  ratlier  improved  than  injured  by  his  late 

expedi- 
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rxpedltion. — But,  odfo  !  Lack-a-day,  lack-a-day,  lack- 
a-day  ! — now  I  recollect — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

\_Laughing  very  heartily. 

Bell.  What's  the  matter,  Mr  Prattle  ? 

Prat.  Excufe  me,  ladies  :  I  can't  forbear  laughing — 
ha,  ha,  ha ! — The  gentleman  in  t'other  room.  Colonel 

Tamper!    ha,    ha,    ha! 1   find  the  Colonel  had  a 

mind  to  pay  a  vifit  in   mafquerade,  this   morning 1 

fpoke  to  Major  Belford 1  thought  I  knew  his  friend 

too but  he  limped  away,  and  hid  his  face,  and  would 

not  fpeak  to  me. Upon  my   word,  he  did  it  very 

Avell  I  I  could  have  fwoni  there  had  been  an  amputatioi* 
—He  would  make  a  figure  at  a  malkcd  ball.  Ha  !  ha ! 
ha! 

Em,  Bell.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

\_Looking  at  each  other.,  and  afferting  to  laugh. 

Prat.  Ha  !   ha  I   ha  !   very  comical  !   Ha  !  ha  !   ha  ! 

Bell.  A  frolic,  Mr  Prattle,  a  frolic  :  I  think,  how- 
ever, you  had  better  not  take  any  notice  of  it  abroad. 

Prat.  Me  !    I   <hall  never  breathe  it.  Ma'am  :   I  am 
dofe  as  oak — an   abfolutc   frec-mafon  for  fecrecy 
But,  Ma'am,   {ri^ng),    I  muft  bid  you  good   morning 

1  have  ftveral  patients  to  vifit  before  dinner. 

Mrs  Tremor,  I  know,  will  be  dying  with  the  vapours 
till  (he  fees  mc  ;  and  I  am  to  meet  Dr  Valerian  at  Lord 
Hectic's  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour. 

Evi.  Ring  the  bell,  my  dear Mr  Prattle,  your 

fervant. 

Prat.  Ladies,  your  rery  humble  fer^•ant. — I  fhall 
fend  you  a  cordial  mixture.  Ma'am,  to  be  taken  in  any 
particular  faintnefs,  or  lownefs  of  fpiritg  ;  and  fome 
draughts  for  morning  and  evening.  Have  a  care  of 
catching  cold,  be  cautious  in  your  diet,  and  I  make  bo 
doubt  but  in  a  few  days  we  fhall  be  perfectly  recovered. 
— Ladies,  your  fcrvant  :  Your  moll  obedient,  very 
humble  fervant.  \_Exii. 

\_The  ladies Jtt  for  Jome  time JiUnt* 

Bell.  {After  a  pauje.)  Siller  Emily! 

Em.  Sifter  Bell ! 

Bell.  What  d'  ye  think  of  Colonel  Tamper  now, 
filler  > 

Etn.  Why,  I  am  £b  provoked,  and  fo  pleafed;  fo  ar- 
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gry,  and  fo  diverted  ;  tliat  I  don't  know  whether  I- 
Ihoiild  be  in,  or  out  of  humour,  at  this  difcovery. 

Bdl.  No  ! — Is  it  poffible  you  can  have  fo  httle  fpirits  ? 
l"Tiis  tattlmg  apothecary  will  tell  this  fine  ftory  at  every 
houfe  he  goes  into — it  will  be  town-talk — If  a  lover  of 
mine  had  attempted  to  put  fuch  an  impudent  deceit  upon 
me,  I  would  never  fee  his  face  again. 

Em.  If  you  had  a  lover  that  you  liked,  Bell,  you 
would  not  be  quite  fo  violent. 

BelL  Indeed,  but  I  (hould.  What!  to  come  here 
with  a  Canterbury  tale  of  a  leg  and  an  eye,  and  heaven 
knows  what,  merely  to  try  the  extent  of  his  power  over 
you. — <  To  gratify  his  inordinate  vanity,  in  cafe  you 

*  /liould  retain   your  afiedlion  for  him  ;  or  to  reproach 

*  you  for  your  wcaknefs  and  infidelity,  if  you  could  not 

*  reconcile  yourfelf  to  him  on  that  fuppofition.' 

Em.  It  is  abominably  provoking,  I  own  ;  and  yet, 
Bell,  it  is  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  but  I  would 
liave  parted  with  half  my  fortune  to  have  made  it  cer- 
tain that  there  was  a  trick  in  the  llory. 

BelL  Well,  I  never  knew  one  of  thefe  men  of  extra- 
ordinary fenfe,  as  they  are  called,  that  was  not  in  fome 
iaftances  a  greater  fool  than  the  reft  of  mankind. 

Em.  After  all.  Bell,  I  muft  confefs  that  this  ftrata- 
gem  has  convinced  meof  the  infirmity  of  my  temper.  This- 
fuppofed  accident  began  to  make  ftrange  work  with  me. 

Bdl.  I  fawtliat  plain  enough.  1  told  you  what  your 
pure  and  difintereited  paflion,  fifter,  would  come  to,- 
long  ago. — Yet  this  is  fo  flagrant  an  affront,  I  would 
make  him  fniart  for  it  fome  way  or  other ;  I  would  not 
marry  him  thefe  feven  years. 

Em.  That,  perhaps,  might  be  punidiing  myfelf,  fifter. 

Bdl.  We  muft  plague  him,  and  heartily  too.  Oh, 
for  a  bright  thought  now,  fome  charming  invention  to 
torment  him  ! 

Em.  Oh,  as  to  that  matter,  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hare 
fome  comical  revenge  on  him  with  all  my  heart. 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Captain  Johnfon,  Ma'am. 

Evi.  Defire  him  to  walk  up.  \_Exit  Servant.]  I  am 
fit  to  fee  any  company  now.— ——This  difcovery  will  do 

me 
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me  more  good,  1  believe,  than  all  Mr  Prattle's  cordial 
mixtures,  as  he  calls  them. 

Bell.  Oh,  you're  in  charming   fpirits,  fiftcr But 

Captain  Johnfon  !  you  abound  in  the  military,  Captains, 
Colonels,  and  Majors,  by  wholefale  :  Who  is  Captain 
Johnfon,  pray  ? 

Evi.  Only  the  name  that  Mademoifelle  FloriTal,  the 
BellciGe  lady  you  faw  this  morning,  goes  by. 

Bdi  Oh,  fifter,  the  luckieft  thought  in  the  world— 
fuch  an  ufe  to  make  of  this  lady. 

jE/«.,  What  d'  ye  mean  ? 

Bell.  Captain  Johnfon  fliall  be  Colonel  Tamper's  ri- 
•-.],  filler! 

Em.  Huih  !  here  ftie  is. 

Enter  Mademoifelle  Florival. 

Em.  Give  mc  leave.  Madam,  to  introduce  you  to  my 
,.ler. 

Btll.  I  have  heard  your  flory.  Madam,  and  take  pai't 
in  your  misfoitunes. 

Flo.  I  am  infinitely  obliged  both  to  you  and  to  that 
lady.   Madam. 

Em.  Oh  !  Madam,  I  have  been  extremely  ill  fincc 
you  was  here  this  morning,  and  terrified  almoil  beyond 
imagination. 

Flo.  I  am  ver}'  forry  to  hear  it ;  may  I  afk  what  has 
alarmed  you  ? 

Ev:.  It  is  fo  ridiculous,  I  fcarce  know  how  to  tcH 
you. 

Bell.  Then  I  will.  You  muft  know.  Ma'am,  tliat 
my  fifter  was  engaged  to  an  officer,  who  weirt  out  on  a 
late  military  expedition.  He  is  juft  returned,  but  is 
come  home  with  the  ftrangeft  conceit  that  ever  filled  the 
brain  of  a  lover.  He  took  it  iuto  his  head  to  try  my 
fiftcr's  faith  by  pretending  to  be  maimed  and  wotinded, 
and  has  aftually  viuted  her  this  morning  in  a  counter- 
feit character.  We  have  juil  now  detected  the  impofi- 
tion,  and  want  your  aflillance  to  be  pleafantly  revenged 
on  him. 

Flo.  I  cannot  bring  myfelf  to  be  an  ad%ocate  for  the 
lady's  cruelty— —But  you  may  both  command  me  ki 
any  thing. 

Evi.  There  is  no  cruelty  in  the  cafe  j  I  fear  I  am 

Vol.  I.  C  c  gone 
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gone  too  far  from  that.  As  you  are,  in  appearance, 
fuch  a  fmart  young  gentleman,  my  fifter  has  wagglfhly 
propofed  to  make  you  the  inftrumcnt  of  exciting  Colo- 
nel Tamper's  jealoufy,  by  your  perfonating  the  cha-^ 
rafter  of  a  fuppofed  rival. — Was  not  that  your  device, 
filter  > 

Bell.  It  was;  and  if  this  lady  will  come  into  it,  and 
you  play  your  part  well,  we'll  tcafe  the  wife  Colonel, 
and  make  him  fick  of  his  rogueries,   I  warrant  you. 

Flo.  I  have  been  a  mad  girl  in  my  time,  I  confefs, 
and  remember  when  1  fliould  have  joined  in  fuch  a  fro- 
lic with  pleafure.  At  prefent,  I  fear  I  am  fcarcc  mif- 
trefs  enough  of  my  temper,  to  maintain  my  chara6ler 
with  any  tolerable  humour.  However,  I  will  fummon 
up  all  my  fpirits,  and  do  my  beft  to  oblige  you. 

Bell.  Oh,  you  will  have  but  little  to  do The  bu- 

finefs  will  lie  chiefly  on  your  hands,  Emily You  muft 

be  moft  intolerably  provoking. If  you  do  but  irri- 
tate him  fufficiently,  we  fhall  have  charming  fport  with 
him. 

Em.  Never  fear  me.  Bell ;   Mr  Prattle's  intelligence 

has  given  me  fpirits  equal  to  anything Now  I  know 

it  is  but  a  trick,  I  ihall  fcarce  be  able  to  fee  him  limp- 
ing about  without  laughing 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Colonel  Tamper,  Madam, 

Efn.  Show  him  in  !  \_Exit  Servant.] Now,  la- 
dies ! 

Bell.  Now,  fifter  ! — Work  him  heartily  ;  cut  him  to 

the  bone,  I  charge  you. If  you  (how  him  the  leafl 

mercy,  you  are  no  woman. 

Enter  Colonel  Tamper. 

Tam,  This  it  is  to  have  new  fervants  !   not  at  home, 

indeed  ! A  pack  of  blockheads,  to  think  of  denying 

my  Emily  to  me      I  knew   the  poor  dear  foul   was  a 

little  out  of  order  indeed — but (fi<^l^g  Florival) — I 

beg  pardon.  Madam  !  I  did  not  know  you  had  com- 
pany. 

Bell.  Oh,  this  gentleman  is  a  particular  friend  of  my 
fiftcr's he's  let  in  at  any  time. 

Tajn.   Hum  !  \_Difordireil. 

Em.  I  did  not  cxped  to  fee  you  return  fo  foon,  Sir! 

Tanu 
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7am.  No 1  believe  I  am  come  fomewhat  unex- 

peftedly  indeed,  Midam  ! 

Em.  If  your  return  had  not  been  fo  extremely  preci- 
pitate. Sir,  I  (hould  have  fcnt  you  a  meffagc  on  pur- 
pofe  to  prevent  your  giving  yourfeif  that  trouble. 

Tarn.  Madam  !   a  mcflagc  !  for  what  xcafon  ? 

Em.  Becaufe  I  am  otherwife  engaged. 

\_JVith  iiuiiference. 

Tarn.  Engaged  ?  I  don't  apprehend  you,  Madam  ! 

Eyn.  No  ?  you  arc  extremely  duD  tJicn  ;  don't  you 
fee  I  have  company  \ — Was  you  at  the  opera  laft  night. 
Captain  Johnfon  ?  \jCoquett'mg  nuith  Florival. 

Turn.  I  am  thundcrftruck. — Madam  !  Mifs  Emily  ! 
—Madam ! 

Em.  Sir  I— Colonel  Tamper  I— Sir  ! 

Tarn.   I  fay,  Madam  ! 

EtH.  Sir  ! 

Ta/H.  'Sdeath  !  I  have  not  power  to  fpeak  to  her.— — 
Tliis  flrange  and  fudden  alteration  in  your  behaviour. 
Madam — 

Em.  Alteration  !  none  at  all.  Sir :  the  change  is  on 
your  fide,  not  mine  I'll  be  judged  by  this  gentleman. 
— Captain  Johnfon,  here's  a  miniature  of  the  Colonel, 

which  he  fat  for  juft  before  he  went  abroad done  by 

a  good  hand,  and  reckoned  a  (Iriking  likcoefs. — Did 
you  ever  fee  a  poor  c.ca..;rc  fo  altered? 

[G/tvr^  a  bracelet. 

Fh.  Why,  really,  ^,cv^...  .,  .  .v.:e  is,  I  muft  own,  a 
▼ery  vifiblc  difference  at  preicnt. — That  black  ribband 
{hAiitg  hy  turr.s  on  tht  ph'lure  ai.d  Colonel  Tamper) 
makes  a  total  eclipfc  of  the  brilliancy  of  this  right  eye — 
and  then,  the  irrej^uiar  motion  of  the  leg  gives  fuch  a 
twift  to  the  rtll  of  the  body,  that 

Tarn.  vSir ! But  it  is  to  you   I  addrefs  myfelf  at 

prefent.  Madam. 1    was   once   fond   and   foolifh  e- 

iiough  to  imagine  that  you  had  a  heart  tndy  generous 
and  fenfible  ;  and  flattered  myfelf  that  it  was  above  be- 
ing Huken  by  abfence,  or  afFeAed  by  events. — How 
have  1  been  deceived  !   I  find,  that 

Ein.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  1  never  deceived  you : — nay, 
you  fee  that  1  difdaincd  the  thought  of  deceiving  you 

even  for  a  day. Out  of  refpcS  to  our  late  mutual  at- 

C  c  2  tachment. 


304         THE  DEUCE  IS  IN  HIM. 

tachment,  I  am  refolved  to  deal  openly  with  you.  In 
a  word,  then,  every  thing  between  us  muft  now  be  at 
an  end. 

Tain.  Confufion  \ Every  thing   at  an  end  !   and 

can  you,  you,  Emily,  have  the  courage  to  tell  me  fo  ? 

Evi.  Why  not  ?  Come,  come,  Colonel  Tamper,  va- 
riity  is  your  blind-fide. 

Tarn.  Zounds,    Madam  ! 

Em.  Don't  be  in  a  paffion Do  but  confider  the 

matter  calmly ;  and,  though  it  may  rather  be  difpleaf- 
ing,  yet  when  you  have  duly  weighed  all  circumllances, 
3'm  fure  you  muft  do  me  the  juflice  to  acknowledge  my 
iincerity. 

Tarn.   I   fhall  run   mad — Is  it  pofllble,   Emily  ! 

Sincerity  do  you  call  this  ? — Diflimulation — damn'd 
*iiiIimulation. 

Etn.  Have  patience,  Sir  !  The  lofs  of  your  whole 
ibrtune  would  have  been  trifling  to  me  ?  But  how  can  I 
reconcile  myfclf  to  this  mangling  of  your  figure. — Let 
me  turn  the  tables  on  you  for  a  moment — fuppofe  now, 
Colonel,  that  I  had  been  fo  unfortunate  as  to  have  loll 
a  leg  and  an  eye,  fhould  you,  d'  ye  think,  have  retain- 
ed your  afFeftion  inviolable  for  me  ? 

Tain.  Falfe,  falfe  woman  ! — Have  a  care,  Emily  ! 
have  a  care,  I  fay,  or  you'll  deftroy  your  fame  and  hap- 
pinefs  for  ever. — Confider  what  you  are  doing,  ere  you 
^nake  a  final  refolution  — You'll  repent  your  inconftancy, 
J  tell  you  beforehand — upon  my  foul,  you  will — You'll 
have  more  reafon  to  repent  it,  than  you  can  poflibly 
imagine. 

Em.  Why  will  you  oblige  me  now  to  fay  fhocking 
things  ro  you  ?  It  goes  againfl  me  to  tell  you  fo,  but  I 
can't  even  fee  you  now  without  horror  ;  nay,  was  I 
even,  from  a  vain  point  of  honour,  to  adhere  to  my  en- 
gagements with  you,  I  could  never  conquer  my  difguft. 
— It  would  be  a  moft  unnatural  conneftion. — Wou'd  not 
it,  Captain  Johnfon  ? 

Tain.  Hell !   'sdeath  !   confufion  ! — How  fteadily  (he 

perfifts  in  her  perfidy!   Madam!   Madam! 1    {hall 

choak  with  rage But,  one  word,  and  I  am  gone  for 

ever — for  ever,  for  ever,  Madam  ! 
Em.  What  would  you  fay,  Sir  ? 

Tarn. 
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Tavi.  Tell  me  then and  tell  me  truly:  Have  not 

you  received  the  addreffes  of  that  gentleman  ? 

Em.  He  has  honoured  mc  with  them,  I  confefs,  Sir; 
and  ever)'  circumdance  is  fo  much  in  his  favour,  that  I 
could  have  no  manner  of  obje^ion  to  him,  but  my  un^ 

fortunate   engagements   to  you But,  fincc  your  ill 

fortune  has  invincibly  divorced   us  from  each  other,   I 
think  1  am  at  Hberty  to  HArn  to  him. 

Tarn.  Matchlefs  conlidcnce!— Mighty  well.  Madam  ! 
— It  is  not  then  the  misfortunes  that  have  befallen  mc,, 
but  the  charms  you  have  found  in  that  gentleman,  which 
have  altered  your  inclination. 

FU.  Well,  Sir  !  and  what  then,  Sir  ?  The  lady,  I  prc- 
fume,  is  not  included,  like  an  old  manhon-houfe,  in  the 
rent-roll  of  your  eitate,  or  the  inventory  of  your  goods 
and  chattels-  Her  hand,  1  hope,  is  ttill  her  own  pro- 
perty, and  {he  may  heftow  it  on  you,  or  mc,  or  any 
body  clfe,  juil  as  (he  pleafes. 

'Tai».  You  are  a  villain,  bir ! — Withdraw  ! 

Bill.  Oh,  iieavens !  here  will  be  murder — Don't  ftir, 
]  beg  you.  Sir. 

/Vs.  O  never  fear  me,  Madam  ;  I  am  not  fuch  a  pol- 
troon as  to  contend  with  that  gentleman Do  yow. 

think   I  would  ftt  my  ftrcngtii  and  ikill  againil  a  poor 
blind  man,  a»d  a  cripple  \ 

TaiM.  Follow  mc,  Sir }  I'U  foon  teach  you  to  ufe 
your  own  legs.. 

Flo.  Oh,  the  fturdy  beggar!  ftir  your  ftump*,  and 
Wgonc  ;  here's  nothing  for  you,  fellow  ! 

7am.  Villain  ! 

Fh.  Poor  man  ! 

T'atrt.   Scoundrel  ! 

FU.  Prithee  man,  don't  eipofe  yourftlf. 

Tayn.  Puppy ! 

Flo.   Poor  WTctch  ! 

Etn.  What,  quarrel  before  ladies?  Oh,  for  ihame, 
Colonel ! 

TiHi.  This   is  beyond  all  fiifFerance.     I  can  contain  • 
lU)    longer— — Know,    then,    Madam,     [to  Emih)    to 
your  litter  confufion,  I  am  not  that  mangled  thing  which  i 

you  imagioc  me     ■     You  may  iee.  Madam 

[^Rfjutuivg  his  natural  mannr. 
CC3.  £/.'..- 
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Em.  BelL  Flo.    Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

\_Laughwg  violently. 

Eifi.  A  wonderful  cure  of  lamenefs  andbhndnefs ■ 

Your  cafe  is  truly  curious,  Sir  ; — and  attelled  by  three 

credible  witneffes Will  you  give  us  leave  to  print  it 

in  the  public  papers  ? 

Tarn.  Madam  !    Madam 

Flo.  I  think  the  flory  would  make  a  figure  in  the 
Philofophical  Tranfaflions. 

Tarn.  Sir ! 

Bell.  A  pretty  leg,  indeed Will  you  dance  a  mi- 
nuet with  me,  Colonel  ? 

Em.  Your  wounds  are  not  mortal,  I  hope,  Colonel  ? 

Tarn.  No,  Madam  !  my  perfon,  I  thank  Heaven,  ia 
ftill  unhurt. — I  have  my  legs,  both  legs.  Madam  ;  and 
I  will  ufe  them  to  tranfport  me  as  far  as  poflible  from 
fo  falfe  a  woman — T  have  my  eyes,  too — my  eyes.  Ma- 
dam— but  they  fhall  never  look  on  you  again,  but  as 
tlie  moft  fdithlefs  and  ungrateful  of  your  fex. 

Em.  If  I'm  not  furprifed  how  he  could  aft  it  fo  well ! 
Pray  let  us  fee  you  do  it  over  again,  Colonel — How 
was  it,  eh?  {Mit/iicking)  hip-hop,  hip-hop,  like  Prince 
Volfcius,   I  think. 

Tam.  I  took  that  method.  Madam,  to  try  your  truth, 
conftancy,  and  affcAion.  I  have  found  you  void  of  all 
t.liofe  qualities,  and  fliall  have  reafon  to  rejoice  at  the  ef- 
feft  of  my  experiment  as  long  as  I  live. 

Em.  If  you  meant  to  feparate  yourfelf  from  me,  you 
Lave  indeed  taken  an  excellent  method.  And  a  mighty 
proof  you  have  given  of  your  own  affeftion,  truly!  In- 
ftead  of  returning,  after  an  anxious  abfence,  with  joy 
wito  my  prefence,  to  come  home  with  a  low  and  meau 
fufpicion,  with  a  narrow  jeaioufy  of  mind,  when  the 
franknefs  and  generofity  of  my  behaviour  ought  to  Ixave 
engaged  you  to  repofe  the  mofl  unlimited  confidence 
in  me. 

Tatfi.  The  event,  Madam,  has  but  too  well  warranted 
my  experiment. 

.  Evi.  And  fhall  juftify  it,  Sir,  flill  more :  for  here* 
before  your  face,  I  give  my  hand  to  this  gentleman  ; 
fulemnly  declaring,  tliat  it  (hall  never  be  in  your  powey 
io  diiJvlve  the  coiuiedion  formed  between  us, 

Tat/u 
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Tarn.  As  to  you,  Madam,  your  infidelity  be  your 
punlfhmeiit. But  that  gciilkinan  fliall  hear  from  mc. 

Flo.   I  defy  you,  Sir ! 

E^n.  Nothing  farther  remains  between   us 1^...^ 

me.  Sir ! 

Tarn.   I  am  gone,  Madam !  and  fo  help  me  heaven, 

never,  never  to  return [^GciNg. 

Enter  Major  Bel  ford. 

Belf.  How  !  going  in  a  paflion  ? — Hold,  Tamper- 
All  in  confufion  ! — 1  thought  fo — and  came  to  fet  mat- 
ters to  rights  again. 

Flo.  What  do  I  fee  !  Major  Belford  !— Major  Bel- 
ford  !   oh !  '  \_Fain!s. 

Belf.  Ha,  my  name,  and  fainting !  What  can  this 
mean  ?   \_Runi  and  takes  her  in  hit  arm/.']      By  heavens, 

a  woman  !     May  I  hope  that Hold,  (he  recovers — 

It  is,  it  is  (he  !  my  dear  Florival  herfclf !  and  wc  (hall 
itill  be  happy. 

Tjw.  Belford's  Bclleifle  lady,  as  I  live !— My  rival 
a  woman  !      I  begin  to  feel  myfelf  very  ridiculous. 

B.^lf.  What  wonder,  my  love,  has  brought  you  hi- 
ther, and  in  this  habit  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  Sir,  I  have  a  long  ftory  to  relate.  At  pre-> 
fent  let  it  fuffice  to  fay,  tiiat  that  lady's  brother  has 
been  the  nobleft  of  friends  to  me ;  and  (he  herfelf  this 
morning  gcneroufly  vouchfafed  to  take  me  under  her 
protection. 

Belf  I  am  bound  to  them  for  ever.  At  my  return  I 
found  letters  from  your  father,  who,  fiippofing  you  waa 
in  England  with  me,  wrote  to  acquaint  me  that  he  wa» 
inconfolable  for  your  lofs,  and  that  he  woidd  confent  to 
our  union  if  I  would  but   a(rure  him  that  you  was  fafc 

and  well. The  next   poft   (hall  acquaint  him  of  out 

good  fortune. Well,  Tamper,,  am  not  I  a  lucky  fel- 
low ? 

Tam.  Oh,  Belford! 1  am  the  m  oft  miferable  do^ 

in  the  world. 

Bel/i  W^hat,  you  have  dropp'd"  your  mafic,  I  fee— • 
you're  on  your  own  legs  again — I  met  Prattle  in  the 
ilreet — He  (lopt  his  chariot  to  fpeak  to  me  about  you, 
aiid  1  found  that  he  had  blown  you  up,  and  difcorered 
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to  the  ladies  that  you  was  returned  quite  unhurt  from 
the  Havannah. 

Tarn.  Did  that  coxcomb  betray  me  ?  That  accounts 
for  all  Emily's  behaviour — Oh,  Major,  I  am  ruined 
paft  redemption — I  have  behaved  moll  extravagantly, 
both  to  your  lady  and  Emily.  I  fliall  never  be  able  to 
look  them  in  the  face  again. 

Bi^lf.  Ay,  ay,  I  forefaw  this.  Did  not  I  tell  you  that 
you  would  expofc   yourfelf  confoundedly  ?      However, 

I'll  be  an  advocate  for  you my  Florival  fhall  be  an 

advocate  for  you  ;  and  I  make  no  doubt  but  you  wiE. 
be  taken  into  favour  again. 

Eni.  Does  he  deferve  it,  Major  ? 

Belf.  Why,  Madam,  I  can't  fay  much  for  him — or 
myfelf  either,  faith — We  mull  rely  entirely  on  your 
goodnefs. 

Flo.  He's  a  true  penitent,  I  fee.  Madam  ;  and  I'll 
anfwer  for  it,  he  loves  you  to  excefs. — Nay,  look  Ott. 
him. 

Em,  Was  it  well  done.  Colonel,  to  chcrifh  a  mean 
diftrull  of  me  ?  to  trifle  with  the  partiality  I  had  (hown 
to  you  ;  and  to  endeavour  to  give  me  pain,  merely  ta 
fecure  a  poor  triumph  over  my  weaknefs  to  yourfelf? 

Tarn.   1  am  afhamed  to  anfwer  you. 

Bell.  Afhamed  !   and  fo  you  well  may  indeed. 

Ta7n.  I  fee  my  abfurdity — all  I  wifh  is  to  be  laughed,^ 
at,   and  forgiven. 

Belf,  A  vei-y  reafonable  requeft. Come,  Madam, . 

pity  the  poor  fellow,  and  admit  him  to  your  good  gra- 
ces again. 

Flo.  Let  us  prevail  on  you,  dear  Madam. 

Em.  Well — now  I  fee  he  is  mod  heartily  mortified, 
I  am  half  inclined  to  pity  him. 

Tatn.   Generous  Emily  ! 

Bell.  Go,  you  provoking  wretch  !  'tis  more  than  you 
deferve.  \_To  Tamper. 

Tarn.  It  fhall  be  the  future  fludy  of  my  life  to  de- 
ferve this  pardon — \^Klfing  her  /'<7n^.  ]— Belford,  I  give 
you  joy — Madam — \_to  Florival]  I  have  behaved  fo  ill. 
to  you,   I  fcarce  know  how  to  give  you  joy  as  I  ought. 

Belf.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  at  prefent — Now 
vre  have  on  all  lidcs  ratified  the  preliminaries,  let  us  fettle 

ttc 
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the  dcGnitive  treaty  as  foon  as  we  can — We  have  been 
two  lucky  fellows,  Tamper — I  have  been  fortunate  in 
finding  my  miftrefs,  and  you  as  fortunate  in  not  loilng 
your's. 

Tarn.  So  we  have,  Belford:  and  I  wirti  every  brave 
officer  in  his  Majcfty's  fcrvice  had  fecured  to  himfelf 
fuch  comfortable  wintcr-quajrtcrs  as  we  have,  after  a 
glorious  campaign. 


THE 


THE 

SULTAN; 

O  R,    A 

PEEP  INTO  THE  SERAGLIO. 

IN    TWO     ACTS. 


Dramatis  Persons, 

M  E  N. 

Dublin,  Sdlnburtb,  I78». 

^"fhc  Turks.^''"'  ^""^""'l  Dr  Acbmet.  Mr  Williamfon. 

Ofmyn,  chkt  of  ihe  Eanvchst     Mr  Wilder.  Mr  Hollingfworth. 

WOMEN. 

^Imira,  ,  .  Mifs  Scracc.  Mrs  Mountford. 

I/tnena,  .  .  Mrs  Johnfon.  Mifs  Kirby. 

Koxa/ana,  an  Englifli  Slave,       Mrs  Daly.  Mrs  Bulkley. 


A  C  T     I. 

ScEKE,  A/j  apartment  in  the  Seraglio,  a  Throne  in 
manner  of  a  Couch,  ivith  a  Canopy  ;  on  the  front  of 
Kxjhich  is  an  Efcutcheon fixed,  ivith  the  Ottoman  Ar7us 
cronuned  ivith  Feathers  ;  in  the  Back  fcene,  the  Sultan's 
Door  covered  ivith  a  Curtain, 


T 


Enter  Osmyn  and  Elmira. 

OsMYN. 

ELL  me,    what  right  have  you  to  be    difcon- 
teiited  ? 

£U  When  firll  I  came  within  thefc  walls,  I  found 

myfeli 
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myfelf  a  flave  ;  and  the  thoughts  of  being  ihut  up  for 
ever  here,  terrified  rac  to  deatli  ;  my  tears  Howcd  Incef- 
lantly  ;  Solyman  was  moved  with  them,  and  folemnly 
promifed  to  reftore  me  to  nay  liberty,  my  parents,  and 
my  country. 

0/.  And  yet  when  the  Sultan  agreed  to  fend  you 
back  to  Georgia,  you  did  not  avail  yourfclf  of  his  ge- 
ncrolUy. 

£/,  rrue  ;  but  his  munificence,  and  above  all  the 
tendernefs  and  love  he  exprefled  to  me  fince,  have  re- 
conciled me  to  this  place,  and  1  vainly  thought  my 
charms  a)uld  have  attach'd  him  to  me. 

Of.  Wliy  then  complain  ?  You  ftillpoflefs  his  heart. 
Already  you  have  been  twice  honour'd  with  the  impe- 
rial handkerchief. 

£/.  His  heart !  does  not  this  place  contain  a  hundred 
beauties  who  equally  (hare  his  love  ?  Tell  the  Sultan 
I'm  determin'd,  and  ready  to  accept  the  firft  opportu- 
nity of  returning  to  my  friends  and  country. 

Of.  I  (hall  procure  yoa  an  anfwer  this  morning — But, 
hark  !   the  Sultan  approaches.  [^v/7  Elmira. 

[TT-f  CurtJtnis  drarun.,  »nd  tke  Sultan  enfgny  precS' 
dsJ  hy  Mutes ,   &  c.     A  grand  March  played. 

SkI.   Ofmyn. 

Of.  'llie  humble  ft  of  your  Haves  attends. 

[^Bo*u)t  to  the  ground. 

Sill.  My  friend,  quit  this  ftyle  of  fervitude  ;  I  am 
iwary  of  it. 

Of.  And  of  the  feraglio  too,  Sir  ? 

Sttl.  It  even  is  fo — and  yet,  upon  reflexion,  I  can- 
not tell  why,  unlefs  that,  having  been  accuftom'd  to  the 
noife  of  camps  and  the  bufincfs  of  war,  I  know  not 
how  to  relifh  pleafures,  which,  tliough  varied,  appear 
infipid,  througli  the  eafe  and  tranquillity  with  which 
they  are  attained. — Your  voice  uftd  to  charm  mc. 
Olmyn  Jiijgs. 

Behold  yonder  zephyr  how  lightly  it  blows. 

And  copying  of  lovers  it  ne'er  fceks  rcpofe, 

But  flies  to  the  pink,  to  the  lily,  the  rofe, 
Carefling  each  flower  of  the  garden  and  grove. 

Then  ftill  kt  your  pleafurc  variety  crown, 

'Mongft 
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'Mongft  the  different  beauties  that  rove  up  and  down. 

Court  the  charms  of  the  fair,  of  the  black,  of  the  brown. 
They're  the  flowers  thatembelHfh  the  garden  of  love. 

Sul.  I  have  often  told  you  I  am  not  touch'cLwith 
mere  carefilng  machines,  who  are  taught  to  love  or  fear 
by  intereft. 

Of.  And  yet  your  highnefs  muil  confefs,  your  fer- 
vant  has  ncgledled  nothing  perfedlly  to  content,  parti- 
cularly in  one  objeft  he  procur'd  you. 

Su/.  Who  is  that  ? 

Of.  The  Circaffian  beauty— the  Sultana  Elmira. 

Su/.  And  truly  {he  poffeffes  all  the  charms  that  can 
adorn  htr  fex. 

Of.  You  thought  fo  once. 

Su/.  Once  !   1  think  fo  iliU. 

Of  Indeed! 

i>u/.  Pofitively — why  ihould  you  doubt  it  ? 

Of  Your  word  is  my  law.  But,  Sir,  there  is  a  mat- 
ter 1  muft  acquaint  you  with  :  I  cannot  manage  the  fe-. 
raglio  ;  and,  by  the  beard  of  Hcli,  I  would  rather  quit 
the  helm  I  can  no  longer  guide.  That  Englifh  flave 
lately  brought  here  is  quite  ungovernable  ;  flie  is  fure  to 
do  every  thing  fhe  is  forbid  ;  fhe  makes  a  joke  of  our 
threats,  and  anfwers  our  moit  ferious  admonitions  with 
a  laugh :  befides,  fhe  is  at  variance  with  the  reft  of  the 
women,  and  fliews  them  fuch  an  example,  that  I  cannot 
longer  rule  them. 

Su/.  That  is  your  bufinefs — I  will  have  them  all  agree 
How  do  you  call  her  ? 

Of  Since  fhe  has  been  here,  we  have  called  her  Rox- 

Su/.  Well — you  mufl  endeavour  to  bring  her  to  rea- 
fon. 

Of.  Shall  the  Sultana  Elmira  throw  herfelf  at  your 
highnefs's  feet  then  ? 

Su/.  Let  her  come — And,  do  you  hear,  Ofmyn,  go 
to  the  apartinent  of  that  Perfian  flave  you  fpoke  of  ye- 
fterday,  fhe  that  fings  fo  well,  and  fend  her  hither. 

Of  I  will,  moft  fublime  Sultan.  [£,v//  Ofmyn. 

Enter  Almira.    S/oe  /(.fieels. 

Su/.   I  know  before-hand  that  you   come   to  upbraid 

me We  have  not  met  fo  often  lately  as  our  mutual 

inclhiations 
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inclinations  wou'd  have  made  agreeable  ;  but  don't  at- 
tribute that  to  coldnefs  which  has  been  the,  unavoidable 
confeqiicuce  of  affairs — the  bufinefs  of  the  Divan  has  ta- 
ken up  fo  much  of  my  time. 

El.  I  don't  prcfume  to  complain  ;  for  your  image  is 
fo  imprinted  on  my  heart,  that  you  are  always  prefent 
to  my  mind. 

Sul.  {itnpaticntly.)  Nay,  dear  Elmira,  I  have  not  the 
leall  doubt. 

£1.  How  docs  my  fo%-creign  like  this  robe  whicli  I 
have  put  on,  on  purpofe  to  pleafe  him  ? 
'  Sul.  Oh,  {rctivnhni)  Elmira,  you  love  mufic — I  have 
fcnt  for  the  Perfian  flave,  who  I  am  told  fings  fo  well  ; 
—if  fhe  anfwers  the  dcfcription,  fhc  will  afford  you  en- 
ttilainmcnt. 

El.   I  want  none  when  you  are  prefent ;  your  com- 
ny  fuffices  for  every  thing, 
i'tt/.  Yonder  comes  our  finger. 

Enter  Ifmena. 
If.   (ineflir^)  Your  flavc  attends  yom*  pleafure. 

[77'.'  SiiTtan  m,iiirj  a  fignto  the  Eunucksi  •v:hokritg 
tivcfioohf  and  beckon  Elmira  toftt. 
EL  This  is  an  honour  I  did  not  expe<^. 

{Takhg  ksr  fi.it, 
l(ir\cna.Jfn£f. 
Bleft  hero,  wlio  in  peace  and  war 
Triumph  alike,  and  raife  our  wonder  ; 
In  peace  the  ihafts  of  love  you  bear. 
In  war  the  bolts  of  Jove's  own  thimdcr. 
TlVHle  Kmcmyfngif  Solyman  takes  Elmira'^  harjif. 
Sul.   Beautiful  Ifnuna,  mcthought  that  fong  did  not 

fo  well  exprefs  the  effcCls   of  love Madam,   (/o  E/- 

mira)  we  will  hear  her  again — -I  never  lieard  any  thing 
fo  charming — her  vcMce  is  exquifitc — What  do  you  think 
of  her  ? 

El.  If  fhc  hears  all  this,  'twill  make  her  vain — I  can- 
not bear  all  this — I  am  ready  to  burit  with  indignation 
and  anger.  \_Exit  Elmira. 

Sul.  There  is  iomcthiug  in  this  flave  that  interefts  me 
in  her  favour;  (he  (hall  be  received  among  the  Sultana's 
attendants,  and  by  that  means  we  (hall  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  hearing  her  often — [Turnit:g,  ptrc;h:t  Elmira 
Vol.  .1  D  d  ^««f«3 
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goneS] — But  whcrc's   the    Sultana  ?  1  did   not  perceive 

fhe  had  left  us — Follow  her,   ifmena,  and  endeavour  to 

amufe  her.  \_Exit  Ifmena. 

Enter  Ofmyn. 

OJ.  I  come  to  tell  your  Higlinefs,  there  is  no  bearing 
that  Englifii  flave  ;  flie  fays  fuch  things,  and  does  fuck 
things,  that 

Sul.  Why,  what  is't  fiie  does  ? 

Of.   She  mimics  me — nay,  and  mimics  you  too. 

Sul.  Pho,  pho. 

Of.  Advice  is  loft  upon  her When   I  attempt  to 

give   it,  flie  falls  a  finging  and   dancing — There  is  no 
enduring  it,  if  you  do  not  permit  me  to  correal  her. 

Sul.  You  take  thefe  things  in  too  ftrious  a  light—- 
She  feems  indeed  a  fingular  charafter. 

Of.  She  has  the  impudence  of  the  devil :  but  juft  now 
I  threatened   to   complain   to  .you   of  her,  fhe  faid  lfe« 
would  complain  of  me  ;  and  here  Ihe  comes. 
Enter  Roxalana. 

Sul.  How  now  ! 

Rox.  Well,  heaven  be  praisM,  at  leaft  here  is  fom^- 
thing  like  a  hum.an  figure.  You  are,  Sir,  I  fuppofe, 
the  fublime  Sultan,  whofe  flave  I  have  the  honour  to  be  : 
if  fo,  pray  oblige  me  fo  far,  as  to  drive  from  your  pre- 
fence  that  horrid  ugly  creature  there  ;  for  he  fliocks  my 
light. — [To  Ofmyn) — Do  you  hear,  go. 

Sul.  {gravely)  They  complain,  Roxalana,  of  your 
irreverent  behaviour ;  you  mull:  learn  to  treat  the  offi- 
;Cers  of  our  Seraglio,  whom  we  have  fct  over  you,  with 
more  deference — All  in  this  place  honour  their  fuperiors, 
and  obey  in  filence. 

Rox.  In  fdence  ! — and  obey !  Is  this  a  fample  of 
your  Tiirkifli  gallantry — ^You  muft  be  vaftly  lov'd  in- 
deed, if  you  addrefs  women  in  that  ftrain. 

Sul.  Confider  you  are  not  now  in  your  own  country. 

Rox.  No  indeed  ;  you  make  me  feel  the  difference  fe- 
verely — There  reigns  eafe,  content,  and  liberty  ;  every 
citizen  is  himfelf  a  king,  where  the  king  is  himfelf  a  ci- 
tizen. 

Sul.  Have  a  humour  more  gentle  and  pliable  ;  I  ad- 
\\k  you  to  alter  your  bchaviouj'  for  very  good  reafons ; 

and 
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and  It  is  for  your  good  :  there  are  very  rigorous  laws  in 
the  Seraglio  for  fuch  as  are  refra<5iory. 

Rfix.  Uj>on  my  word  you  have  made  a  very  delicate 
fpeech,  and  I  admire  the  gravity  with  which  it  was  ut- 
tered. 

Su/.  Roxalana,  I  am  ferious, 

Oj.  What  does  your  Highnefs  lliink  now  ?  Did  I 
tcU  you  the  truth  ? 

Rox.  Oh,  whifpering — What  is  it  that  monfterfays? 
—  that  what-do-you-call-him,  that  good-for-nothing  am- 
phibious animal,  who  follows  us  like  fhctp  here,  and  is 
for  ever  watching  us  with  his   frightful  glaring  eyes,  as 

if  he  would  devour  us Is  this  the  couBdaute  of  your 

picafures — the  guardian  of  our  chaftity? 1  muft  do 

him  the  juilice  to  confcfs,  that  if  yon  give  him  money 
for  makiug  himfclf  hated,  he  certainly  does  not  Ileal  his 
\vagcs.  We  can't  ftir  one  ftep  but  he  is  after  us  ;  by 
and  by,  I  fuppofe,  he  will  weigh  out  air  and  mcafure 
light  to  us  :  he  won't  let  us  walk,  in  the  gardens,  left  it 
fliouki  rain  men  upon  us  ;  and  if  it  did,  'tis  a  bleffing 
we've  been  long  wifliing  for. 

Ojl  'Inhere  now  ;  don't  fhc  go  on  at  a  fine  rate? 

R»x.  Don't  mind  that  ugly  creature,  but  liften  to 
Hie — If  you  folkrw  my  counfel,  I  (hall  make  you  an  ac- 
complifli'd  prince — I  wilh  to  mak«  you  belov'd — Lfet 
your  window-bars  be  taken  down — let  the  doors  of  the 
Seraglio  be  thrown  open — let  inclination  alone  keep 
your  women  within  it  ;  and  inilead  of  that  ugly  odious 
creature  there,  fend  a  handfome  fmait  young  officer  to 
us  every  morning  ;  one  that  will  treat  us  like  ladies,  and 
lay  out  the  pleafurc  of 'the  day. 

[^IVhih Jhe  is  fpeak'tng^  Skyman  mimires  btr. 

Su/,  (/o  Ofmyn)  Did  you  ever  fee  fo  exprcfiive  a 
countenance — (TV  Rox.)    Have  you  any  more  to  fay? 

kox.  Yes,  Sir,  this — To  defire   you*  will  not  mind 

him,  but  attend  to  me Men  were  not  born  to  ad- 

vife — the  thing  is  exprefsly  the  contrary We  womea 

have  certainly  ten  thoufand  times  more  fenfe — Men,  in- 
deed! Men  were   born   for  no  other  purpofe  under 

heaven,  but  to  amufc   us ;    and   lie  who   fucceeds  beft,- 

perfectly  anfwers  the  end  of  his  creation Now,  t^ir, 
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farewell.  If  I  find  you  profit  by  my  firll  lefTon,  I  may 
perhaps  be  tempted  to  give  you  another.  [_Exit. 

Of.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like,  iJir  I — Her  infolence 
is  not  to  be  borne. 

Sul.   I  think,  it  amufmg. 

Of.  I  ihall  certainly  lofe  all  my  authority  in  the  Sera- 
glio, if  fhe  is  not  corre6led. 

Sul.  '  lis  a  girl  —  a  fool  of  a  difpofition,  that  chaftife- 

ment  would  make  worfe Go  after  her,  Ofmyn,  bid 

her  come  back  and  drink  fiierbet  with  me. 

Of.  Sherbet  with  you,  Sir  ? 

Sul..  I  have  faid  it. —  \_Goes  on  the  throne^  takes  a  pipe."] 
Well,  for  my  life,  I  can't  get  the  better  of  my  afto- 
nifhment,  at  hearing  a  flave  talk  in  fo  extraordinary  a 
manner — [_S}Jiokes  3 — And  the   more  I  think  of  it,  my 

allonifhment  is  the  greater She's  not  handfome,  that 

is,  what  is  called  a  beauty ;  yet  her  little  nofc,  cock'd 
in  the  air,  her  laughing  ey«s,  and  the  play  of  her  fea- 
tures, have  an  effeftall  together — Elm.irahas  fomething 
more  foft  and  more  majeftc — yet,  methinks,  I  have  a 
mind  to  fift  Rosalana's   charafter ;  mere  curiofity,  and 

nothing  elfe^ It  is  the  firft  time  we  have  feen  in  this 

place  a  fpirit  of  caprice  and  independence — I'll  try  at 
leall  wliat  fhe'll  fay  to  me   fiirtlier — There   can  be  no 
harm  to  divert  myfelf  with  her  extravagance. 
Rs  enter  Ofmyn. 

Of.   I  have  delivered  your  meffage. 

iVa/.  Deliver'd  my  meffage  !      Where's  Roxalana  ? 

Of.  In  her  chamber,  where  fhe  has  lock'd  herfelf  in. 

Sul.  No  matter  for  her  being  in  her  chamber — What' 
did  fhe  fay  ? 

Of.  Treafure  of  light,  faid  I — througli  the  key-hole, 
— I  come  from  the  fublime  Sultan,  to  kifs  the  dull  be- 
neath your  feet,  and  to  defire  you  will  come  and  drink 
fnerbet  with  him.  She  anfwer'd  through  the  key-hole, 
Go  tell  your  mailer,  I  have  no  dufl  on  my  feet,  and  I 
don't  like  fherbet. 

Sul.   In  efFe<£l,  Ofmyn,  the  fault  is  your's  ;  you  took 

your  time  ill,  as  you  commonly  do You  fhould  have 

waited  fome  time — don't  you  owe  her  refpecl  ? 

Of.  And  after  this,  wou'd  you  have  her  come  again  ? 

-i>ul.  Perliaps  I  would. 

Of 
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Of,  Shall  I  fetch  the  Sultana  Elmira  too  ? 

StU,  What's  the  meaning  of  this,  Ofir.yn  \  I  tell  you 
once  more,  go  and  bring  mc  Koxalana. 

\Cttrtiitn  tuoves. 

Of.  Who  is't  that  meddles  with  the  great  curtun  ? 

Sui.   Who  is  it  lifts  that  portal  there  ? 

/?3X.   {coming  front  behind)  'Ti*  I. 

Sul.  You  !  and  how  dare  yon  take  that  liberty  ? 

Of.  Ay,  how  dare  you  I — Don't  you  know  'tis  death 
for  any  to  eater  there  but  the  Sultan,  without  being  con- 
ducted? 

Sul.  Come,  come  ;  fhe's  not  acquainted  witli  the  cu- 
iloms  of  the  Seraglio  ;  fo  let  it  pafs.  Roxalana,  I  beg 
your  pardon— -I  am  afraid  he  has  difturb'd  you  now. 

Rex.  Oh,  it  is  only  what  I  expefted You  Turks 

are  not  reckoned  very  polite In  my  country,  a  gal- 
lant waits  upon  a  lady  ;  but  the  cullom  is  quite  different 
liere  I  find  -  ■     ■ 

[Sultan  cj'ers  hsr  the  pipe ^  Jhe  Jirikcs  it  donx:n. 
What,  do  you  think  I  fmoke  ? 

Sul.  How's  this  ! — Does  your  infolence  go  fo  far  i 

Of.  What  do  you  command.  Sir  ? 

Sul.  Silence  ! 

Ror.  What !  angry  before  a  v^'oman  I— — I'nfi  quite 
aftiam'd  of  you. 

Sul.  This  is  not  to  be  fuffcr'd — and  yet  there's  fome- 
thing  fo  fooUfli  in  it  too— — Comt  hither,  Roxalana,  I 
want  to  fpeak  to  you. 

Rex.  No,  I  thank  you  ;   I  am  very  well  where  I  am. 

Sui.  Tell  me  tbcn*  i{>  it  in  this  light  ix^nner  women 
behave  in  England  ? 

Rax.  Pretty  r.eor  it. 

Sul.  And  fuppofe  I  wou'd  for  once  forget  your  na*- 
tional  vivacity,  would  it  make  you  more  cautious  for  the 
future  ? — ^ — -Come,  ^{■^c  mc  your  hand  ;  and  you  may 
imagine  I  have  forget  all  you  have  faid  to  mp. 

R'jX.  So  much  the  worfe  for  you.  I  told  you  a  great 
many  good  things  ;  I  fee  my  franknefs  is  difagrecable  ; 
but  you  muft  grow  us*d  to  it.  Don't  you  think  your- 
felf  very  happy  to  find  a  friend  in  a  (lave  ?  one  that  will 
feach  you  how  to  love  too  ;  for  'tis  in  my  country  love 
i»  in  its  ekmcnt.  It  is  there  all  life  and  tenderiicrs,  be- 
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caufe  it  is  free ;  and  yet  even  there,  a  hiifband  belov'd 

•is  next  to  a  prodigy If  it  be  then  fo  difficult  to  love 

a  hufband,  what  muft  it  be  to  love  a  mailer  ?  I  am  your 
friend  ;  I  tell  you  truth  :  and  do  you  know  why  you 
diflike  to  hear  it  ? — becaufe  it  is  a  language  your  ears 
arc  unaccuftom'd  to — But  I  don't  mind  that ;  I  fhall 
make  you  well  acquainted  with  it — Happy  would  it  be 
for  every  prince,  had  they  a  friend  near  them  to  tell  them 
the  truth. 

Su/.  But  you  muft  treat  me  with  refpeft. 

Rox.  I  treat  you  with  refpedl ! — that  vi^ould  be  worfe 
flill. 

Su/.  Indeed ! 

Rox.  Oh,  your  notions  are  horrid 1  {hall  correal 

you. 

Su/.  Correft  me  ! — In  what,  pray  ? 

Rox.   In  what  concerns  you. 

Su/.  She  is  the  ftrai\gcft  mortal  fure  !  But  let's  have 
no  more  of  this. 

Rox.  Nay,  though  you  don't  take  my  leflbns  as  pa- 
tiLMitly  as  I  could  wifh,  I  hope  you  are  not  difpleas'd 
with  me.     I  fhould  be  forry  to  offend  you. 

Su/.  You  may  eafdy  avoid  it  then. 

R^x.   It  will  be  nothing  in  time. 

Su/.  Why,  won't  you  confider  who  I  am,  and  who 
you  are  ? 

Rox.  Who  I  am,  and  who  you  are  !  Yes,  Sir,  I  do 
confider  very  well  that  you  are  the  Grand  Sultan  ;  I  am 
your  jQave ;  but  I  am  alfo  a  free-born  woman,  prouder 
of  that  than  all  the  pomp  and  fplendour  eaftern  monarchs 
can  beilow. 

Su/.  As  far  as  I  can  perceive  then,  you  would  be  very 
glad  to  get  away  from  me. 

Rox.   You  never  were  more  right  in  your  life. 

Su/.  Wei},  but  if  I  endeavour  to  render  the  Seraglio 
agreeable  U)  you — if  [  ftudy  to  make  you  happy,  might 
you  not  in  your  turn  try  to  dtferve  my  favour  ? 

R:v.   No.. 

S/t/.  Do  you  fpeak  that  fincerely  ? 

Rex.   As  1  think  it. 

Su/.  And  yet  there  is  fomething  that  whifpers  me— r 

R'!.\-.  Don't  believe  it— —  1  tell  you  it  deceives  you.. 

S'J. 
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Sul.  And  muft  I  never  expeA — 

Rox.  Never — caprice  and  fancy  decide  alL 

Sul.  In  caprice  and  fancy  then  I  reft  my  hopes ;  and 
in  the  mean  time  you  ihall  fup  with  me. 

R'jx,  No — I  beg  to  be  excus'd — I'd  rather  not. 

Sul.   Why  fo — 'tis  an  honour  that  you  ought 

Rox.  An  honour  that  I  ought !  Sir,  you  ought  to 
lay  afidc  thofe  humiliating  phrafcs  ;  for  while  they  teach 
us  your  fuperior  greatnefs,  they  rob  you  of  the  pleafure 
of  being  agreeable — But  to  be  in  good  humour,  Sir,  I 
ought  not  to  accept  your  propofaJs ;  for  I  know  tliat 
fuppers  here  tend  to  certain — things  that  I  can't — in- 
deed, Sir. 

Sul.  Well,  as  you  pleafe. 

Rox.  That  is  very  well  faid ;  you  arc  my  pupil,  you 
know,  and  fliould  give  up  ever)'  point  to  mc  ;  and  iince 
that  is  the  cafe,  inilead  of  my  fupping  with  you,  you 
fhall  dine  with  me. 

Sul.  With  all  my  heart — be  it  fo. Ofmyn! 

Enter  Ofm)Ti. 

Sul.  Ofmyn 

Rox.  Ofmyn,   I, fay,  hear  my  directions — You  know 

I  am  to  fpeak Go  to  the  clerk  of  the  kitchen,  and 

defire  him  to  provide  a  handfome  enterr-^"  -  •  -t  in  my 
apartment,  as  the  Sultan  dines  with  me. 

Of  Did  your  Highnefs  order 

Sul.  What  do  you  Hand  for  ?     Do  as  /he  bids  you. 

\_Exit  Ofmyn  b<niin^ 

Rox.  Are  there  not  fomc  females  here  tliat  would  en- 
liven the  converfation  ;  for  example,  the  beautiful  Sul- 
tana Elmira,  that  accomplifh'd  favourite  you  love  fo 
well ;  her  company  mull  be  agreeable  ;  and  the  Perfiau 
flave  Ifmena,  who  I  am  told  lings  cnchantingly — and 
whom  you  love  a  little. 

Std.  Yes— but 

Rox.,  I  underftand  you — ^>-ou  will  have  her  too. 

SuJ.  It  is  not  neceflary — we'll  be  alone. 

Rox.  Alone — a  tete-a-tete  would  be  a  great  pitafure, 
to  be  fure  ! — oh  no. 

Sul.  I  promife  you  I  cxpeft  it. 
Enttr  Ofmyn. 

Of.  Madam,  your  orders  arc  obey'd. 


320  T  H  E    S  U  L  T  A  K. 

StiL  Go  to  Elmira's  apartment,  and  tell  her  I  {hall 
fee  her  this  evening.     This  evening,  do  you  hear  ? 

Rox.  I  don't  like  that  whifpering  there ^What's 

that  you  fay  ? — you  know  I  have  often  told  you  of  that 
ugly  trick. 

SuL  Nothing I'll  come  to  her — go. 

Rox.   Stay,   I  fay  ;   I  have  fome  bufinefs  with  you. 

Su/.  Stay  ! — Certainly  there  nerer  was  any  thing  half 
fo  pleafant  as  this  creature.  \^Exit. 

Rox.  Go,  Ofmyn,  to  the  apartments  of  the  Sultana 
Elmira,  and  to  the  chamber  of  the  flave  Ifmena,  and  tell 
them  to  come  and  dine  with  the  Sultan — If  you  negleft 
obeying  my  orders,  your  head  fliall  anfwer  for  it 
And,  do  you  hear,  don't  let  on  you  came  from  me 
with  this  invitation — Take  care  of  your  head.       [^Exiii . 


ACT     II. 

Banqust,  Cffc. 

Enter  Rox  A  LAN  A. 
Ro'^.      A    Y,  let  me  alone,  now  I  have  got  the  reins  In 

j[\.  my  own  hands,  there  fliall  foon  be  a  refor- - 
mation  in  this  place,  I  warrant.  Hey  day  !  what  have 
we  got  here  ? — Culhions  !  v\']iat,  do  they  think  we  are 
going  to  prayers  ?  let  me  die  but  I  believe  it  is  their; 
dinner :  What,  do  they  mean  to  make  me  fit  fquat  like 
a  baboon,  and  tear  my  meat  with  my  fingers  ? — Take 
away  all  this  trumpery,  and  let  us  have  tables  and  chairs, 
knives  and  forks,  and  difhes  and  plates,  like  Chriltians 
■ — and  d'  ye  hear,  left  the  btft  part  of  the  entertainment 
fhould  be  wanting,  get  us  fome  wine.  [Mutes  lift  up  their 
hands.)  Mercy  on  us,  what  a  wonder  !  I  tell  you,  wine 
muft  be  had. — If  there  is  none  here,  go  to  the  Mufty ;  he 
is  a  good  fellow,  and  has  fome  good  wine,  I  warrant 
him  :  let  the  church  alone  to  take  care  of  therafelves  ; 
they  are  too  good  judges  of  more  folid  tilings,  not  to  be 
provided  with  them.  ( Things  are  removed^  and  tahle^  ilfc. 
brought  on.)  Ob,  here  come  fome  of  my  guefts — —I'll 
hide.  ^Goes  afide. 
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Enter  Elmira  and  Ofmyn. 
El.   It  is  impoflible — A  pretty  thing  truly,  {he  is  to 
difpute  the  Sultan's  heart  with  nv; ! 

Of.   1  tell  you,  her  afcendancy  over  him  is  fuch,  that 
it  requires  the  grcateil  art  and  caution  to  countera£^  it. 
El.  Well,  Ofmyn,  be  my  friend  :   and  here  take  this 
oket,  Ofmyn  ;  i^nd  be  lure  fptrak  ill   of  ail  my  rivals, 
d  all  the  good  you  poflibly  can  of  me. 

[Roxalana  af!p.'ctrs.~\ 
Of.  Death  and  hell !    wc  are  deceived. 

\_/(/idfi  and exxt' 
Rox.  Take  this  locket,  Ofmyn,  and  be  fure  you  fpeak 
ill  of  all  my  rivals.   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

El.  Jnfipid  pleafantry  !  Know  this  however,  Madam, 
I  was  the  fuil  pofTeffor  of  the  Sultau's  heart  ;  and  as 
fuch,  will  maintain  my  rights,  and  employ  my  power  to 
keep  it. 

Rox:  By  a  locket. Holloa  !  who  waits  there  ? 

EnU-r  Ofm)'r. 
Go  tell  the  Grand  Signior  to  come  here. 

Of.  I  will.  Madam -I'll  be  your  &iend,  you  may 

depend  on  me. 

Rox.  Go.  |[£'a;/ Ofmyn.]  Elmira,  I  don't,  intend 
to  difpute  the  Sultan's  heart  with  you ;  and,  to  prove 
it,  you  mufl  know  tliat  it  was  I  invited  you  to  dine  with 
him  here  ;  therefore,  r  'k-^  »!'t:  btil  ufe  you  c "-  -^f  the 
opportunity. 

El.  Is  it  poffible  ! 
Enttr  Sultan  on  onefide^  Ifmena  and  Ofmyn  on  the  oihir. 
Rox.   Slaves,  bring  the  dinner. 
Hal.  What  do  I  fee  ?  Ifmena  and  Elmira  too ! 
Rox.  What  is  the  matter,  Sir  ? 
Sill.   I  thought  you  wou'd  have  been  alone. 
Rjx.  Not  when  good  company  is  to  be  had — Come, 

...lute  the  ladies {^kibo'ws.)  A  little  lower,  (Jhefio-^ps 

his  head:)  there  now.   Ladies,  my  gueil  is  a  little  auk- 
"  .ird  ;  but  he'll  improve. 

El.   Indeed,  Roxalana,  you  go  great  lengths. 
Sul.  Let  her  alone,  fnc  knows  it  diverts  me. 
R-ix.  Well,  let's  be  feated — I  am  to  dp  the  honours. 
SuL  But  what  is  all  this  ?  I  never  faw  any  thing  like 
it  before. 

Rox. 
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Rox.  Where  (hould  you  ? — Come — (Enier  Carver  nvitfj 
«  long  knife.)  Who  is  that  I  what  does  that  horrid  fel- 
low want  ? 

Of.  It  is  the  grand  carver. 

Rox.  The  grand  carver !  I  thought  he  came  to  cut 
off  our  heads — Pray,  Mr  Carver,  be  fo  good  as  to  carve 
yourfelf  away.  Come,  Ifmena,  cut  up  that,  and  help 
the  Sultan.     The  ladies  of  my  country  always  carve. 

Sul.  Why,  I  think  this  cudom  is  much  better  than 
ours. —  (To  the  Carver)  We  fliall  have  no  occafion  for 
you. 

Rox.  Come,  fome  wine. 

Sul.  Wine! 

Rox.  Dinner  is  nothing  without  wine  ;  bring  It  here, 
Ofmyn. 

Of.  Muft  1  touch  the  horrible  potion  ?  ( Takej  the  bottle 
Ictnveeu  the  fiirt  of  his  robe.)  There  it  is. 

Rox.  Well,  Ofmyn,  as  a  reward  for  your  fervices^ 
you  {hall  have  the  firft  of  the  bottle — here,  drink. 

Of.  1  drink  the  hellifh  beverage ! — I  who  am  a  true 
believer,  a  rigid  Muffulman  ! 

Rox.  {to  the  Sultan.)  Sir,  he  difobeys  me. 

Sul.  Drink,   as  you  are  ordered. 

Of.  I  muft  obey,  and  talle  the  horrible  liquor 

Oh  !   Mahomet,    fhut  thy  eyes '  i'is  done — I  have 

obey'd. 

Rox.  Ifmena,  hold  your  glafs,  there — Elmira,  fill  your's 
and  the  Sultan's  glafs. 

Sul.  Nay,  pi-ay  difpenfe  with   me* 

Rox.  Difpenfe  with  you.  Sir  ?  \\\\j  fhou'd  we  dif- 
penfe with  you  ?  Oh,  I  underiland  you — perhaps  you 
don't  choofe  thofe  gentlemen  fliould  fee  you — I  will 
foon  turn  them  off — Gentlemen,  you  may  go  ;  we  fliall 
have  no  occafion  for  you,    1  believe.    Come,  ladies,  talk 

a  little^ — if  you  don't  talk,  you  muft  fing. Ifmena, 

oblige  us  with  a  fong. — '■{After  the fongi)      Come,  Sir, 
I  Infift  upon  your  drinking. 

Sul.  I  muft  do  as  you  bid  me    {Driiih.) 

Rox.  That's  clever. 

Sul.  {Afide.)  Mow  extraordinary  is  the  conduft  of 
tltis  creature,  cade^voariajg  thus  to  difplay  the  accom- 

plirla- 
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pliAiments  of  her  rivak  :  but,  in  every  thing  (he  is  my 
fitptrior — I  can  refl  no  longer. 

[_Giv^i  tki  handhrchief  to  Roxalana. 

Roy.    Tome!    Oh,  no Ifmena,    'tis  youi^s;   the 

Sultan  gives  it  as  a  reward  for  the  pleafure  you  have 
given  him  with  your  charming  fong. 

\Gives  the  handkerchitf  to  Ifmena. 

EL  {Faints,)  Oh! 

Sul.  { Snatching  the  handkercbifffrom  Ifmena,  gives  it^ 
h  Elmira.)  Elmira  !  'tis  vour's ^k>ok  up,  Elmira. 

EL  Oh,  Sir!     {Rcctn-Cnf^g.) 

SuL  {to  ■  )   For  you,  out  of  my  fight,  auda-* 

cious  !  Let  1  vcn  away  immediately,  and  degraded 

to  the  rank  of  the  loweft  flave.  [^Exit  Roxabna^;^/ri/ra'.3 
But  (he  fhall  be  punilhcd,  Madam,  and  you  fufficiently 
rcveng'd. 

EL  1  do  not  wifli  it  ;  in  your  love  all  iny  dtfires  arc 
accompli  ih'd. 

SuL  If  we  chaftife  her,  it  muft  be  fevercly  :  Go,  order 
her  to  be  brouglit  hither. 

EL  What  is  your  dcfign,  S  ir  ? 

SuL  I  would,  before  ber  face,  repair  the  injufticc  I 
was  going  to  do  you  ;  excite  her  envy  ;  and,  rendering 
her  punifhmeat  complete,  leave  her  an  everlafting  jea- 
loufy. 

EL   I  befccch  j-ou,  think  no  more  of  her. 

S  iL  Pardon  me,   I  tliink  differently I*et  her  be 

bn^uglit  hither,   I  fay. 

Of.  Sir,  they  have  not  had  time  to  put  on  her  flavc's 
habit  yet. 

Sul.  No  matter fetch  her  as  fhe  is  ;    and  now, 

Elmira,   let  our  endearments  l>e  redoubl'd  in  her  fight. 

El.   Is  that  neceffary.   Sir  I 

SuL  Oh,  it  will  gall  her.  I  know  it  will  gall  her — 
We  feel  our  misfortunes  with  tenfold  anguifh,  when  wc 
compare  what  we  are,  with  what  we  might  have  been. 

EL  It  will  have  no  effeft  ;  (he  is  a  giddy  creature— 
her  gaiety  is  her  all. 

Su/.  No,  no,  the  contrary ;  that's  the  thing  that 
ftrikes  me  in  Roxalana's  cliarafter.  Through  what  you 
call  her  frivolous  gaiety,  candour  aiid  good  fcnfe  ihine 
fo  apparent, 

£/. 
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EL  There's  an  end  on't,  if  you  juftify  her.  [^Proudly. 

Sul.  I  juftify  her !  far  from  it ;  and  you  fiiall  prefcnt- 
ly  be  convinc'd  I  mean  to  make  her  feci  the  utmoft  ri- 
gour of  my  refentment. 

Enter  Roxalana. 
Here  flie  comes — {he's  in  affliftion  ;  and  her  left-hand, 
there,    endeavours  to   hide   a   humihated    countenance 
{To  Roxalafia.)    Approach — Elmira,   have  you  deter- 
min'd  how  you  will  difpofe  of  her  ? 

El.  1  fliall  not  add  to  what  fhcfufFers. 

Sul.  How  that  fentiment  charms  me  ?  Indeed,  El- 
mira, I  bluili  to  think  that  fo  unworthy  an  objeft  fhou'd 
have  been  able  for  a  moment  to  furprife  me  to  a  degree, 
even  to  make  me  forget  your  fuperior  merit ;  but  I  am 
now  your's  for  ever  and  ever. 

Rox.   Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sul.  Death  and  hell !   fhe  laughs. 

Rox.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  'Tis  involuntary,  I  aflure  you ; 
therefore,  pray  forgive  me  ;   I  beg  your  pardon. 

Sul.  'Tis  impudence  beyond  bearing ;  but  I  want  [ 
to  know  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Rox.  The  meaning  is  plain,  and  any  body  may  fee 
with  half  an  eye  you  don't  love  Elmira. 

Sul.  Who  do  I  love  then  ? 

Rox.  Me. 

Sul.  You  are  the  objeA  of  my  anger. 

Rox.  That  don't  fignify,  love  and  anger  often  go  to- 
gether ;  I  am  the  objeft  of  your  anger,  becaufe  I  treat 
you  with  the  fincerity  of  a  friend  :  but,  with  your  High- 
nefs'  permiflion,  I  fliall  take  myfelf  away  this  moment 
for  ever. 

iS«/.  Go,  then,  and  prefer  infamy  to  grandeur. 

Rox.   I  will  inilantly  get  out  of  your  fublime  prefence. 

[  Going. 

Sul.  No,  you  flian't  go — Elmira,  do  you  withdraw — 
\_Exit  Elmira.]  Were  I  to  give  way  to  my  tranfports, 
I  fhould  make  you  feel  the  weight  of  my  difpleafure  ; 
but  I  frame  excufes  for  you  that  you  fcorn  to  make  for 
yourfelf — What,  defpifc  my  favours !  infult  my  conde- 
fcenfion ! — Sure,  you  can't  be  feniible  of  your  own  folly ! 
— Proceed,  go  on,  continue  to  enrage  your  too  indul- 
gent mafler. 

Rox. 
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Rox.  You  arc  my  matter,  it  is  true ;  but  could  the 
robber  tliat  fold  me  to  you  for  a  thoufaad  chequiaa, 
transfer  my  mind  and  inclinations  to  you  along  with  ray 
perfon? — No,  Sir,  let  it  never  be  faid,  that  the  great  So- 
lyman  meanly  triumph'd  over  the  perfon  of  the  flavc, 
whofe  mind  he  could  not  fubdue. 

Sti/.  Tell  me  who  you  are  ;  what  fpecies  of  inconfift- 
«Dt  being,  at  once  fo  trifling  and  refpecUble,  that  you 
feduce  my  heart  while  you  teach  me  my  duty  ? 

Rox.  1  am  nothing  but  a  poor  (lave,  who  is  your 
friend. 

Su/.  Be  Hill  my  friend,  my  miftrefs  ;  for  hitherto  t 
have  known  only  flatterers.  I  here  devote  niyfclf  i» 
you,  and  the  whole  empire  fhall  pay  you  homage. 

Rox.  But,  pray,  teU  me  then,  by  what  title  am  1  to  go« 
▼cm  here  ? 

SuJ.  By  what  title  ?  I  don't  undcrft.and  you — Come, 
come,  no  jnore  of  this  offered  coyoefs  and  difiembUng. 
I  fee,  I  know  you  love  me. 

Rox.  As  Sol)inan,  I  do,  but  not  as  emperor  of  the 
Turks — nor  will  I  ever  confent  to  afcend  his  bed  at 
night,  at  whofe  feet  I  muft  fall  in  the  morning. 

SuL  If  it  depended  upon  me,  Roxalana,  I  fwear  hj 
our  holy  prophet,  that  I  (hould  be  happy  in  calling  yoa 
my  queen. 

Rox.  That's  a  poor  excufe Had  the  man  I  lov4 

but  a  cottage,  I  would  gladly  partake  it  with  him  i 
^♦■ould  foothc  his  vexations,  and  foften  his  cares  :  bnt 
ere  he  mailer  of  a  throne^  I  fliould  expert  to  Ihafc  f^ 
with  him,  or  he  has  no  love  for  mc 

Su/.  Or  if  you  will  wait,  perhaps  tim€  will  bring  it 
about. 

Rix.  Wait,  indeed  ?  No,  Sir ! — ^Your  wife,  or  hum  • 
ble  fervant — My  refolution  is  fix'd — fix  your's. 

Su/.   But  an  emperor  of  the  I'urks 

Rox.  May  do* as  he  pleafes,  and  fhould  be  dcfpctic 
fometimes  on  the  fide  of  reafon  and  virtue. 

Su/.  Then  theie  is  our  law 

Ri-jx.  Which  is  monilrous  and  abfurd. 

Su/.  The  mufti,  the  vizirs,  and  the  a^as 

7?7.v.  Are  your  flavcs — Set  them  a  go<xl  example. 

S't/.  Bcfitlcs,  what  wortld  the  people  fiy  ? 

Vol.  I.  E  e  /?:v. 
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*  Rox.  The  people! — are  they  to  govern  you  ?  Make  r}^ 
•.people  happy,  and  they  will  not  prevent  your  being 
They  would  be  pleafed  to  fee  you  raifc  to  the  throne 
•one  that  you  love,  and  would  love  you,  and  be  beloved 
by  your  people.  Should  (he  interpofe  in  behalf  of  the 
unfortunate,  relieve  the  diftrefled  by  her  munificence, 
and  difFufe  happinefs  through  the  palace,  fhe  would  be 
admir'd — fhe  would  be  ador'd — fhe'd  be  like  the  queen 
of  the  country  from  where  I  came. 

Su/.   It  is   enough — my  fcruples  are  at  an  end — my 
prejudices,  like  clouds  before  the  riling  fun,  vanifh  be- 
fore the  lights  of  your  fuperior  reafon — My  love  is  no 
longer  a  foible — you  are  worthy  of  empire. 
Enter  Ofmyn. 

Of.  Moft  Sublime  Sultan — the  Sultan  Elmira  claims 
your  promife  for  liberty  to  depart. 

.  Rox.  Is  that  the  cafe  ? — Let  then  the  firfl  inftance  of 
my  exaltation  be  to  give  her  liberty — let  the  gates  of 
the  Seraglio  be  thrown  open. 

Sul.  And  as  for  Ehnira,  fhe  fhall  go  in  a  manner 
fuitable  to  her  rank.  \_Exit  Ofmyn. 

Ofmyn  returns. 

Of.  Sir,  the  dwarfs  and  botanges  your  highnefs  had 
ordered  attend. 

Sul.  Let  them   come  in This  day  is  devoted  to 

feftivity ;  and  you  who  annovmce  my  decree,  proclaim 
to  the  world,  that  the  Sultana  Roxalana  reigns  the  un- 
rivall'd  partner  of  our  diadem. 

Of  There's  an  end  of  my  office Who  would  have 

thought,  that  a  little  cock  d-up  nofe  wo\ild  have  over- 
turned the  cufloms  of  a  mighty  empire  ! 

Sul.  Now,  my  Roxalana,  let  the  world  obferve  by 
thy  exaltation,  the  wonderful  difpenfation  of  providence, 
which  evinces,  that 

The  liberal  mind,  by  no  diiUnAion  bound. 
Thro'  Nature's  glafs  looks  all  the  world  around  j 
Would  all  that's  beautiful  together  join. 
And  find  perfection  in  a  miiid  like  thine. 

E  P  l" 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  Mrs  Abisgton  ;  and  fpoken  by  her  after 
performing  RcxaLinat  ai  the  Theatre- Royal,  Crow- 
Street,  Dubhn,   1778. 

LORD,  Iiow  I  trcmbU  f  fvery  atom  (hakinj;. 
What !  fpcak  an  Epilogue  of  my  own  making! 
A  raflc  for  me— prefumptuous  and  abfurd — 
But  1  have  proroi^'d,  and  muft  keep  my  word. 
Tes,  I  did  promifc,    with  a  folemn  face, 
T*  addrefs  my  patn>ns  here,  and  fue  for  grace; 
For  your  pjft  favours  had  Co  warm'd  my  heart, 
I  thought  to  tc!l  ihem  needed  little  art. 
llow  vain  the  thiuoht  I  for,  pondering  day  and  night, 
I  found,  tho'  I  might  fpcak,  I  cou'd  not  write. 
DiOrefs'd,  to  Garrick  then  I  fly  for  aid: 
You  can  afUft  me.  Sir,  for  wit's  your  trade. 
When  of  your  epilogues  I  fpeak  a  line,  '^ 

Each  fide  box  cries,  Oh  charming,  taftly  fine,  > 

Its  quite  delightful,  mouilroufl)-  divine  !  j 

The  pit,   alive  to  every  comic  ftroke, 
"With  laughter  loud  antic  pa:es  the  joke  : 
All  but  the  modern  fop,  to  feeling  dead. 
With  heart  of  adamant,  and  brains  of  lead, 
Languid  and  lifelcfs,  lolling,  yawns,  takes  fnuiT; 
Ami  cries.  As  g«d's  n»y  judge  'tis  H\mfy  fluff. 
Heaven  knows  I  monllroufly  abhor  a  play, 

It*<  a  vile  bore what  dragg'd  me  here  to  day  ? 

Dear  ':sdy  Mary,   how  can  you  attend  ? 

Will  Gai rick's  nonfcnfc  rcver  have  an  end? 

Not  i'o,  Sir  Mac,  who  jud  ha$  crofs'd  the  Tweed, 

Cries,  Vary  weel,  ridiculous  indeed  ! 

Thecheeld  has  pans;  «h,  he'd  been  mucklekecQ, 

If  bred  at  Glafeo-.»,  or  at  Aberdeen  ! 

Sir  Faddy  fays,  "  My  jewel,  that's  mighty  pretty : 

•♦  Faith  Garrick,  you  were  once  in  Dublin  ciry ; 

'*  In  f*cct  fmock-allcy  you  have  cut  a  figure, 

"  Oh,  you'd  be  great,  were  you  a  little  bigger."* 

Thus  nations,  parties,  all  in  this  agree. 

And  humour's  palm,  oh  Garrick  !  yield  to  thee  : 

Then,  good  Sir,  fcribble  fomething  new  for  me. 

To  Garrick  thus  in  flattering  flrains  I  fue. 

But  all  in  vain,  nor  prayers  nor  flattery  do. 

Since  thus  otduralc,  all  their  aid  refufe, 

I,  a  mere  novice,  mud  invoke  the  mufe. 

Oh  wou'd  immortal  Shakefpearc's  musk  of  firi, 

Heave  in  his  bread,  each  kindling  thought  infpire  ; 

£  e  »  Or 
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Or  cou'd  I  mount  on  the  MaEonian  wing, 
Or  chant  fuch  fongs  as  raptur'd  Seraphs  fing; 
To  you  my  kind  prottOors  woii'd  I  raife 
My  fuUcfV,  loudeA,  warmeft  notes  of  praife  : 
The  great,  the  brave,  the  fair,  who  now  appear 
In  bright  array  to  grace  this  ciiclc  here. 
My  mufe  to  latell  ages  fhould  proclaim, 
Their  worth  record,  and  confecrate  their  fame ; 
While  gratitude  on  rapturous  pinion  foats, 
And  echoes  loud  the  virtues  flie  adores. 
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ME  N. 

Dntry.tMe.' 
Damoa^  •  Mr  Beard, 

Paldmott,  .  Mr .  Mattocks^ 

W  O  M  E  N« 

Laura,  .  •  Mifs  NorrU.  - 

Faftora,  .  Mrs  Clive. 

Sc  E  KE,    A   GROVE.. 

PART     I. 
S  c  £  H  E  I.'     Damon,   Lauka. 

Laura. 

UNGRATEFUL  Damon  !     Is  Jt  come  to  this  ? 
Are  thefe  the  happy  fcenes  of  promis'd  blifs  ? 
Ne'er  hope,  vain  Laura,  future  peace  to  prove  ; 
Content  ne'er  harbours  with  negledlcd  love. 

£  e  3  Damon. 
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Damon. 
Confiderf  fair,  the  ever-reftlefs  pow'r 
Shifts  with  the  breeze,  and  changes  with  the  hour  : 
Above  reftraint,  he  fcorns  a  fix'd  abode. 
And  on  his  lilken  plumes  flies  forth  the  rambling  god. 

A  I  R. 
You  fay  at  your  feet  that  I  wept  in  defpair. 
And  vow'd  that  no  angel  was  ever  fo  fair  ; 
How  could  you  believe  all  the  nonfenfe  I  fpoke  ? 

What  know  we  of  angels  ? 1  meant  it  in  joke. 

I  next  ftand  indided  for  fwearirtg  to  love, 
And  nothing  but  death  fhould  my  paffion  remove  : 
I  have  lik'd  you  a  twelvemonth,  a  Calendar  year; 
And  not  yet  contented? — Have  confcience,  my  dear. 
Recitative. 
To-day  Damaetas  gave  a  rural  treat. 
And  I  once  more  more  my  chofen  friends  muft  meet. 
Farev/el,  fweet  damfel;  and  remember  this. 
Dull  repetlriiDil  deadfens  all  our  bllfs.  [_£xiL 

Scene  II.     Laura. 

Where  baleful  cyprefs  forms  a  gloomy  fhade. 
And  yelling  fpeftres  haunt  the  dreary  glade, 
Unknown  to  all,  my  lonefome  fteps  I'll  bendv 
There  weep  my  fuff'rings,  and  my  fate  attetifk 
AIR. 
Vain  is  ev'ry  fond  endeavour 
To  refill  the  tender  dart  : 
Eor  examples  move  us  never; 

We  mull  feel,  to  know,  the  fmart. 
When  the  Ihepherd  fwears  he's  dying. 

And  our  beauties  fets  to  view ; 
Vanity,    her  aid  fupplying,. 

Bids  us  think  'tis  all  our  due. 
Softer  than  the  vernal  breezes. 
Is  the  mild  deceitful  llrain  ; 
Frowning  truth  our  fex  difpkafes^ 

Flattery  never  fues  in.  vain. 
Soon,  too  foon,  the  happy  lover 

Does  our  tend'reft  hopes  deceive  j 
Man  was  form'd  to  be  a  rover, 

Fooiilh  woman  to  believe.  ^Exli. 

SCEKE 
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Scene   III.     Damon  and  fever  al  Shepherds  drinking. 

Damon. 

In  mirth  andpaftime  ev'ry  hour  employ, 
Loll  is  the  day  that  is  not  fpent  in  joy  ; 
Here  ftrew  your  rofes,  here  your  chaplets  bring, 
And  lillen,  neighbours,  to  the  truths  1  ling. 
A  I  R. 
Pu(h  about  the  brifl<  bowl,  'twill  enliven  the  heart, 

While  thus  we  fit  round  on  the  grafs ; 
The  lover  who  talks  of  his  fufF'rings  and  fmart, 

Deferves  to  be  rcckon'd  an  afs. 
The  wretch  who  fits  watching  his  ill-gotten  pelf. 

And  wiflies  to  add  to  the  mafs; 
Whate'cr  the  curmudgeon  may  think  of  himfelf, 

Deferves  to  be  reckon'd  an  afs. 
The  beau,  who,  fo  fmart  with  his  well-powder'd  hair. 

An  angel  beholds  in  his  glafs, 
And  thinks  with  grimace  to  fubdue  all  the  fair. 

May  julUy  be  reckon'd  an  afs. 
The  merchant  from  climate  to  climate  will  roam, 

Of  Crcofus  the  wealth  to  furpafs  j 
And  oft  while  he's  war.d'ring,  my  lady  at  home 

Cla}>8-the  horns  of  an  ox  on  an  a(8. 
The  lawyer  fcj  grave,  when  he  puts  in  his  plea. 

With  forehead  well-cover'd  with  brafs  ; 
Though  he  talk  to  no  purpoft,  he  pockets  your  fee; 

There  you,  my  good  friend,  arc  the  afs. 
The  formal  phyfician,  who  knows  ev'ry  ill. 

Shall  laft  be  produc'd  in  this  clafs  : 
The  fick  man  a  while  may  confide  in  his  fldll ; 

But  death  proves  the  do^or  an  afs. 
Then  let  us,  companions,  be  jovial  and  gay, 

By  turns  take  the  bottle  and  lafs  ; 
For  he  who  his  pleafwrcs  puts  off  for  a  day, 

Deferves  to  be  rcckon'd  an  ais.  \J^xcunt, 

Scene  IV.     Pastora,  Paljimom. 

pAt^MOM. 

Indeed,  Paflora,  fpite  of  all  you  fay, 
I  muft.  this  ver\'  inftant  halle  away  ; 

You 
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You  think  my  flame's  extinguifh'd  quite,  I  know. 

And  other  objeds  Itrike  me May  be  fo. 

Pastora. 
Perfidious  boy  !      I  know  'tis  Sylvia's  charms 
That  tear  Palsemon  from  thefe  circling  arms ; 
But  foon,  perliaps,  fome  other  wifer  youth 
May  learn  to  fet  due  value  on  my  truth. 

Pal^mon. 
Who'er  the  youth  may  be  who  claims  my  part, 
He  has  my  full  confent  with  all  my  heart. 
A  I  R. 
Farewel,  my  Paftora;  no  longer  your  fwain, 
Quite  fick  of  his  bondage,  can  fufFer  his  chain  : 
Nay,  arm  not  your  brow  with  fuch  haughty  difdain  ;. 
My  heart  leaps  with  joy  to  be  free  once  again. 

Sing  tol  derol.. 
I'll  live  like  the  birds,   thofe  fweet  tenants  of.  May,, 
Who  always  are  fportful,  who  always  are  gay  : 
How  fweetly  their  fonnets  they  carrol  all  day  ! 
Their  love  is  but  frolic,  their  courtlhip  but  play. 

Sing  tol  derol. 
If  {Iruck  by  a  beauty  they  ne'er  faw  before, 
In  chirping  foft  notes  they  her  pity  implore  : 
She  yields  to  intreaty ;  and  when  the  fits  o'er, 
*Tis  an  hundred  to  ten  that  they  never,  meet  more. 

Sing  tol  deroL  IJExii. 

Pastora^ 
Infulting  boy  !    I'll  tear  him  from  my  mind. 
Ah,  wou'd  my  fortune  cou'd  a  hufband  find  ! 
And  juft  in  time  young  Damon  comes  this  way,,. 
A  handfome  youth  he  is,  and  rich,  they  fay. 

Scene  V.     Damon,  Pastora. 

Damon. 

Vouchfafe,  fweet  maid,  to  hear  a  wretched  fwain. 

Who,  loft  in  wonder,  hugs  the  pleafing  chain  : 

For  you  in  fighs  I  hail  the  rifing  day  ; 

To  you  at  eve  I  fi«g  the  love-fick  lay  : 

Then  take,  my  love,  my  homage  as  your  due. 

The  devil's  in  her  if  all  this  won't  do..  i^M<^' 

A  I  R. 
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A  I  R. 
Damon. 

Beauteous  maid,  reward  my  pafllon, 
Crown  with  hopes  my  fierce  delire. 
She, 
Soon  to  yield,    is  not  the  faftiion  ; 
Maids  fome  conrtihip  fbould  require. 
He. 
Tedious  court  Hiip  imips  all  plcafurt. 
By  this  meltiug  kifs,   I  fwear. 
She. 
Now  you're  rude  beyond  all  meafurc  j 
Kifs  again.  Sir,  if  you  dare. 
Ht. 
\^Tierc  yon  bank  the  willows  cover, 
We  will  ftiun  the  heat  of  day  : 
Sh». 
You're  in  too  much  liadc,  young  lover, 
For  the  pricft  muft  lead  the  way. 
He. 
We  can  do  without  him  better; 

None  but  fools  wou'd  marry  now  : 
Priefls  the  free-born  mind  would  fetter  ; 
We  will  meet  witliout  a  vow. 
Pastoha, 
Away,  falfc  man,  no  more  your  tale  1*11  hear ; 
Tlie  bbdc  attempt  offends  my  rigid  ear : 
Tlie  joys  1  taile  fhall  be  without  a  crime  ; 

I'll  ne'er  be  fooHd  by  man a  fecond  time.      ^A/idc. 

Damoit. 
If  fo,  farewel,  V\\  other  rrglons  try  ; 
My  gen'rous  mind  difdains  the  flavilh  tye : 
Lovers,  like  warriors,  oft  repulfes  meet ; 
"N'ct  both  undaunted  their  attacks  repeat. 
A  I  R. 
Hf. 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  his  joy  to  change, 

Flits  yonder  wanton  bee; 
From  fair  to  fair  thus  will  1  range, 
And  rn  be  ever  fro;. 
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She. 
Yon  little  birds  attentive  view, 

That  hop  from  tree  to  tree  j 
1*11  copy  them,  I'll  copy  you, 

For  I'll  be  ever  free. 
He. 
While  tempcfts  (hade  the  nodding  grove, 

A  nd  plough  the  foaming  fea  ; 
While  havi^ks  purfue  the  flying  dove  ; 

So  long  will  I  be  free. 
She. 
Till  on  the  bufh  the  lily  grow's, 

Till  flocks  forfake  the  lea ; 
Till  from  the  rocks  burft  forth  the  rofe,. 

You'll  find  me  blyth  and  free. 
Both. 
Then  let's  divide  to  eaft  and  weft. 

Since  we  fhall  ne'er  agree  ; 
And  try  who  keeps  their  promife  beft, 

And  who's  the  longeft  free.  [^Exeunt, 

PART      11. 
Scene     I.       Laura. 

AIR. 

WHAT  mcd'cinecanfoften  the  bofom's  keen  fmart? 
What  Lethe  can  banifh  the  pain  ? 
What  cure  can  be  met  with  to  foothe  the  fond  heart, 

That's  broke  by  a  faithlefs  young  fwain  ? 
In  hopes  to  forget  him,  how  vainly  I  try 

The  fports  of  the  wake  and  the  green  ! 
When  Colin  is  dancing,   I  fay  with  I  figh, 

' Twas  here  firft  my  Damon  was  feen. 
When  to  the  pale  nx)on  the  foft  nightiagales  moan. 

In  accents  fo  piercing  and  clear  ; 
You  fmg  not  fo  fweetly,   I  cry  with  a  groan, 

As  when  my  dear  Damon  was  here. 
A  garland  of  willow  my  temples  fliall  fhade  ; 

And  pluck  it,  ye  nymphs,  from  yon  grove: 
For  there  to  her  coft  was  poor  Laura  betray'd, . 

And  Damon  pretended  to  kne.  [^Exif., 

SCENB 
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Scene  II.     Damon. 

A  charming  confort  would  have  fill'd  thefe  arras. 

Had  I  but  yielded  to  Paftora's  charms  ; 

How  blefs'd  would  then  have  been  my  future  life, 

Palemon's  miftrcfs  tum'd  to  Damon's  wife  ! 

Yet  in  her  coin  the  wily  nj-mph  I'll  pay. 

And  all  her  fchemes  of  vanity  betray  ; 

Then  haile  to  Laura,  that  much  injur'd  fair. 

And  fnatch  her  from  the  jaws  of  black  defpair.     [fx/V. 

Scene  III.     Pastora. 

A  I  R. 

In  vain  I  try  my  ev'ry  art. 
Nor  can  I  fix  a  fmgle  heart ; 

Yet  I'm  not  old  or  ugly : 
Let  me  confult  my  faithtal  glafs  ; 
A  face  much  worfe  than  this  might  pafs, 

Methinks  I  look  full  fmugly. 
Y^t,  blefs'd  with  all  thefe  pow'iful  charms, 
The  young  Palxmon  fled  thefe  arms. 

That  wild  unthinking  rover  ; 
Hope,  filly  maids,  as  foon  to  bind 
The  rolling  llream,  the  flying  wind. 

As  fix  a  rambling  lover. 
But,  hamper'd  in  the  marriage-noofe. 
In  vain  they  llruggle  to  get  loofc. 

And  make  a  mighty  riot : 
Like  madmen  how  they  rave  and  ftare! 
A  while  they  (hake  their  chains  and  fwcar. 

And  then  lie  down  in  quiet. 

Sets      IV.     To /firr  Damon. 

Once  mor«  I  come  to  hear  what  you  decree  j 
Yet  ere  you  pafs  your  fentencc,  lill  to  me. 
A     I     R. 
Declare,  my  pretty  maid, 

Mull  my  fond  fuit  mifcarry  ? 
With  you  rU  toy,   I'll  kifs  and  play  ; 

But  hang  me  if  I  marr}-. 

Then  fpeak  your  mind  at  once. 

Nor  let  me  longer  tarry  : 

With 
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With  you  I'll  toy,  Pll  kifs  and  play  ; 

But  liang  me  if  I  marry. 
Th»'  charms  and  wit  afTail, 

The  ftroke  I  well  can  parry  : 
I  love  to  kifs,  and  toy  and  play  j 

But  do  not  choofe  to  marry. 
Young  Molly  of  the  dale 

Makes  a  mere  flave  of  Harry  ; 
Eecaufe,  when  they  had  toy'd  and  kifs'd, 

The  foolifli  fwain  wou'd  marry. 
Thefe  fix'd  refolves,  my  dear, 

I  to  the  grave  will  carry  : 
With  you  I'll  toy,  and  kifs,  and  play ; 
But  hang  me  if  I  marry. 
Pastora. 
Uare  you  avow,  falfe  youth,  your  lawlefs  flame  ? 
Think  not  to  tempt  me  to  a  deed  of  fliame. 

Damon. 
Say,  have  you  aflc'd  your  never-conqucr'd  heart, 
How  many  years  it  may  refill  the  dart  ? 
For  long  attacks  the  llrongeft  fortrefs  wafte, 
And  Troy  ftood  ten  years  fiege,  but  fell  at  laft. 

Pastora. 
Vainly  you  hope  my  virtuous  heart  to  move  ; 
I  know  your  vile  intent,  and  fcorn  your  love. 

Damon. 
Turn,  turn  your  eyes  to  yonder  confcious  fhade  ; 
There  a  yoimg  fhepherd  met  a  haughty  maid : 
The  pines  that  hang  o'er  yonder  duflcy  dell, 
The  babbling  pines,  a  tale  of  fcandal  tell ; 
And  tattling  willows  to  the  plains  proclaim, 
Palemon  was  the  happy  lover's  name. 

Ha  !   do  you  ftart  ? Paftora,  fam'd  for  truth 

And  rigid  virtue,  clafp'd  a  blooming  youth  ; 
And,  laying  every  fterner  thought  afide, 
Indulg'd  her  pleafure,  and  forgot  her  pride. 

Pastora. 
Difaftrous  fate  !   how  could  he  hear  the  tale  ?        \_JjiJe, 
You've  loll  all  hopes,  and  now  begin  to  rail. 

Scene 
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Scene  V.     To  them  Laura. 
A     I     R. 

How  unhappy's  the  nymph 
Who  weeps  to  the  wind, 
And  doats  with  defpair 
On  a  fwain  that's  unkind  \ 
Damon. 
I  fee  the  fates  determine  I  (hall  wed ; 
Two  nymphs  are  ready  to  partake  my  bed. 
Which  fhall  I  choofe  ?  Pallora's  wond'rous  feir, 
And  Laura  fparkles  like  the  morning-ftar. 

Pastor  A,   [ajide.) 

Come,  there  are  hopes ;  now,  Venus,  lend  each  grace, 

And  with  bctwitching  beauties  arm  my  face. 

Damon. 

AIR. 

Three  goddcfles  ftanding  together, 

Thus  puzzled  young  Paris  one  day  ; 
Can  I  judge  the  value  of  either. 
Where  both  bear  fo  equal  a  fway : 
Pastora. 
Confider  my  wit  and  condition, 
Confider  my  perfon  likcwife  ; 
I  never  was  us'd  to  petition. 

But  prithee  make  ufe  of  your  eye*. 
Laura. 
No  merit  I  plead  but  my  paffion, 

'  IVere  naedlcfs  to  mention  your  vow  ; 
Refled,  with  a  little  compafiion. 
On  what  this  poor  bofom  feels  now. 
Damon. 
Some  genius  dire^  me,  or  dasmon, 

Or  elfc  I  may  chance  to  choofe  wrong—— 

[  ^fter  pine  pjufc. 
You're  part  of  the  goods  of  Palemon, 
I  give  you  to  whom  you  belong. 
Pastora,  j'ijitie. 
Misjudging  wretch  !  with  rage  my  bofum  glows  ; 
Can  he  prefer  a  nettle  to  a  rofe  ? 
A     I     K. 
I  know  that  my  perfon  is  charming. 
Beyond  what  a  clown  can  difcovcr  : 
V.L.  i.  F  f  That 


138  T  H  E    G  H  A  P  L  E  T. 

That  dowdy  your  fenfes  alarming. 

Proves  what  a  blind  thing  is  a  lover. 
I'll  quit  the  dull  plains  for  the  city, 

Where  beauty  is  follow'd  by  merit : 
Your  taile,  fimple  Damon,   I  pity ; 

Your  wit  who  would  wiih  to  inherit  ? 
Perhaps  you  may  think  you  perplex  mt. 

And  that  I  my  anger  wou'd  fmother  j 
The  lofs  of  one  lover  can't  vex  me. 

My  charms  will  procure  me  another. 
I  ne'er  was  more  pleas'd,  I  aflure  you  ; 

How  odious  they  look,  I  can't  bear  'em  ! 
;I  wifh  you  much  joy  of  your  fury, 

My  rage  Into  pieces  could  tear  'em.        [^.wV. 

Scene  the  laji.    Damon. 

To  thte,  kind  nympli,  as  to  offended  heav'n, 
I  own  my  faults,  and  fue  to  be  forgiv'n ; 
Then,  gentle  Laura,  clear  my  pail  offence, 
Repentance  is  ally'd  to  Innocence. 

Laura. 
Think  not  a  rigid  judge  your  faults  arraigns, 
My  tender  bofom  feels  for  all  your  pains  ; 
In  thofe  fad  hours,  when  to  the  focret  grove 
I  told  my  pangs  of  inaufpictous  love. 
My  only  pray'r  was  once  again  to  fee 
The  lovely  author  of  my  mifery, 
Again  to  clafp  him  to  my  beating  breafl  ; 
T-iie  gods  have  heard  my  vows,  and  Laura's  blefl. 

Damos. 

A  I  R. 
Contented  all  day,  I  will  fit  at  your  fide, 
Where  poplars  far-ilretching  o'er-arch  the  cool  tide  ; 
And  while  the  clear  river  luns  purling  along. 
The  thrufh  and  the  linnet  contend  in  their  fong. 

Laura. 
While  you  are  but  by  me,  no  danger  I  fear. 
Ye  lambs  reft  in  fafety,  my  Damon  is  near ; 
Bound  on,  ye  blyth  kids,  now  your  gambols  may  pleafe; 
■For  my  (hepherdis  kind,  and  my  heurt  Is  at  eafc. 

Da- 
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Damon. 
Ye  virgins  of  Britain,  bright  rivals  of  day. 
The  wifh  of  each  heart,  and  the  theme  of  each  lay  ; 
Ne'er  yield  to  the  fwain,  'till  he  make  you  a  wife  ; 
For  he  who  loves  truly,  will  take  you  for  life. 

Laura. 
Ye  youths,  who  fear  nought  but  the  frowns  of  the  fair, 
'Tis  yours  to  relieve,  not  to  add  to  their  care  ; 
Then  fcom  to  their  ruin  aflillance  to  lend. 
Nor  betray  the  fweet  creatures  you're  born  to  defend. 

Both. 
For  their  honour  and  faith  be  our  virgins  renown'd, 
Ndr  falfe  to  his  vows  one  young  fhepherd  be  found  ; 
Be  their  moments  all  guided  by  virtue  and  taith, 
To  preferve  in  their  age  what  they  gain'd  in  their  youth-. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  a  Friend. 

TOO  long  ha?  Farce,  negleifling  Nature's  laws, 
Debas'd  the  ftage,  and  wrong'd  the  conr.ic  caufc  ; 
n  o  raife  a  laugh  has  l/cen  her  ible  pretence, 
'Iho'  dearly  purcha'.'d  at  the  price  of  renfe. 
This  chili  of  folly  gain'd  increafe  wiih  time  : 
Fit  for  the  place,  fuccewled  Pantomime; 
RcvivVl  her  honours,  jiiuVl  her  motley  band. 
And  fong  and  low  conceit  o'er-ran  the  land. 

More  gen'rou!'  views  ii  form  our  author's  breaft; 
from  real  hfe  his  charaifters  are  drtfl:. 

Ke 
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He  Cceki  to  trace  the  pafllons  of  mankind ; 
And  while  he  fpjres  the  pcrfou,  paints  ihc  mind. 
In  plcaCng  contrjft  he  attempts  to  fliow 
The  vap'ring  hully,  and  the  fribbh'ng  bcsu  : 
Cowardi  alike;  that  full  of  martial  airs, 
And  this  as  tender  as  the  filk  he  wears. 
Prond  to  divert,  not  anxious  for  renown. 
Oft  has  the  bard  clfay'd  to  pleife  the  town. 
Your  full  applaufc  out-paid  his  little  art ; 
He  beads  no  merit,   but  a  grateful  heart. 
Pronounce  your  doom,  he'll  patiently  fubcnir. 
Ye  fovtreigii  judges  of  all  works  of  wit ! 
To  you  the  ore  is  brought,  a  lifclcfs  mafs; 
You  give  the  ftamp,  and  then  the  coin  may  paA. 
Now  whether  judgment  prompt  you  to  forgivr. 
Whether  you  bid  this  trifling  offspring  live. 
Or  with  a  frovin  ihould  fend  the  fickly  thing 
To  flccp  wjiole  age*  under  diilnefi'  wing  ; 
To  your  known  candinir  wc  will  always  tnifJ, , 
Yon  ncrer  were,  nor  ein  you  be,  unjuA» 


ACT     I. 

Sc£N  Ey   ^  Street. 

Enter  Captain  Loveit  uhJ  Pvft. 
Captain. 

THIS  IS  the  place  wc  were  direfted  to  ;  ana  nowj, 
PufF,  if  I  can  get  no  intelligence  of  her,  what  will 
become  of  me  i 

Puff.  And  me  too,  Sir — You   muft  confider  I  am  a. 

marry'd  man,  and  can't  bear  fatigue  as  I  have  done. 

But  pray,  Sir,  why  did  you  leave  the  army  fo  abruptly, 
and  not  give  me  time  to  fill  my  knapfack  with  common 
neccflaries  ?  Half  a  dozen  Ihirts,  and  your  regimentals, 
are  my  whole  cargo. 

Capt.  I  was  wild  to  get  away-;  and  as  foon  as  I  ob- 
tained my  leave  of  abfeuce,  I  thought  every  moment  an 
age  till  ■  I  rctum'd  to  the  place  where  I  firll  faw  this 
young,  charming,   innocent,  bewitching  creature. 

Puff.  With  fifteen  thoufand  pounds  for  her  fortune — 

ftrong  motives,   I  mull  confefs. And   now.  Sir,  as 

you  are  pleafcd  to  fay  you  mull  depend  upon  my  care 

aad  abilities  in  this  aSaIr,  I  think  I  have  a  juil  right  to 

Ffj  be 
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be  acquainted  with  the  particulars  of  your  paflion,  that 
I  may  be  the  better  enabled  to  ferve  you. 

Capt.  You  fhall  have  'em. *  When  I  left  the  uni- 

*  verfity,   which  is  now  feven  months  fince,  my  father, 

*  who  loves  his  money  better  than  liis  fon,  and  would 

*  not  fettle  a  farthing  upon  me- 


*  Puff.  Mine  did  fo  by  me,   Sir- 


Capt.  Purchas'd  me  a  pair  of  colours  at  my  own 

*  requeft;  but  before  I  join'd  the  regiment,  which  was 
going  abroad,  I  took  a  ramble  into  the  country  with 
a  fellow  collegian,  to  fee  a  relation  of  his  who  lived  in 
Berkfhire. 

'  Puff.  A  party  of  pleafure,  I  fuppofe. 

*  Capt.  During  a  fhort  ftay  there,   I  came  acquainted 

*  with  this  young  creature:   flie  was  juft  come  from  the 

*  boarding-fchool;  and  tho'  flie  had  all  the  fimplicity  of 

*  of  her  age  and  the  country,  yet  it  was  mx'd  with  fuch 

*  fenhble  vivacity,  that  I  took  lire  at  once. 

*  Pitff-  I  was  tinder  myfelf  at  your  age.     But  pray, 

*  Sir,  did  )ou  take  fire  before  you  knew  of  her  fortune  ? 

*  Capt.   Before,   upon  my  honour. 

*  Puff.   Folly  and  conftitution — But  on,  Sir.' 

Capt.  I  was  introduced  to  the  family  by  the  name  of 
Rhodophit,  (for  fo  my  companion  and  1  had  fettled  it  :) 
at  the  end  cf  three  weeks  I  was  obliged  to  attend  the 
call  of  honour  in  Flanders;  but 

*  Puff  Your  parting,  to  be  fure,  was  heart-bres.king. 

*  Capi.l  feel  it  at  this  inllant.    We  vow'd  eternal  con- 

*  ftancy,  ar.d  I  promis'd  to  take  the  firil  opportunity 

*  of   returning  to  her.     I   did  fo  :    but   we   found  the 

*  houfe  was  fliut  up;  and  all  the  information,  you  know, 

*  that  we  could  get  from  the  neighbouring  cottage  was, 

*  that  mils  and  her  aunt  were  remov'd  to  town,  and  liv'd 

*  foEicwhere  near  this  part  of  it. 

'  Puff.  And  now  we  are  got  to  the  place  of  aftion, 

*  propofe  your  plan  of  operation. 

*  Capt.'  My  father  lives  in  the  next  llreet,  fo  I  mull 
decamp  immediately  for  fear  of  difcovci'ies:  you  are  not 
known  to  be  raV  fcrvant;  fo  m.ake  what  inquiries  yoa 
can  in  the  neighbeurhood,  and  I  fhall  wait  at  the  inn 
for  your  intelligence. 
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Puff.  I'll  patrol  hereabouts,  and  examine  all  that  pafs; 
but  I've  forgot  the  word,  Sir —  Mifs  Biddy — 

Capt.  Bellair 

Puff.  A  young  lady  of  wit,  beauty,  and  fifteen  thou- 
fand  pounds  fortune— But  Sir 

Cctfyf.  What  do  yoii  fay,  Puff? 

Puff.  If  your  honour  plcafcs  to  confider  that  I  had  a 
wife  in  town  whom  1  left  fomcwhat  abruptly  half-a-ycar 
ac^o,  you'll  think  it,  1  believe,  but  decent  to  make  iovna 
inqiiiry  after  her  firft;  to  be  fure,  it  would  befomefmall 
confolation  to  me  to  know  whether  the  poor  woman  is 
living,  or  has  made  away  with  hcrfelf,  or 

Capt.  Prithee  don't  diflracl  me  ;  a  moment's  delay  is 
of  the  utmiift  confcqncnce  :  I  mull  infift  upon  an  im- 
mediate compliance  with  my  commands.   \_Exit  Captain. 

Puff  The  devil's  in  thefe  fiery  young  fellows,  they 
think  of  nobody's  wants  but  their  own.  He  does  not  con- 
fider  that  I  am  flcfti  and  bU)od  as  well  as  himfclf.  How- 
ever,  I  may  kill  two  birds  at  once  ;  for  I  fhan't  be  fiir- 

•.Ifed  if  I  meet  my  lady  walking  ilic  Itreets But, 

v.ho  have  we  here  ?  Sure  I  fhould  know  that  face. 

Enter  Jafper/ro'*  a  kouff. 
Who's  that  ?  my  old  acquaintance  Jalpcr  ? 

Jaf  What,   Puff !  arc  you  here  ? 

Puff.  My  dear  friend  !   {Kiffes  him.)  Well,  and  now 
Tafper,  ftill  cafy  and  happy  !    T'oujoiirs  le  inerne  i — What 
itrigues  now  ?  What  girls  have  you   ruin'd,  and  what 
Ltickolds  made,  fincf  v. 1:1   -^xA   T   r.u  d  to  beat  up  toge- 
ther, th  ? 

yaf.   Faith,   bufinci^  u.I^,   uivu    *>.i;  brilk  during  the 
war ;  men  arc  fcarce,  you  know :  not  that  I  can  fay  I 
ver  u^anted  amafement  in  the  word  of  times — But  hark 
:^   Puff 

Puff.   Not  a  word  aloud,   T  am  Incognito. 

yaf.  Why,  faith,    I  fhould  not  have  known  you,  if 

m  had  not  fpoke  firft  ;  you  feem  to  be  a  little  difhabille 

'  >o,  as  well  as  incognito.      Whom  do  you  honour  with 

aur  fervice  now  ?  Arc  you  from  the  wars  ? 

i>.,iy  Piping  hot,   I  affure  you  ;  fire  and  fmoke  will 

man  that  will  go  into  fuch  fervice  as  I  have 

n-r-^-ii  ;!■,    will    find    his    cloaths    the   worfe    for    wear, 

take  my  ward  for  it.     But  how  is  it  with  you,  friend 

Jaf. 
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Jafper  ?  What,  you  ftill  ferve,  I  fee  ?  you  live  at  that 
houfe,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Jaf.  I  don't  abfolutely  live,  but  I  am  mofl  of  my 
time  there  ;  I  have,  within  thefe  two  months,  entered  in- 
to the  fervice  of  an  old  gentleman,  who  hired  a  repu- 
table fervant,  and  drefled  liim  as  you  fee,  becaufe  he  has 
taken  it  into  his  head  to  fall  in  love. 

Puff.  Falfe  appetite  and  fecond  childhood !  But,  pri- 
thee, what's  the  objeft  of  his  pafiion  ? 

Jaf.  No  lefs  than  a  virgin  of  fixteen,   I  affure  you. 

Puff.  Oh  the  toothlefs  old  dotard  ! 

Jaf.  And  he  mumbles  and  plays  with  her  till  hia 
mouth  waters  ;  then  he  chuckles  till  he  cries,  and  calls 
it  his  Bid  and  his  Bidfy,  and  is  fo  fooliflily  fond 

Puff.  Bidfy  !   what's  that  ? 

"Jaf.  Her  name  is  Biddy. 

Puff.  Biddy  !   What,  Mifs  Biddy  Bellair  ? 

jfaf.  The  fame 

Piff.   I  have  no  luck,  to  be  fure.   [JJiJe.) Oh,. 

I  have  heard  of  her  ;  fhe's  of  a  pretty  good  family,  and 
has  fome  fortune,  I  know.  But  are  things  fettled  ?  is 
the  marriage  fix'd  ? 

Jaf.  Not  abfolutely  ;  the  girl,  I  believe,  detefls  him ; 
but  her  aunt,  a  very  good  piudent  old  lady,  has  given  : 
herconfent,  if  he  can  gain  her  niece's  :  how  it  will  end,. 
I  can't  tell but  I'm  hot  upon't  myfelf. 

Puff.  — The  devil !   not  marriage,   I  hope  ? 

Jafi  That  ia  not  yet  determined. 

Ptiff.  Who  is  the  lady,  pray  ? 

Jaf.  A  maid  in  the  fame  family,  a  woman  of  honour, 
I  affure  you.  She  has  one  hufband  already,  a  fcoundrel 
fort  of  a  fellow  that  has  run  away  from  her,  and  lifted; 
for  a  foldier ;  fo,  towards  the  end  of  the  campaign,  flie 
hopes  to  have  a  certificate  he's  knock'd  o'  th'  head  :  if 
not,  I  fuppofe,  we  fhall  fettle  matters  another  way. 

Puff.  Well,  fpeed  the  plough But  hark  ye,  ,con- 

fummate   without    the   certificate  if   you  can keep 

your  neck  out  of  the  collar — do— I  have  wore  it  thefe 
two  years,  and  damnably  gali'd  I  am 

Jaf.  I'll  take  your  advice;  but  I  muft  run  away  to 
my  mailer,  v/ho  will  be  impatient  for  an  anfwer  to  his 
racffage,  which  I  have  juft  ddiva'd  to  the  young  lady : 

fo, 
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r  \r>  PimT    T   >tti  vour  mod  obedient  humble  fer- 

I'uj'.  yi;:ii    i    imi;v.   to  OUT  agent's  for  my  arrears  :   if 

II  have  an  hour  to  fi>are,  you'll  bear  of  me  at  George's, 

or  the  Tilt-yard y/a  nritir,  as  wc  fay  abroad.   {_Exii 

Jafper.]   Thus  wc  are  as  civil  and  a&  tAic  as  our  betters: 

Jafpcr  and  I  were  always   the  beau  mo  v  ;   wc 

ever  hated  one  another  heartily,    yet  :■.  is  and 

fhake  hands But    now  to  my  mailer  with  a  headful 

of  news,  and  a  heartful  of  joy  [G«Vi^,  Jiarts. 

Angels  and  miniftcrs  of  grace  defend  me  ! 

It  can't  be !   By  heav'na,  it  is,  that  fietful  porcupine, 

ray  wife  !   I  can't  ftand  it ;  what  Ihall  I  do  ?  I'll  try  to 
;  J  1-  -,- 

Enter  Tag. 
it  muft  be  he  !    I'll  fwear  to  the  rogue  at  a  mile's 
. . :  he  either  has  not  fcen  me,  or  won't  know  me. 
I  can  keep  my  temper,  I'll  try  him  farther. 
Puff.   I  fweat — I  tremble — She  comes  uf>oii  rac  1 
Tag.  Pray,  good  Sir,  if  I  may  be  fa  bold    ■   ■ 
Pujf,   I  have   nothing  for  you,  good   u-c)ma:i  :   don't 
trouble  me. 

Tiig.   If  your  honour  pleafes  to  look  Ul^o  .^u* 

Pujf.  i  he  kingdom  is  over-run  with  beggars.  I  fup- 
pofe  the  lall  I  gave  to  has  fent  this  :  but  I  have  no  more 
loofe  fiivcr  about  me  ;  fo,  prithee,  woman,  don't  diftui  b 
me. 

Tag.   I  can  hold  no  longer.     Oh  you  vilbttn,    you  ! 

where  iiave  you  been,  fcoundrel  ?     Do  you  know  me 

now,  varlet  ?  -  f^SfJzfs  fvm. 

Pitff.  Here,  watch,  watch !      Zounds,    I   ihall  have 

niv  n.ickets  pick'd. 

Own  me  this  minute,  liang-dog,    and  confeCi 
^.»^.l^   lUing  ;  or,  by  the  rage  of  an  injured  woman,  I'll 
raife  the  neighbourhood,  throttle  you,  and  fend  yoa  to 
•xt. 

.  Amazement !  what,  my  own  dear  Tag  !  Come 
to  my  arms,  and  let  me  prcfs  you  to  my  heart,  that 
pants  for  thee,  and  only  thee,  my  true  and  lawful  wife. 
— —  Now  my  ftars  have  overpaid  me  for  the  fatigue 
and  dangci-s  of  the  field.      I  have   \\T.ndcr"d  about  like 

Achilles 
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Achilles  in  fearch  of  faithful  Penelope  ;  and  the  gods 
have  brought  me  to  this  happy  fpot.  \_E7ubr aces  her. 

Tag.  The  fellow's  crackt  for  certain  !  Leave  your 
bombaftic  fluff,  and  tell  me,  rafcal,  vi^hy  you  left  me; 
and  where  you  have  been  thefe  fix  months,  heh  ? 

Puff.  We'll  referve  my  adventures  for  our  happy  win- 
ter evenings 1  (hall  only  tell  you  now,  that  my  heart 

beat  fo  flrong  in  my  country's  caufe,  and  being  inftiga- 
ted  either  by  honour  or  the  devil,  (I  can't  tell  which,) 
I  fet  out  for  Flanders  to  gather  laurels  and  lay  'em  at 
thy  feet. 

Tag.  Yoii  left  me  to  flarve,  villain,  and  beg  my 
bread,  you  did  fo. 

Puff.  I  left  you  too  haftily,  I  muft  confefs ;  and  oft- 
en has  my  conscience  flung  me  for  it.- 1  am  got  into 

an  officer's  fervice  ;  have  been  in  feveral  aflions,  gained 
fome  credit  by  my  behaviour,  and  am  now  returned  with 
my  mafler  to  indulge  the  gentler  pafTions. 

Tag.  Don't  think  to  fob  me  off  with  this  nonfenlical 
talk.     What  have  you  brought  me  home  befides  ? 

Puff.  Honour,  and  immoderate  love. 

Tag.   I  could  tear  your  eyes  out. 

Puff.  Temperance,  or  I  walk  off. 

Tag.  Temperance,  traitor ;  temperance  !  What  can 
you  fay  for  yourfelf  ?     Leave  me  to  the  wide  world. — 

Puff.  Well,  I  have  been  in  the  world  too,  han't  I  ? 
What  would  the  woman  have  ? 

Tag.  Reduce  me  to  the  neceffity  of  going  to  fervice. 

\_Cries. 

Puff.  Why,   I'm  in  fervice  too,  your  lord  and  mafter, 

an't  I,  you  faucy  jade  you  ? Come,  where  doft  live  ? 

hereabout  ?  Haft  got  good  vails  ?  Doft  go  to  market  ? 
Come,  give  me  a  kifs,  darling,  and  tell  me  where  I  fhall 
pay  my  duty  to  thee. 

Tag.  Why,  there  I  live  ;  at  that  houfe. 

{^Pointing  to  ike  houfe  Jafper  came  out  of. 

Puff.  What,  there  ?  that  houfe  ? 

Tag.  Yes,  there  ;  that  houfe. 

Puff.  Huzza  !  We're  made  for  ever,  you  flut  you  ; 
huzza  !  Every  thing  confpires  this  day  to  make  me 
happy. Prepare  for  an  inundation  of  joy  !  My  ma- 
fter is  in  love  with  your  Mifs  Biddy  over  head  and  ears, 

and 
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nd  (he  with  him.  I  know  (he  is  courted  bjr  fome  old 
fumbler,  and  her  aunt  is  not  againft  the  match  ;  but 
now  we  are  come,  the  town  will  be  reliev'd,  and  the 
governor  brought  over  :  in  plain  Englifh,  our  fortune 
is  made  ;  my  mailer  muft  marry  the  lady,  and  the  old 
gentleman  may  go  to  the  devil. 

Tag.  Heyday  !  what's  all  this  ? 
Puff.  Say  no  more  ;  the  dice  are  tiirown  doublets  for 
us :  away  to  your  young  miftrefs,  while  I  run  to  my 
mailer.  Tell  her  Rhodophil,  Rhodophil  will  be  with 
her  immediately ;  then  if  her  blood  does  not  mount  to 
her  face  like  quicklilver  in  a  weatherglafs,  and  poin#  to 
extreme  hot,  believe  the  whole  a  lie,  and  your  huflfand 
no  politician. 

Tag.  This  is  news  indeed !  I  have  had  the  place 
but  a  little  while,  and  have  not  quite  got  into  the  fe- 
crcts  of  the  family  :  but  part  of  your  (lory  is  true  ;  and 
if  you  bnng  your  mailer,  and  mifs  is  willing,  1  warrant 
we'll  be  too  hard  for  the  old  folks. 

Puff.  I'll  about  it  ftraight. But  hold.  Tag,  I  had 

forgot Pray,  how  does  Mr  Jafper  do  ? 

Tag.  Mr  Jafper! — What  do  you  mean  ?     I — I — T — 

Pitff.   What !     out   of  countenance,    child  ?     O  f y  ! 
.ak  plain,    my  dear And  the  certiticate ;    when 

nes  that,  heh,  love  ? 

Tag.  He  has  fold  himfelf  and  turn'd  conjurer,  or  he 

old  never  have  known  it.  \_Alide. 

Pnff.  Are  not  you  a  jade  f — a'.\  i.ot  you  a  Jezebel  ?— 
aru't  you  a 

Tug.   O  ho,  temperance,  or  I  walk  off 

Puff.  I  know  I  am  not  linifh'd  yet,  and  fo  I  am  ea- 
fy  ;  but  more  thank^i  to  my  fortune  than  your  virtue, 
Madam. 

Bid.  ("xithif.)  Tag,  Tag  !  where  are  you,  Tag  ? 

Tjg.  Coming,  Madam My  lady  calls — away  to 

-•wx  mailer,  and  I'll  prepare  his  reception  within. 

Puff,  bhall  I  bring  the  certificate  with  me  ?       \_Exit. 

Tag,  Go,  you  gracelefs  rogue,  you  richly  deferve  it. 

Scene 
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Scene  changes  to  a  Chanibsr. 

*  Enter  Aunt  and  Tag. 

*  Aunt.  Who  was  that   man  you  were  talking  to, 
«Tag? 

*  Tag.  A  coufin  of  mine,  Madam,  that  brought  me 

*  fame  news  from  my  aunt  in  the  country. 

*  Aunt.  Where's  my  niece  ?     Why  are  not  you  with 
«  her? 

«   Tag.   She  bid  me  leave  her  alone. She's  fo  mc- 

*  lancholy,  Madam,  I  don't  know  what's  come  to  her 
'  of  late 

'  Aunt.  The  thoughtfulnefs  that  is  natural  upon  the 

*  approach  of  matrimony,  generally  occafions  a  decent 

*  concern. 

*  Tag.    And  do  you  think.   Madam,    a  hufband  of 

*  threefcore  and  five 

*  Aunt.  Hold,  Tag,  he  protefts  to  me  he  is  but  five 
'  and  fifty. 

'  Tag.   He  is  a  rogue,   Madam;  and  an  old   rogue, 

*  wliich  is  the  worll  of  rogues. — 

*  Aunt.  Alas,  youth,  or  age,  'tis  all  one  to  her  ;  (he 

*  is    all    fimplicity    without  experience.      I  would   not 
'  force  her  inclinations ;  but  file's  fo  innocent  ftie  won't 

*  know  the  difference — 

*  Tag.   Innocent  !    ne'er   truft  to  that,  Madam.     I 

*  was  innocent  myfelf  once  ;  but  live  and  learn  is  an  old 
'  faying,   and  a  true  one. 1   believe.  Madam,  no- 

*  body  is  more  innocent  than  yourfelf,  and  a  good  maid 

*  you  are  to  be  fare  ;  but  though  you  really  don't  know 

*  the  difference,  yet  you  c^lW  fancy  it,   I  warrant  you. 

*  Aunt.   I   fiiould  prefer  a  large  jointure  to  a  fmall 

*  one,  and   that's  all  :    but   'tis  impoflible  that   Biddy 

*  ihould  have  defires  ;  file's  but  newly  come  out  of  the 

*  country,  and  jufl:  turn'd  of  fixteen. 

*  Tag.  That's  a   ticklifii  age.  Madam.     I   have  ob- 

*  ferv'd  file   does  not  eat,  nor   fiie  does   not  fleep  ;  ftie 

*  fighs  and  fiie  cries,  and  (he  loves  moonlight :  thefe,  I 

*  take  it,  are  very  ftrong  fymptoms. 

*  Aunt.  They  are  very   unaccountable,  I  mufi:  con- 
<  fefs  :   but  you  talk  from  a  dcprav'd  mind.  Tag ;  her's 

*  is  iiraple  and  untainted. 

Tag. 
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*  Tag.  She'll  makfc  him  a  cuckold  though  for  all  that, 
'  if  you  force  her  to  marry  him. 

*  ^uat.  You  (hock  me.  Tag,  with  your  coarfe  ex- 

*  preflions.     I  tell  you,  her  chattity  will  be  her  guard* 

*  let  her  hufband  be  wliat  he  will. 

'  Tag.  CKaftity  !  never  truft  to  that.  Madam:  get 

*  her  a  hufband  that's  fit  for  her,  and  I'll  be  bound  for 

*  her  virtue  ;  but  with  fuch  a  one  as  Sir  Simon,  I'm  a 
'   rogue  if  I'd  anfwer  for  my  own. 

*  Aunt.  Well,  Tag,  the  child  (hall  never  have  rea- 

*  fon  to  repent  of  my  feverity.  I  was  going  before  to 
'   my  law)er'5  to  fpcak  about  the  articles  of  marriage;   I 

ill  now  put  a  Hop  to  'em  for  fomp  time,  till  wc  can 

*  make  farther  dllcovcrles. 

*  Tag.  Heav'n  will  blefs  you   for  your  gfQodncf$. — 

*  Look  where  the  poor  bird  comes,  quile  roop'd  and 

*  melancholy.  I'll  fct  my  pump  to  work,  and  draw 
*„?fometluug  from  her  before  your  return,  I  wairaiit 
'  you.      [A'a7/  Aunt.]     There  goes  a  miracle ;  ihe  baa 

ither  pride,  envy,  or  ill-nature;  and  yet  is  near  fixty, 
^ad  a  virgin.' 

Enter  Biddy  and  Tag, 
BiJ.  How  unfortunate  a  poor  girl  am  I  •  dare  not 
tell  my  fecret  to  any  body;  -and  if  1  don't»  I'm  undone 
—Heigh  ho  !    [«S';^^/.]   '  Pray,  Tag,  is  my  aunt  gone 

*  to  her  lawyer  about  me  ? — Heigh  ho  !* 

Tag,  What's  that  (igh  for,  my  dear  young  miflrefsj 

BiJ.    I  did  not  figh,   not  I [■V/^'^/.] 

Tag.  Nay,  never  gulp  'cm  down  ;  they  arc  the  worfl 

things  you  can  fwalluw.    Ihtrc's  fomtthing  in  that  little 

heart  of  your's,  that   fwells   it,  and  puffa  it,  aad  will 

burft  it  at  laft,  if  you  don't  give  it  veut. 

Bid.  What  would  you  have  me  tell  you? — [^^]?^-'0 
Tag.  Come,  come,  you   are  afraid  I'll  betray  you  : 

but  you  had  as  good  (peak ;  I  may  do  you  fonae  lcr\'icc 

you  little  think  of. 

BiJ.  It  Is  not  in  your  power.  Tag,  to  give  cae  vhat 

I  want. — l.Sighj.'] 

Tag.  Not  diredlly,  perhaps  ;  but  I  may  be  the  means 

of  helping  you  to  it.     As,  for  example — if  you  (liould 

not  like  to  marry  the  old  man  your  aunt  dcfigusibr  you, 

©ne  mav  find  a  way  to  break 

Vot.'  I.  G  g  £iJ' 
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Bid.  His  neck,  Tag? 

Tag.  Or  the  match  ;  either  will  do,  child. 

Bid.  I  don't  care  which,  indeed,  fo  I  was  clear  of 
him 1  don't  think  I'm  fit  to  be  marry'd. 

Tag*  To  him,  you  mean You  have  no  objeftlon 

to  marriage,  but  the  man  ;  and  I  applaud  you  for  it. 
But  come,  courage,  Mifs  j  never  keep  it  in ;  out  with 
it  all— 

Bid.  If  you'll  afk  me  any  qucftions,  I'll  anfwer  *em  ; 
but  I  can't  tell  you  any  thing  of  myfclf  j  1  fhall  blufti  if 
I  do. 

Tag.  Well,  then — in  the  firfl  place,  pray  tell  me, 
MIfs  Biddy  Bellair,  if  y-ou  don't  like  fomebody  better 
than  old  Sir  Simon  Loveit  ? 

Bid.  Heigh  ho ! 

Tag.  What's  heigh  ho,  Mifs  ? 

Bid.  When  I  fay  heigh  ho,  it  means  yes. 

Tag.  Very  well :  and  this  fomebody  is  a  young  hand- 
fomt  fellow  ? 

Bid.  Heigh  ho  ! 

Tag.  And  if  you  were  once  his,  you'd  be  as  merry 
as  the  bell  of  us  ? 

Bid.  Heigh  ho ! 

Tag.  So  far  fo  good :  and  fmce  I  have  got  you  to 
wet  your  feet,  foufe  over  head  at  once,  and  the  pain 
will  be  over. 

Bid.  There — then  \_A  longftgh.'\  Now  help  me  out. 
Tag,  as  fall  as  you  can. 

T^g-  When  did  you  hear  from  your  gallant  ? 

Bid.  Never  fince  he  went  to  the  army. 
Tag.   How  fo  ? 

Bid.  I  was  afraid  the  letters  would  fall  into  my  aunt*9 
hands,  fo  I  would  not  let  him  write  to  me  :  but  I  had 
a  better  reafon  then. 

Tag.   Pray,  let's  hear  that  too. 

Bid.  Why,  I  thought  if  I  (hould  write  to  him,  and 
promlfe  him  to  love  nobody  elfe,  and  fhould  afterwards 
change  my  mind,  he  might  think  1  was  inconllant,  ^nd 
call  me  a  coquette. 

Tag.  What  a fimple  innocent  it  is  !     \_^^fide.'\     And 
T>ave  you  chang'd  your  mind,  Mifs  \ 

Bld^ 
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Bki.  No  indeed,  Tag,  I  lote  him  the  bcfl  o£  any  of 
em. 

Tag.  Of  any  of  'em  !     Why,  have  you  any  more  ? 

BiJ.  Pray,  don't  aflc  me. 

Tag.  Nay,  Mifs,  if  you  only  truft  me  by  halves,  you 
can't  cxpeA — 

Bid.   I  will  truft  you  with  ever}-  thing.— When  I 

parted  with  him,  I  grew  melancholy  ;  fo,  in  order  to 
divert  me,  I  have  let  two  others  court  me  till  he  return 
again. 

Tag.   Is  that  all,  my  dear  ?     Mighty  (Imple,  indeed. 

lAjldf. 

Bid.  One  of  'em  is  a  fine  bluft'ring  man,  and  is 
call'd  Captain  Flujh ;  he's  always  talking  of  fightinj;r 
and  wars  :  he  thinks  he's  fure  of  me;  but  I  (hall  baulk 
him :  we  ftiall  fee  him  this  afternoon  ;  for  he  prtf&'d 
flrongly  to  come,  and  I  have  given  him  leave,  while  my 
aunt's  taking  her  afternoon's  nap. 

Tag.  And  who  is  the  other,  pray  ? 

Bid.  Quite  another  fort  of  a  man.  He  fpeaks  like  a 
lady  for  all  the  world,  and  never  fwears  as  Mr  Flafh 
does,  but  wears  nice  white  gloves,  and  tells  me  what 
ribbons  become  my  complexion,  where  to  ftick  my  patch- 
es, who  is  the  bcft  milliner,  where  they  fell  the  bctt  tt-a, 
and  which  is  the  befl  wafh  for  the  face,  and  the  bcit 
pafte  for  the  hands  ;  he  is  always  playing  with  my  fan, 
and  /bowing  his  teeth ;  and  wlicncver  I  ffKiak,  he  pats 
mc — fo — and  cries,  '1  lie  dtvil  take  me,  Mifs  Biddy, 
but  you'll  be  my  perdition — ha,  ha,  ha! 

Tag.  Oh  the  pretty  creature  !  And  what  do  you 
call  him,  pray  ? 

BiJ.  His  name's  Fribble  :  you  {hall  fee  him  too  ;  for 
by  millake,  I  appointed  'em  at  the  fame  time  :  but  you 
muft  help  me  out  with  'em. 

Tag.  And  fuppofe  your  favourite  (hould  come  too— • 

Bid.  I  (hould  not  care  what  become  of  the  otherg. 

Tag.  What's  his  name  ? 

Bid.  It  begins  witji  an  R — h — o 

Tag.   I'll  be  hang'd  if  it  is  not  Rhodophil. 

Bid.  I  am  frightea'd  at  you  !      You're  a  witch.  Tag. 

Tag.   I  am  fo  ;  and  I  can  tell  your  fortune  too.  Look 

mc  in  the  face.     The  gentleman  you  love  moft  in  the 

G  g  2  world. 
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world,  will  be  at  our  houfe  this  afternoon  :  he  arriv'd 
from  the  army  this  morning,  and  dies  till  he  fees  you. 

Bid.  Is  he  come,  Tag  ?     Don't  joke  with  me. 

Tag.  Not  to  keep  you  longer  in  fufpence,  you  mufl 
know,  the  fetvant  of  your  Strephon,  by  fome  unac- 
countable fate  or  other  is  my  lord  and  mafter ;  he  has 
juft  been  with  me,  told  me  of  his  mailer's  arrival  and 
ioipatienct — — • 

Bid.  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Tag>  you  have  put  me  out 
of  my  wits — I  am  all  over  in  a  flutter. — I  fhall  leap  out 
of  my  fkin — I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  myfelf. —  Is 

lie  come.  Tag  ?. 1  am  ready  to  faint I'd  give  the 

world  I  had  put  on  my  pink  and  filver  robings  to-day. 

Tag.   I  tifTure  you,  Mifs,  you  look  charmingly. 

Bid.  Do  I  indeed  though?  I'll  put  a  little  patch 
under  my  left  eye,  and  powder  my  hair  immediately. 

Tag.  We'll  go  to-dinner  Hrit,  and  then  I'll  aflill 
you. 

Bid.  Dinner  !   T  can't  eat  a  morfel 1  don't  know 

what's  the  matter  with  me—' — my  ears  tingle,  my  heart 
beats,  my  face  flufties,  and  I  tremble  every  joint  of  me. 
——I  muft  run  in  and  look  at  myfelf  in  the  glafs  this 
moment. 

Tag.  Yes,  fhe  has  it,  and  deeply  too  :  *  This  is  no 
*  hypocrlfy — — 

<  Not  art,  but  Nature  now  performs  her  part, 
*  And  ev'ry  word's  the  language  of  the  heart. 

ACT     11. 

ScENt  continues. 

Enter  Captain  Lovelt,  Biddy,  Tag,  andVwS. 
Capt.  ^  I  ^O  find   you   ftill   conilant,  and  to  arrive  at 
.1      fuch  a  critical  ju«<fturc,  is  the  height  of 
fortune  and  happinefs. 

Bid.  Nothing  (hall  force  me  from  you  ;  and  if  I  am 
fecure  of  your  affeftions— — 

Puff.  I'll  be  bound  for  him,  Madam,  and  give  you 
aiiy  fecurity  you  can  afk. 

Tag.  Evtry  thing  goes  on  to  our  wifli,  Sir.     I  juft 

now 
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now  had  a  ftcond  conference  with  my  old  lady  ;  and  (he 
was  fo  conrinc'd  by  my  arguments,  that  fhe  retum'd 
initantly  to  the  lawyer  to  forbid  the  drawing  out  of  any 
writings  at  all ;  and  flic  is  dctermin'd  never  to  thwart 
Mifis's  inclinations,  and  left  it  to  us  to  give  the  old 
gentleman  his  difcharge  at  the  next  vifit. 

Caf>t.  Shall  I  undertake  the  old  dragon  ? 

Tag.  If  we  have  occaJion  for  help,  we  fliall  call  foi" 
you. 

BU.  I  expeA  him  every  moment ;  therefore  I'll  tell 
you  what,  Rhodophil,  you  and  your  man  Ihall  be  lock'd 
up  in  my  bed-chamber  till  wc  have  fettled  matters  with 
the  old  gentleman. 

Cii/>t.  Do  what  you  pleafe  with  rae.^ 

BiJ.  You  muft  not  be  impatient  tho*. 

Ca/>t.  I  can  undergo  any  thing  with  fuch  a  rewardl 
in  view.  One  kifs,  and  I'll  be  quite,  rcfign'd — And 
now  fhow  me  the  way.  [^Exeunt. 

Tag.  Come,  firrah,.  when  1  have  get  you  under  lock 
and  key,  I  ihall  bring  you  to  realoa. 

Puff.  Are  your  wcddiug-cloaths  ready,  my  dove  ?— 
The  certificate's  come. 

Tag.  Go  follow  your  captain,  firrah — march — You 
may  ihank  htav'n  I  had  patience  to  ftay  fo  long. 

Exeunt  Tag  and  Puff, 
Re-enter  Biddy. 

Bid.  I  was  very  much  alarm'd  for  fear  my  two  gal- 
lants fhould  come  in  upon  us  unawares  ;  we  fhould  have 
had  fad  work  if  they  had.  I  find  1  love  Rhodophil 
vaftly  ;  for  though  my  other  (parks  flatter  me  more,  I 

c^n't  abide  the  thouglits  of  'em  now 1  have  bufinefs 

upon  ray   hands  enough  to  turn  my  little  head  j  but^, 

egad,  my  heart's  good,  and  a  fig  for  dangers. Let 

me  fee — wliat  Oiall  I  do  with  my  two  gallants  ?  I  mufl 
at  lealt  part  with  'em  decently.  Suppofc  I  fct  'cm  to- 
gether by   the   ears? The  luckieil   thought  in  the 

world!  For  if  they  won't  quarrel,  (as  I  believe  they 
won't,)  I  can  break  with  them  for  cowards,  and  very 
juftly  difmifs  'em  my  fervicc  :  and  if  they  will  fight,  and 
one  of  'em  fhould  be  kill'd,  the  other  will  certainly  be 
hang'd  or  run  away  ;  and  fo  I  fhall  very  handfomely 
get  rid  of  both. — I  am  glad  I  have  fettled  it  fo  purely. 
G  g  2  Enter' 
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Enter  Tag. 
Well,  Tag,  are  they  fafe  ? 

Tag.  I  think  fo ;  the  door's  double-locked,  and  I 
have  the  key  in  my  pocket. 

Bid.  That's  pure  ;  but  have  you  given  them  any  thing 
to  divert  *em  ? 

Tag.  I  have  given  the  Captain  one  of  your  old  gloves 
to  mumble  ;  but  my  Strephon  is  diverting  himfelf  with 
the  more  fubftantial  comforts  of  a  cold  venifon  pafty. 

Biddy.  What  (hall  we  do  with  the  next  that  comes  ? 

Tag.  If  Mr  Fribble  comes  firft,  I'll  clap  him  up  into 
my  lady's  ftore-room.  I  fuppofe  he  is  a  great  maker 
of  marmalade  himfelf,  and  will  have  an  opportunity  of 
making  feme  critical  remarks  upon  ourpaftry  and  fweet- 
meats. 

Bid.  When  one  of  'em  comes,  do  you  go  and  watch 
for  the  other  ;  and  as  foon  as  you  fee  him,  run  in  to  us, 
and  preteixl  it  is  my  aunt,  and  fo  we  (hall  have  an  ex- 
cufe  to  lock  him  up  till  we  want  him. 

Tag.  You  may  depend  upon  me -Here  Is  one  of 

'em. 

Enter  Fribble. 

Bid-  Mr  Fribble,  yoUr  fervant — 

Frib.  Mifs  Biddy,  your  flave 1  hope   I  have  not 

come  upon  you  abruptly.  I  fliould  have  waited  upon- 
you  fooner  ;  but  an  accident  happen'd  that  difcompos  d 
me  fo,  that  I  was  oblig'd  to  go  home  again  to  take 
drops. 

Bid.  Indeed  you  don't  look  well,  Sir — Go,  Tag,  and- 
do  as  I  bid  you. 

Tag.   I  will,  Madam.  \_Exit. 

Bid.  I  have  fet  my  maid  to  watch  my  aunt,  that  we 
mayn't  be  fcrprifed  by  her. 

Frih.  Yciir  prudence  is  equal  to  your  beauty,  Mifs  j 
and  I  hope  your  permitting  me  to  kifs  your  hands,  will 
be  no  impeachment  to  your  undcrftanding. 

Bid.  I  hate  the  fight  of  him.  \_JJide.'\  I  was  afraid 
I  ftiould  not  have  had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you.  Pray, 
let  me  know  what  accident  you  met  with,  and  what's 
the  matter  with  your  hand?  I  {han't  be  eafy  till  I 
know. 

Frib.  Wei],  I  vow,  Mifs  Biddy,  you're  a  goo& creeUr 

—I'U 
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— — I'll  endeavour  to   mufter  up  what   little  fpirits  I 

have,  and  tell  you  the  whole  affair. HemI— — But 

firil,  you  muft  gitc  me  leave  to  make  you  a  prefent  of  a 
fmall  pot  of  my  lip-falve.  My  fervant  made  it  this  morn- 
ing :  the  ingredients  are  innocent,  I  afiiire  you  ;  nothing 
but  the  beft  virgin-wax,  conftrve  of  rofc3,  and  lily-of- 
the-vallcy  water. 

Bid.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  but  my  lips  are  generally  red; 
and  when  they  an't,   1  bite  'cm. 

Frib.  I  bite  my  own  fomttime?,  to  pout  'em  a  little ; 
but  this  will  give  them  a  foftncfs,  colour,  and  an  agree- 
able WAj}er. Thus  let  me  make  an  humble  offer- 
ing at  that  {hrine,  where  I  hare  already  facriHced  my 
heart.  \^  Kneels ^  and  gives  thf  pot. 

Bid,  Upon  my  word,   that's  very  prettily  exprcfs'd ; 

you  are   pofitively  the  bed  comjxmy  in  the  world 1 

wifh  he  was  out  of  the  houfe.  \_/1JiJe, 

Frtb.   But  to  return  to  my  accident,  and  the  reafon 

why  my  hand  is  in   this  condition —I  beg  you'll  cx- 

cufe  the  appearance  of  it,  and  be  fetisfy'd,  that  nothing 
but  mere  neccflity  could  have  forc'd  me  to  appear  thus 
muffled  before  yolu 

Bid.  1  am  very  willing  to  exoife  any  misfortune  that 
happens  to  yon.   Sir.  {^Curtjies. 

Frih.  You  are  vaftly  good,  indeed =-Thus  it  wa^— 

Hem! — You  muft  know,  Mifs,  there  is  not  an  animal 
in  the  creation  I  have  fo  great  an  averlion  to,  as  thofe 
hackey-coach  fellows. — ^As  I  was  coming  out  of  my 
lodgings, — fays  one  of  'em  to  me.  Would  your  honour 

have  a  coach  ? No,  man,  faid    I,    rr>t    now,    (with 

all  the  civility  imaginable.) I'll  carry  you  and  your 

Doll  too,  faid  he,  Mifs  Margery,  for  the  fame  price—* 
Upon  which  the  mafculine  bealls  about  us  fell  a  laugh- 
ing.     Then  I  turn'd  round  in   a  great  paffion — Curfe 

me,  fays  I,  fellow,  but  I'll  trounce  thee. And  as  I 

was  holding  out  my  hand  in  a  threatenrrg  pojier 

thus he  makes  a  cut  at  me  with  his  whip,  and,  ftri- 

king  me  over  the  nail  of  my  little  finger,  it  gave  me 
fuch  exquilite  tortcr,  that  1  fainted  away  :  and  while  I 
was  in  this  condition,  the  mob  pick'd  my  pocket  of  my 
purfe,  my  fciffar^  my  Mocco  fmelling- bottle,  and  my 
huITwife. 

Bid. 
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Bid.  I  flaall  laugh  in  his  face.  [_y(/ide.']  I  am  afraid 
you  are  in  great  pain.  Pray  fit  down,  Mr  Fribble  : 
but  I  hope  your  hand  is  in  no  danger  ?  [  They  J:  f. 

Frib.  Not  in  the  leall,  Ma'am  ;  pray^  don't  be  ap- 
prehenfivc — A  milk -poultice,  and  a  gentle  fweat  to- 
night, with  a  little  manna  in  the  morning,  I  am  confir 
dent  will  relieve  me  entirely. 

Bidf  But,  pray,  Mr  Fribble,  do  you  make  ufe  of  a 
huflvvife  ? 

Frib.  I  can't  do  without  it,  Ma'am :  there  is  a 
club  of  us,  all  young  bachelors,  the  fweetefl  fociety  m 
the  world  ;  and  we  meet  three  times  a-week  at  each 
others  lodgings,  where  we  drink  tea,  hear  the  chat  of 
the  day,  invent  faflaions  for  the  ladies,  make  models  o£ 
'em,  and  cut  out  patterns  in  paper.  We  were  the  firft 
inventors  of  knotting ;  and  this  fringe  is  the  original; 
produce  and  joint  labour  of  our  little  community. 

Bid,  And  who  are  your  pretty  fet,  pray  ? 

Frib.  There's  Phil.  Whiffle,  Jacky  Wagtail,  my  lord 
Trip,  Billy  Dimple,  Sir  Dilberry  Diddle,  and  your 
kumblc 

Bid.  What  a  fweet  colle6tion  of  happy  creatures ! 

Frib.  Indeed  and  fo  we  are,  Mifs But  a  pro- 
digious fracas  difconcerted   us  fome  time  ago  at  Billy 

X)imple's three  drunken  naughty  women  of  the 

town  burft  into  our  club-room,  curs'd  us  all,  threw 
down  the  china,  broke  fix  looking-glafles,  fcalded  us 
with  the  flop-bafon,  and  fcratdi'd  poor  Phil.  Whiffle's 
cheek  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  he  has  kept  his  bed  thefe 
three  weeks. 

Bid.  Indeed,  Mr  Fribble,  I  think  all  our  fex  have 
great  reafon  to  be  angry  ;  for  if  you  are  fo  happy  now. 
you  are  bachelors,  the  ladies  may  wifli  and  figli  to  very 
little  purpofe. 

Frib.  Yoii  are  miflaken,  I  affure  you  j  I  am  pro- 
digiouHy  rallied  about  my  paffion  for  you,  I  can  tell  you 
that,  and  am  looked  upon  as  loft  to.  our  fociety  already. 
He,  he,  he  ! 

Bid.  Pray,  Mr  Fribble,  now  you  have  gone  fo  far, 
don't  think  me  impudent  if  I  long  to  know  how  you 
intend  to  ufe  the  lady  who  has  been  honour'd  with  your 
affedions  ? 

Frib, 
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Frih.  Not  as  moil  other  wives  are  ufe(U  I  affure  you  ; 
all  the  domellic  bufincfs  will  be  taken  ofF  her  hands  ;  I 
fliall  make  the  tea,  comb  the  dogs,  and  drcfs  the  chil- 
dren myfelf :  fo  that,  the'  I'm  a  commoner,  Mrs  Fribble 
wiU  lead  the  life  of  a  woman  of  quality ;  for  flie  will 
have  nothing  to  do  but  lie  in  bed,  play  at  cards,  and 
fcold  the  ftrrvaiit?. 

Bid.  What  a  happy  creature  (he  muit  be ! 

Frib.  Do  you  really  think  fo  I  Then,  pray,  let  Ine 
.»ivc  a  little ^nc«j  talk  with  you — ■ — Tht>'  my  paflion 
is  not  of  a  long  {landing,   I  hope  the  fiactrity  of  my  in- 

.   Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

iTib.  Go  you  wild  thing.   {Pats  i<er.)  The  devil  take 

ic  but  there  is  no  talking  to  you- How  can  you  ufc 

me  in  this  barbarous  manner  !  if  I  hud  the  conflitution 
of  an  alderman,  it  would  fiok  under  my  fufFerings— — 
hoovtan  nater  can't  fupport  it. 

Bid.  Why,  what  would  you  do  with  me,  Mr  Fribble. 

Frib.  Well,   I  vow  I'll  beat  you  if  you  talk  fo- 
Don't  look  at   me  in  that  manner -—— Flefn  and  Mood 
can't  bear  it — >— I  could— but  I  won't  grow  indecent 

Bid.  But  pray»  i>ir»  where  are  the  verfes  you  were  to 
write  upon  me  ?  I  find,  if  a  young  lady  depends  too  much 
upon  fuch  fine  gentlemen  as  you,  (he'll  certaioly  be  dif- 
appointed. 

Frih.   I  vow,  the  flutter  I  was  put  into  this  afternoon 

has  quite  tum'd  my  fenfcs— ■ — Here  they  are,  tho* 

.»■   -and  1  believe  you'll  like  'em. 

Bid.  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  it.  \_CurtJiii, 

Frib,  I  proteil,  Mifs,  I  don't  like  that  curtfy  — 
Look  at  me,  and  always  rife  in  this  manner.  (Sh<nus 
her.)  But,  my  dear  crtetert  who  put  on  your  cap  to- 
day ?  They  have  made  a  fright  of  you,  and  it  is  as  yel- 
low as  old  lady  Crowfoot's  neck.— —When  we  ane 
fettled,  ril  drefs  your  head  myfelf. 

Btd.  Pray  read  the  verfes  to  me,  Mr  Fribble. 

Frih.  I  obey Hem  ! William  Fribble,  Efq; 

to  Mifs  Biddy  Bellair greeting. 

No  ice  fo  hard,  fo  cold  as  I, 

'Till  warm'd  and  fofttn'd  by  your  eye  ; 

And 
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And  now  my  heart  diffolves  away 
In  dreams  by  night,  in  fighs  by  day. 
No  brutal  paflion  fires  my  breaft, 
Which  loaths  the  obje<^  when  pofTefs'd ; 
But  one  of  harmlefs,  gentle  kind, 
Whofe  joys  are  center'd — in  the  mind  : 
Tlten  take  with  me  love's  better  part. 
His  downy  wing,  but  not  his  dart. 
How  do  you  like  'em  ? 

Bid.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  fwear  they  are  very  pretty-'—— 
but  I  don't  quite  underftand  'em. 

Frib.  Thefe  light  pieces  are  never  fo  well  underftood 
in  reading  as  fmging ;  I  have  fet  'em  myfelf,  and  will 
endeavour  to  give  'em  you:  La — /a — I  have  an  abomin- 
able cold,  and  can't  fing  a  note  ;  however,  the  tune's  no- 
thing, the  manner's  all. 

No  ice  fo  hard,  &c.         IShtgs.li 
Enter  Tag,  running. 
Tag.  Oh,  Madam,  Madam ! 
FriL  What's  the  matter  ? 

Tag.  Your  aunt,  your  aunt,  your  aunt,  Madam ! 
Bid.  Oh !  for  heav'n's  fake.  Tag,  hide  Mr  Fribble, 
or  we  are  ruin'd.     Put  him  into  the  ftore-room,  this 
moment. 

Frib.  Is  it  a  damp  place,  Mrs  Tag  ?  The  floor  is 
boarded,   I  hope  ? 

Tag.  Indeed  it  is  not,  Sir. 

Fr/5.  What  fhall  I  do  ?  I  fliall  certainly  catch  my 
death  !  Where's  my  cambrick  handkerchief,  and  my  falts  ? 
I  fhall  certainly  have  my  hyftericks  !  {^Runs  in  'with  Tag. 

Bid.   In,  in,  in So  now  let  the  other  come 

as  foon  as  he  will ;    1  did  not  care  if  1   had  twenty  of 
'em,  fo  they  would  but  come  one  after  another. 
Re-enter  Tag. 

*  Was  my  aunt  coming  ? 

'  Tag.  No,  'twas  Mr  Flafh,  I  fuppofe  by  the  length 

*  of  his  ftride,  and  the  cock  of  his  hat.     He'll  be  here 

*  this  minute What  (hall  we  do  with  him  ? 

*  Bid.   I'll  manage  him,  I  warrant  you,  and  try  his 

*  courage ;  be   fure   you  are  ready  to  fccond  me — we 

*  fhall  have  pure  fport. 

*  Tag.  Hufh  !  hei-e  he  comes.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Ylzih  Jtnging. 

Flajh.  Well,  my  bloflbm,  here  am  I  !  What  hopes  for 
a  poor  dog,  eh  ?  How  !  the  maid  here  ?  then  I've  loft 
the  town,  dammee  !  Not  a  (hilling  to  bribe  the  gover- 
nor.; fhe'll  fpring  a  mine,  and  i  fhall  be  blown  to  the 
devil. 

Bid.  Don't  be  afham'd,  Mr  Flafli :  I  have  told  Tag* 
the  whole  affair  ;  and  (he's  my  friend,   I  can  aflure  you. 

Flajh.  Is  fhe  ?  then  (he  won't  be  mine,  I  am  certain, 
[y^i/r.]  Well,  Mrs  Tag,  you  know,  I  fuppofe,  what's 
to  be  done  :  This  young  lady  and  I  have  contra£led 
ourfelves  ;  and  fo,  if  you  pleafe  to  ftand  bride  maid,  why 
we'll  fix  the  wedding-day  direAly. 

Tag.  The  wedding-day,  Sir  ? 

Flajh.  The  wedding-day,  Sir?  Ay,  Sir,  the  wed- 
ding-day. Sir !   what  have  you  to  fay  to  that,  Sir  ? 

Bid.  My  dear  Captain  Flalh,  don't  make  fuch  a  noifci 
you'll  wake  my  aunt. 

Fhjlj.  And  fuppofe  I  did,  child,  what  then  ? 

Bid.  She'd  be  frighten'd  out  of  her  wits, 

Fhjb.  At  me,  Mifs  ?  frightcn'd  at  me  ?  Tout  au  con- 
trairtt  I  affure  you ;  you  miitake  the  thing,  child  ;  I 
have  feme  rcafon  to  believe  I  am  not  <}uit6  fo  (hocking. 

{^Affcaedly. 

Tag.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  flatter  yourfelf — But  pray, 
Sir,  what  are  your  pretenfions  ? 

Flajlj.  The  lady's  promifes,  my  own  paflion,  and  the 
beft  mounted  blade  in  the  three  kingdoms.  If  any  man 
can  produce  a  better  title,  let  him  take  her  ;  if  not,  the 
devil  mince  me  if  I  give  up  an  atom  of  her. 

Bid.  He's  in  a  fine  pafTion,  if  he  would  but  hold  it. 

Tag.  Pray,  Sir,  hear  reafon  a  little. 

FhJJ?  I  never  do.  Madam  ;  it  is  not  my  method  of 
proceeding;  here  is  my  logic!  (Draivj  his fivord.)  Sa, 
fo — my  beft  argument  is  cart-over-arm.  Madam,  ha,  ha, 
(lounges;)  and  if  he  anfwers  that.  Madam,  through  my 
fmall  guts,  my  breath,  blood,  and  millrefs,  are  all  at  his 
lervice Nothing  more.  Madam. 

Bid.  This'll  do,  this'll  do. 

Tag.   But  Sir,  Sir,  Sir ! 

Flajh.  But  Madam,  Madam,  Madam  !  I  profefs 
blood,  Madan*.,  I  was  bred  up  to  it  from  a  child ;  1  ftudy 

the 
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the  book  of  fate,  and  the  camp  is  my  univerfity  ;  I  have 
attended  the  kvilures  of  Fringe  Charles  upon  the  Rhine 
and  Bathiani  upon  the  Po,  and  have  extrafted  know- 
ledge from  the  mouth  of  a  caanon  ;  I'm  Hot  to  be 
frighten'd  with  fqiiibfl,  Mada,n\.,  no,  no. 

Bid.  Pray,  dear  Sir,  don't  mind  her,  but  let  me  pre- 

vgil  with  you  to  go  away  this  time r-Yoqr  paffion  is 

very  fine,  to  be  fure ;  and  when  my  aunt  and  Tag  are 
gone  out  of  the  way,  I'U  let  you  knovy  when  I'd  have 
you  come  again. 

Flajh.  When  you'd  have  me  eome  again,  child  I  And 
fuppoie  I  never  would  come  again,  what  do  you  think 
of  that  now,  ha  ?  You  pretend  to  be  afraid  of  ypur  aunt  i 
your  aunt  knows  what's  what  too  well  to  refufe  a  good 

match  when   'tis  offcr'd 7-L.ookec,  Mifs,   I'm  a  n^an 

of  honour,  glory  is  my  aim,  I  have  told  you  the  road 
1  am  in  ;  and  do  you  fee  here,  child,  (JJ)s'wifig  his  fward)^ 
no  tricks  upon  travellers 

Bid.  But  pray.  Sir,  hear  mc. 

FlaJh.  No,  no,  no,  I  know  the  world,  Madam  :  T 
am  as  well  known  at  Govent-Gardefi  as  the  Dial,  Ma- 
dam ;  I'll  break  a  lamp,  bully  a  conftable,  bam  a  juf- 
tice,  or  bilk  a  box-keeper,  with  any  man  in  the  liber- 
ties of  Weilminfter  :  What  do  you  think  of  me  now, 
Madam  \ 

Bid.  Pray  don't  be  fo  furious.  Sir. 

Flajh.  Come,  come,  come,  few  words  are  beft,  fome- 
-body's  happier  than   fomebody,  and   I  am  a  poor  fiUy 

fellow;   ha,  ha that's  all- Look  you,  child,  to 

be  Ihort,  (for  I'm  a  man  of  reflection),  I  have  but  a 
bagatelle  to  fay  to  you :  I  aai  in  love  with  you  up  to 
hell  and  defperation,  may  the  fl<y  crufh  me  if  I  am  not! 
'- — But  fince  there  is  another  more  fortunate  than  I, 
adieu,   Biddy  !   Profpevity   to  the  happy  rival,  patience 

to  poor  Flaih  ;  but  the  firft  time  we  meet gunpowder 

be  my  perdition,  but  I'll  have  the  honour  to  cut  a  throat 
with  him.  \Jjoing. 

Bid.  ( Stopping  him. )  You  may  meet  with  liim  now, 
if  you  pleafe. 

Flajh.  Now  !  may  1  ? Where  is  he  ?  I'll  facrifice 

the  villain.  \_Aloud. 

Tag.  Huili  !  hfc's  but  in  the  next  room. 

FlaJJ?, 
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Fl.tfl].  Is  he  ?  Ram  me  (lonu)  into  a  morfaf-picce, 
but  I'll  have  vengeance ;  my  blood  bolls  to  be  at  him 
Don't  be  frighten'd,  Mifs ! 

Bid.  N03  Sir,  1  never  vras  better  plead'd,  I  affurc 
you. 

Flap?.  I  fhall  foon  do  hJs  bufmefe. 

Bid.  As  foon  as  you  pleafe,  take  youi*  own  time. 

Tag,  I'll  fetch  the  gentleman  to  you  immediately. 

\Going. 

Flajh.  [Stoppirtg  her.)  Stay,  flay  a  little  ;  what  a 
paffion  I  am  in  !— Are  you  fure  he  is  in  the  next  room? 
— I  fhall  certainly  tear  him  to  pieces — I  would  fain  mur- 
der Iiim  like  a  gentleman  too — Befides,  this  family  flian't 
be  brought   into  trouble  upon  my  account. — I  have  it 

I'll  watch  for  him  in  the  ftreet,  and  mix  his  blood 

with  the  puddle  of  the  next  kennel.  [Going. 

Bid.  {Stopping  hif?!.)  No,  pray,  Mr  Flafh,  let  me 
fee  the  battle,  1  fliall  be  glad  to  fee  you  fight  for  me ; 
you  (han't  go,  indeed.  [Holding  him. 

Tag.  {Holding  him.)  Oh,  pray,  let  me  fee  you  fight; 
there  were  two  gentlemen  fit  yefterday,  and  my  miflrcf* 
was  never  fo  diverted  in  her  life — I'll  fetch  him  out. 

[Exit. 

Bid.  Do,  ftick  him,  ftick  him,  Captain  Flafh  ;  1  (hall 
love  you  the  better  for  it. 

Flajh.  Damn  your  love,  I  wifli  I  was  out  of  the 
houfe.  t^-^'- 

Bid.  Here  he  is Now  fpeak  fome  of  your  naid 

words,  and  run  him  through — 

Flajl:.  Don't  be  in  fits  now —  \,^fde  to  Biddy. 

Bid.  Never  fear  me. 

Enter  Tag  and  Tribble. 

Tag.  {to  Fribble  )  Take  it  on  my  word.  Sir,  he  is  a 
bully,  and  nothing  elfc. 

Frih.  (frightened.)  I  know  you  are  my  good  friead, 
but  perhaps  you  don't  know  his  difpofition. 

Tag.  I  am  confident  he  is  a  coward. 

Frib.  D'ye  think  fo,  Mrs  Tag  ? 

Tag.  — Oh,  I  am  fure  of  it. 

Frih.  Is  he  ?  Nay,  then  I'm  his  man. 

FLiflj.  I  like  his  looks,  but  I'll  not  venture  too  far 
.   firll. 

Vol.  I.  H  h  Tar 
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Tag.  Speak  to  him,  Sir. 

■Frib.  I  will — I  underftand,  Sir — hem — that  you — 
by  Mrs  Tag  here — Sir — \vho  has  inform'd  me — hem- 
that  you  would  be  glad  to  fpeak  with  me — demmee — 

^JTurns  off. 

Flajlv.  I  can  fpeak  to  you,  Sir — or  to  any  body,  Sir 
—or  I  can  let  it  alone  and  hold  my  tongue — if  I  fee  oc- 
calion.  Sir,  damme —  [Turnt  off. 

Bid.  Well  faid,  Mr  Flafh  ;  be  in  a  pafTion. 

Tag'  {to  Frible.)  Don't  mind  his  looks,  he  changes 
colour  already  ;  to  him,  to  him.  \_Pu/hes  him. 

Frib.  Don't  hurry  me,  Mrs  Tag,  for  heaven's  fake  ! 
I  fhall  be  out  of  breath  before  I  begin,  if  you  do. — Sir, 
—-(To  Flafh.)  If  you  can't  fpeak  to  a  gentleman  in 
another  manner.  Sir — why  then  I'll  venture  to  fay,  you 
had  better  hold  your  tongue — oons. 

Flajb.  Sir,  you  and  I  are  of  different  opinions. 

Frib.  You  and  your  opinion  may  go  to  the  devil — 
take  that.  [Turns  off  to  T-d^. 

Tag.  Well  faid,  Sir,  the  day's  your  own. 

Bid.  What's  tlie  matter,  Mr  Flafli  ?  Is  all  your  fury 
gone  ?  Do  you  give  me  up  ? 

Fri^.   Ihave  done  his  bufinefs.  T  Struts  about. 

FlaJ]}.  .Give  you  up.  Madam  !  No,  Madam,  when  I 
am  det'ermin'd  in  my  refolutions,  I  am  always  calm  ; 
'tis  our  way,  Madam:  and  now  I  fhall  proceed  to  bufi- 
nefs— Sir,   I  beg  to  fay  a  word  to  you  in  private. 

Frih.  Keep  your  diftance,  fellow,  and  I'll  anfwer 
you.-  .-That  lady  has  confefs'd  a  paffion  for  me;  and 
as  fhe  has  delivej'd  up  her  heart  into  my  keeping,  no- 
thing but  my  ^arfs  blood  ihall  purchafe  it.    Damnation  1 

Tag.   Biavo  !   bravo  ! 

Flajh.  If  thofe  are  the  conditions,  I'll  give  you  ear- 
Keft  for  it  direftly,  (Draivs.)  Now,  villain,  renounce 
all  right  and  title  this  minute,  or  the  torrent  of  my  rage 
■will  overflow  my  reafon,  and  I  fhall  annihilate  tlae  no- 
thingnefs  of  your  foul  and  body  in  an  inflant. 

Frib.  I  wifh  there  was  a  conftable  at  hand  to  take  us 
both  up  ;  we  fhall  certainly  do  one  another  a  preju- 
dice. 

Tag.  No,  you  won't  indeed,  Sir  j  pray,  bear  up  to 

him  J 
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lum  ;  if  you  wou'd  but  draw  your  fword,  and  be  in  a 
paffion,  he  would  run  away  dircftly. 

Frib.  Win  he  ?  (Draivj  his  fword.)   Then  I  can  no 

Jonger  contain  myfclf Hell  and  the  furies  !  Come  on, 

thou  favage  brute. 

Ta^.  Go  on,  Sir. 
\_Here  thfy  Jland  in  fighting^  prjiures^  ixhile  Biddy  and 
Tag pujh  thivt j'or'v:ard.'\ 

Flafh.  Come  on. 

Bid.  Go  on. 

Frib.  Come  on,  rafcal. 

Tag.  Go  on.   Sir. 

Enter  Captain  Loveit  and  Puff". 

*  Capt.  What's  the  matter,  my  dearf 

'  Biddy.  If  you  wont  fight,  here's  one  that  will.  OIv 
'   Rhodophil,  thefe  two  fparks  are  your  rivals,  and  have 

*  pcfter'd  me   thefe  two  months  with   their  addrefles  ; 
*i  they  forced  themfelves  iitfo  the.  houfe,  and  have  beer* 

*  quarelling   about   me,  and   dilturbing   the  family ;   if 

*  they  won't  fight,  pray  kick  'em  out  of  the  houfe.' 

Capt.  What's  the  matter,  gentlemen. 

SJThiy  both  keep  their  fencing  pojlure. 

Flafh.  Don't  part  us,.  Sir. 

Frib.  No,  pray  Sir,  don't  part  us,  we  fhall  do  you  a 
mifchief. 

Capt.  PiifF,  look  to  the  other  gentleman,  and  call  a 
furgeon. 

Bid.  and  Tag.   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Puff.  Blefs  me !  how  can  you  Hand  under  your  wounds, 
Sir? 

Frih.  Am  I  hurt,  Sir  ? 

Puff.  Hurt,  Sir !  why  you  have — let  me  fee — pray 
ftand  in  the  lights-one,  two,  three,  thro'  the  heart ; 
and,  let  me  fee — hum— eight  thro'  the  fmall  guts  ! 
Come,  Sir,  niake  it  up  the  round  dozen,  and  then  we'll 
part  you. 

AU.   Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

C>ipt.  Come  here.  Puff. 

\JVbifperSi  and  looks  at  Flafh, 

Puff.  'Tis  the  very  fan>e,  Sir. 

Capt.  [to  FlaJJj.)  Pray,  Sir,  have  I  not  had  the  plea- 
furcof  feeing  you  abroad  ? 

H  h  2  Fh/J). 
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Flajh.  I  have  ferv'd  abroad. 

Capt.  Had  not  you  the  misfortune,  Sir,  to  be  mif- 
fing at  the  lail  engagement  in  Flanders  ? 

Fiajh,  I  was  found  amongft  the  dead  in  tlic  field  of 
battle. 

Puff.  He  was  the  firll  that  fell,  Sir  ;  the  wind  of  a 
cannon-ball  ftruck  him  flat  upon  his  face  :  he  had  juft 
ilrength  enoi-igh  to  creep  into  a  ditch,  and  there  he  was* 
found  after  the  battle  in  a  moll  deplorable  condition. 

Capt.  Pray,  Sir,  what  advancement  did  you  get  by 
ihe  fervice  of  that  day  ? 

Flafn.  My  wounds  rendered  me  unfit  for  fervice,  and 
I  fold  out. 

Puff.  Stole  out,  you  mean  i  We  hunted  him  by 
icent  to  the  water.fide  ;  thence  he  took  fliipping  for 
England  ;  and  taking  the  advantage  of  my  mafler's  ab- 
Xence,  has  attack'd  the  citadel ;  which  vve  arc  luckily 
come  to  relieve,  and  drive  his  honour  inta  the  ditch 
again. 

JU.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Frib.  He,  he,  he  \ 

Capt-  And  now.  Sir,  how  have  you  dar'd  to  fiiovr 
your  face  in  open  day,  or  wear  even  the  outfide  of  a 
profeffion  you  have  fo  much  fcandaHzed  by  your  beha- 
viour ?  1  honour  the  name  of  foldier  ;  and,  as  a  party 
caneerned,  am  bound  not  to  fee  it  difgrac'd.  As  you 
have  forfeited  your  title  to  honour,  deliver  up  youf 
fword  this  inftant. 

Flajh.  Nay,  good  Captain -r-r-" 

Capt.  No  words,   Sir.  [Takes  his  fnoort}. 

Frib.  He's  a  fad  fcoundrel ;  I  wifh  I  had  kick'd 
l|im. 

Capt.  The  next  thing  I  command — Leave  this  houfe, 
change  tlie  colour  of  your  cloaths  and  fiercenefa  of 
your  looks ;  appear  from  top  to  toe  the  \vretch,  the 
very  wretch  thou  art  :  If  e'er  I  meet  thee  in  the  miHta- 
ry  drefs  again,  or  if  you  put  on  looks  that  belie  the  na- 
tive bafenefs  of  thy  heart,  be  it  where  it  will,  this  (hall 
be  the  revs-ard  of  thy  impudence  and  difobedience. 

\_Kicks  him;  he  runs  off, 

*  Mid.  Oh,  my  dear  Rhodophil!* 

Frit, 
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Frib.  What  an  infamous  rafcal  it  is  !     I  thank  you, 
%\tt  for  this  favour  ;  but  I  muft  after,  and  cane  him. 
l^Gcingy  is  Jiopt  by  the  Captain. 

Capt.  One  word  with  you  too,  Sir. 

Frib.  With  me,  Sir! 

Capt.  You  need  not  tremble ;— — I  (han't  ufe  you' 
roughly. 

/••.•-'•.  I  am  certain  of  that.  Sir;  but  I  am  fadly 
Innihlod  with  weak  nerves. 

Capt.  Thou  art  of  a  fpecies  too  defpicable  for  cor- 
rection ;  therefore  be  gone  ;  and  if  I  fee  you  here  again, 

Kir  infignificancy  flian't  proteft  you. 

Frib.   I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  kindnefs.     W^ell, 

ever  I  have  any  thing  to  do  with  intrigues  again 

Mifs   Biddy,    your  fcrvant — Captain,    your    fcrvant^ 
Mrs  Tag,  your's — Old  foldier,  your's. 

Puf.  Boh  ! (/■«  Fribble'sya^Ttf  as  ht  is  gt/ing  out.) 

Frib.  O  Lard  !  [^x/V. 

y4ll.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

P:,F.   Shall  1  eafe  you  of  your  tfophy,  Sir? 

.'.  Take  it,   l*uff,  as   a  fmall  recompence  for  thy 
..^>.,.iy  :   thou  can'ft.  better  ufe  it  than  its  owner. 

Puff.  I  wifh  your  honour  had  a  patent  to  take  fuck 
trifles  from  every  pretty  gentleman  that  could  fpare  'em, 
I  would  fet  up  the  largtlt  cutlet's  (hop  in  the  kingdom. 

Capt.  Welifaid,  Puff. 

*  Bid.  But  pray,  Mr  Fox,  how  did  you  get  out  of 

*  your  hole  ?     I  thought  you  was  lock'd  in. 

*  Capt.  I  (hot  the  bolt  back  when  I  heard  a  noife  ; 
'  and  thinking  you   was   in   danger,   I   broke  my  con- 

*  fincment  v.ithout  any  other  conllderation  than  your 

*  fafety.  \^Kiffes  her  hamf. 

*  Sir  Sim.  {'ojithout.)   B-    '-    Ti-^^-!— Whv,  Tar, 

Tag' 

*  Bid.  There's  the  old  gtritieinan  ;  run  in,  run  in. 

[^Exeur.t  Captain  ar:d  Pu(f.      Tag  opens  tbs  d'^or, 
*  Ef:ter  Sir  Simon  <7A'^  Jalper.  ^, 

*  Sir  Sim,    Where  have   you  been,    Biddy  ?     Jafpei" 

*  aiid  I  have  knock'd  and  call'd  as  loud  and  as  long  as 

*  we  were  able      Wliat  were  yoti  doing,  child  ? 

*  Bid.   I^was  reading,  part  of  9  play  to  Tag>  and  we 

*  came  as  foon  as  we  h?ard  vou. 

Hk  2  ♦  Sir 


^  MISS  IN  HER  TEENS. 

, .  <  jS/>  5/w.  What,  play.  Moppet  ? 

*  T-?^'    J^'He  Old  Bachelor ;  ai)d  we  were  juft  got  t* 

*  Qld  Nykyij  as  you  knock'd  at  the  door. 

*  Sir  Sif/i.  I  muft  have  you  burn  yqui?  plays  and  ro- 

*  mances,  now  you  are  mine  ;  they  corrupt  youf  inno- 

*  c^ce  ;  and  what  cg,n  you  learn  from  *em  ? 

*  Bid.  What  you  can't  teach  me,  I  am  fure. 

*  Sir  Sim.  F.y,  fy,  child,  I   never  heard  you  talk  at 

*  this  rate  before.     I'm    afraid.  Tag,   you   put  tliefe 

*  things  into  her  head. 

*  Tag.  I,  Sir !     I  vow.  Sir  Simon,,  (he  knows^  more 

*  than  you  can  conceive.     Slie  furprifes  me,  I  affure 

*  you,  though  I  have  been  married  thefe  two  years,  and 

*  liv'd  with  bachelors  moft  part  of  my  life. 

'  Sir  Sim.  Do  you  hear,  Jafper  !      I'm  all  over  in  a- 

*  fweat. Pray,    Mifs,    have  you  not  had  company 

*  this  afternoon  ?  I  faw  a  young  fop  go  out  of  the  houfe 

*  as  I  was  coming  hither. 

*  Bid.  You  might  have  feen  twoj  Sir.  Sinjon»  if  your 

*  eyes  had  been  goml. 

*-  Sir  Si/fu  Po  you  hear,  Jafper? — ^Sure  the  child 

*  is  poffefs'd — —Pray,  Mifs,  what  do  they  want  here  I 

*  Bid,  Me,  Sir ;  they  wanted  me. 

*•  Sir  Sim.  What  did  they  want  with  you,  I  fay  ? 

*  Bid.  Why,  what  do  you  want  with  me  ? 

*  Sir  Sim.  Do  you  hear,  Jafper  ? 1  am  thunder- 

*  ftruekj      I  can't  believe  my  own  ears Tell  me  the 

-  •  reafon,  I  fay,  why-~ — - 

*  Tag.  I'll  tell  you  the  r«afon  why,  if  you  pleafe.  Sir 

*  Simon.     Mifs,  you  know,  is  a  very  filly  young  girl ; 

*  and  having  found  out,  ( Heav'n  knows  how ! )  that 
**  th^re  is   fome   little   difference   between  fixty-five  and 

*  twenty-five,  fhe's  ridiculous-  enough  to  choofc  the  lat- 

*  tcr  ;  when,  if  ihe'd  take  my  advice 

*^  Sir  Sim,  You  are  right.  Tag,  fhe  would  take  me, 

*  eh  r— 

*  Tag.  YeSj  Sir,  a&  the  only  way  to  have  both  ;  for  if 

*  (he  marries  you,  the  other  will  follow  of  courfe. 

'  Sir  Si7>i.  Do  you  hear,  Jafper ! 

*  Bid.  'Tis  v<ery  true,   Sir  Simon :  from  knowing  no 

*  better,  1  ^aye  fct  my  heart  upon  a  young  mtm  ;  and 

*  a 
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a  young  one  I'll  Imve.  Tkcrc  have  beea  three  h«r€ 
this  afternoon. 

'  S^'r  Sim.  Three,  Jafpcr ! 

'  B/d.  And  they  have  been  quarrelling  al»ut  me,  and 
one  has  beat  the  other  two.  Now,  Sir  Simon,  if 
youMl  take  up  tlic  couqueror,  and  kick  him,  as  he  has 
kick'd  the  others,  you  fliall  ha^-e  rae  for  your  reward, 
and  my  fifteen  thoufaud  pounds  into  tlie  bargain. 
What  fays  my  hero,  eh  ?  {^S/afis  hhn  on  thi  back. 

*  Sir  Sim.  The  world's  at  an  end What's  to  be 

done,,  Jaiper  ? 

*  J^a/,  Pack  up  and  be  gone.  Doo't  fight  the  match, 
Sir. 

*  Sir  Sim.  Ffeflv  and  bbod  can't  bear  it I'm  all 

over  agitation Hugh,  hugh  ! — Am  I  cheated  by  a 

baby,  a  doll  ?  Where's  your  aunt,  you  youug  cocka- 
trice  rU  let  her  know — (he's  a  bafe  woman,  and 

you  are 

*  BiJ.  You  are  in  a  fine  humour  to  fhowyoar  valour. 
Tag,  fetch  the  Captain  this  miuute,  while  Sir  Simon 
is  warm,  and  let  him  know  be  is  waiting  here  to  cut 
his  throat.  [£.vx/  Tag.]  1  lock'd  him  up  in  my  bed- 
chamber till  you  came. 

*  Sir  Sim.  Here's  an  imp  of  darknefs  !  What  would 
I  give  that  my  (on  Bob  were  here  to  thrafh  her  fpark, 
wliile  I — raviili'd  the  reft  of  the  family. 

*  jfjf.   I  believe  we  had  beft  retire.  Sir. 

*  Sir  Sim.  No,  iu>,  1  mtdl  fee  her  bully  firft  :  and, 
do  you  hear,  Jafper,  if  I  put  him  in  a  paiHon,  doyoa 
knock  him  do^Yn. 

*  y^f.  Pray,  keep  your  temper.  Sir. 

*  Enter  Captain,  Tag,  and  PuflEl 

*  Capt.   ( approaching  angrily.)  What  is  the  mcanin«f; 
r 'Ounda!  it  is  my  father,  PufF;  what  (hall  I 

*  Puff (dr^'ming  himhy  thfomU)  Kmrel  again,  Sir. 

*  Sir  Sim.  t^ain,  enchanted  !  {^Starting. 

*  Capt.  There  ia  no  retreat ;   I  rauft  ftand  it ! 
»  Btd.  What's  ail  this? 

*  Sir  Sim.  Your  hiunhle  fervant.  Captain  Fireball. — 
You  arc  welcome  from  the  wars,  noble  Captain.     I 

<did 


3<S8  MISS  IN  HER  TEENS. 

<  did  not  think  of  being  knock'd  o'  th'  head,  or  cut  up 

*  alive,  by  fo  fine  a  gentleman. 

*  Capt.   I  am  under  fuch  confufion,  Sir,  that  I  have 

*  not  power  to  convince  you  of  my  innocence. 

'  Sir  Sim.   Innocence  !   pretty  lamb  !      And  fo,  Sir, 

*  you  have  left  the  regiment,  and  the  honourable  em- 

*  ployment  of  fighting  for  your  country,  to  come  home 

*  and  cut  your  fatlier's  throat.     Why,  you'll  be  a  great 

*  man  in  time.   Bob  ! 

«  Bid.  His  father.  Tag ! 

*  Sir  Sif/i.  Come,  come, 'tis  foon  done one  ftroke 

'  does  it — —or  if  you  have  any  qualms,  let  your  fquire 

*  there  perform  the  operation. 

*  Puf.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  throw  fuch  temptations  in 

*  my  way. 

*  Capt.  Hold  your  impudent  tongue. 

*  Sir  Sim.  Why  don't  yon  fpeak,  Mr  Modefty  ?  what 

*  excufe  have  you  for  leaving  the  aiiny,  I  fay  ? 

'   Capt.  My  afFedion  to  this  lady. 

*  Sir  Sim.  Your  afftdlion,  puppy  ! 

*  Capt.  Our  love.  Sir,   has  been  long  and  mutual.*^ 

*  What  accidents  have  happen'd  fince  my  going  abroad 

*  and  her   leaving   the  country,  and  how   I  have  moft 

*  unaccountably  met  you  here,   I  am  a  ftranger  to  ;  but 

*  whatever  appearances  may  be,  I  ftillam,  and  ever  was, 

*  your  dutiful  fon. 

*  Bid.  He  talks  hke  an  angel.  Tag  ! 

'  Sir  Sim.   Dutiful,    firrah ! — have   not  you   rivall'd 

*  your  father  ? 

*  Capt.  No,  Sir,  you  have  rivall'd  me.     My  claim 

*  muft  be  prior  to  yoor's. 

*  Bid.  Indeed,  Sir  Simon,  he  can  fliow  the  befl  title 

*  to  me. 

*  J^af.  Sir,  Sir,  the  young  gentleman  fpeaks  well;' 

*  and  as  the  fortune  will   not   go   out  of  the  family,   I 

*  fhould  advife  you  to  drop  your  rcfentment,  be  recon- 

*  cil'd  to  your  fon,  and  relinquifh  the  lady. 

*  Sir  Sim.  Ay,  ay,  with  alUmy  heart Look  ye, 

*  fon,   I  give  you  the   girl  ;  fhe's  too  much   for  me,   I 

*  confefs ; — and,  take  my  word.    Bob,  you'll  catch  a 

*  tartar. 

*  Bid.  I  affure  yeu.  Sir  Simon,  I'm  not  the  perfon 

«  you 
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'  yoii  take  me  for.  If  I  have  us'd  you  any  ways  ill, 
'twas  for  your  fon's  fake,  who  had  my  promife  and 
inclinations  before  you  :  and  though  1  btlievc  I  (hould 
have  made  you  a  moll  uncomfortable  wife,  I'll  be  the 
beft  daughter  to  you  ia  the  world ;  and  if  you  ftand 
in  need  of  a  lady,  my  aunt  is  difengag'd,  and  is  the 
heft  nurfe— — 

'  Sir  Tin.  No,  no,  I  thank  you,  child  ;  you  have 
fo  turn'd  sny  ftomadi  to  marriage,  I  Iwve  no  appetite 
left.— —But  where  is  this  auot?  Won't  flic  ftop  your 
proceedings,  think  you  ? 

*  Tag.  She's  now  at  her  lawyer's,  Sir ;  and  if  yv» 
pleafe  to   go  with   the  young   couple,  and  give  your 

pprobatiou,   I'll  anfwer  for  my  old  lady's  confcQt. 

'  Bii/.  The  Captain  and  I,  Sir 

'  Sir  Sim.  Come,  come,  Bob^  you  are  but  an  en- 
.!gn,  don't  impofe  on  the  girl  neither. 
'  Caf>f,  I  liad  the  good  fortune.  Sir,  to  pkafe  my 
ral  by  my  behaviour  in  a  fraall  aftion  with 
,  and  he  gave  me  a  company. 
'  Sii  Si»t.  Bob,  I  wifli  you  joy  !  This  is  news  in- 
deed !  And  when  we  celebrate  your  wedding,  fon, 
I'll  drink  a  half<pint  bumper  myfclf  to  joxir  benefac- 
tor. 

«  Capt.  And  he  defenre*  it.  Sir.     Such  a  general,  by 
lis  example  and  juilice,  animates  us  to  deeds  of  glo- 
V,  and  infurcs  us  conquelt. 
'  .Sir  Sia/-  Right)  my  boy— —Come  zilong  then. 

\_Coivg. 

*  Puff.  Hah  a  little,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  if  you 
pleafe.  Ever)'  body  here  feems  well  fatisfied  but  my- 
fclf. 

'  Capt.  What's  the  matter,  Puff  ? 

*  Puff.  Sir,  as  I  would  make  myfelf  wortliy  of  fuch 
a  mailer,  and  the  name  of  a  foldier,  I  cannot  put  up 
the  leall  injury  to  my  honour. 

*  Skr  Sim.   Heyday  !  what  flourifhes  are  thefe  ! 

'  Puff.  Here  is  the  man ;  come  forth,  caitiff. — [Ti 
Jafper.]— He  has  confefs'd  this  day,  that  in  my  ab- 
sence he  hath  taken  fieedoms  with  my  lawful  wife, 
and  had  diflionourable  intentions  againft  my  bed  ;  for 

which  I  danand  fatisfaclion. 

«  Sir 
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*  Sir  Sim.  [piking  kirn.)  What  ftufF  is  here  ?     The 

*  fellow's  brain's  turn'd. 

*  Puff.  And  crack'd  too,  Sir :  but  you  are  my  ma- 

*  Iter's  father,  and  I  fubmit. 

*  Capt.  Come,  come,   I'll  fettle  your  punftilios,  and 

*  will  take  care  of  you  and  Tag  hereafter,  provided  you 

*  drop  all  animofities,  and  fliake  hands  this  moment. 

*  Puff.  My  revenge  gives  way  to  my  intereft  ;  and  I 
«  once  again,  Jafper,  take  thee  to  my  bofom. 

*  Jaf.   I'm  your   friend  again,    Puff But,   hark 

*■  ye — I  fear  you  not ;  and  if  you'll  lay  afide  your  fteel 

*  there,  as  far  as  a  broken  head  or  a  black  eye,  I'm  at 

*  your  fervlce  upon  demand. 

'  Tag.  You  are  very  good  at  crowing,  indeed,  Mr 

*  Jafper ;  but  let  me  tell  you,   the  fool  that  is  rogue 

*  enough  to  brag  of  a  woman's  favours,  muft  be  a  dung- 

*  hill  every  way. As  for  you,  my  dear  hufband, 

-*  (how  your  manhood  in  a  proper  place,  and  you  need 

*  not  fear  thefe  fheep-biters. 

*  Sir  Situ,    The  abigail  is  pleafant,    I  confefs — he, 

*  He!—' 

Bid.  I'm  afraid  the  town  will  be  ill-natur'd  enough 
to  think  I  have  been  a  little  coquettiih  in  my  behaviour; 
but  I  hope,  as  I  hav€  been  conftant  to  the  Captain,  I 
fhall  be  excus'd  diverting  myfelf  with  pretenders. 

Ladies,  to  fops  and  braggarts  ne'er  be  kind  ; 
No  charms  can  warm  'em,  and  no  virtues  bind : 
Each  lover's  merit  by  his  conduft  prove ; 
Who  fails  in.  honour,  will  be  falfe  in  love. 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

By  the  fame  hand  as  the  Prologue. 

Spoken  by  Mrs  Pritchard. 

GOOD  fulks,  I'm  come,  at  my  young  Lady's  bidding, 
To  fjy,  you  all  are  welcome  to  her  wedding. 
1  h'  exchange  me  m<ide  what  mor^l  here  can  blame  ? 
Show  mc  the  maid  that  would  not  do  the  fame. 
For  fure  the  grcatcft  rooufler  ever  feeu, 
Js  doating  Sixty  couplcil  to  Sixleenl 
When  wintry  age  had  almoft  caught  the  fair, 
Youth  clad  ill  funlhine  fnatcJi'd  her  from  dcfpair  : 
Like  a  new  Semde  the  Virgin  lay, 
And  clafpM  her  lover  in  the  blize  of  day. 
Thus  may  each  maid,  the  toils  aimotl  intrapt  in, 
Change  01 J  Sir  Sim'jii  for  the  tri/k  young  Captain. 

I  love  thofe  men  of  arms,  they  know  their  trade  : 
Let  daQards  fue,  the  Tons  of  fire  invade ! 
They  cannot  bear  around  the  bait  to  nibble. 
Like  pretty,  powder'd,  patient  Mr  Fribbit: 
Til  dangers  bred,  and  (kilful  in  command, 
'ihey  (torm  the  flrongcft  fortrefs  fword  in  hand  ! 
Nights  without  deep,  and  floods  uf  tears  when  waking, 
bhow'd  poor  Mifs  R.ddy  was  in  piteous  taking.     ^ 
She's  now  quite  well  :  for  maids  in  that  condition, 
find  the  young  1  <ver  is  the  bed  phyficiaa  ; 
And  wiijiout  helps  of  art,  or  bead  of  knowledge* 
'ihcy  cure  more  women,  faith,  than  all  the  college  f 

l]ut  to  the  point 1  come  with  low  pctitiou, 

For  faith  poor  Bnya  is  in  a  fadcondiacD ; 

•   The  hugt  tail  Ht^r.gtnau  Aands  to  give  the  blow. 

And  only  waits  your  pleafures ay  or  no. 

If  you  fliould  Pit,  BoXy  and  Gallery,  egad, 

Joy  turns  his  fenfes,  ..ad  the  man  runs  mad! 
But  if  your  cars  arc  Ihut,  your  hearts  are  rock, 
And  you  pronounce  the  fcntence— block  to  blotk; 
IJown  kneels  the  bard,  and  leaves  you,  when  he's  datd. 
The  empty  tribute  of  an  author's  head. 

•  Alludi'g  to  Bjyet's  Prohgue  in  ib<  Rcbcarfah 
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